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Prologue


 


 


 


Immortals are human beings. They
look the same, act the same, and are by all accounts identical to every other
human in the world. Immortals have no silly magical powers, nor are they
monsters, vampires, witches or wizards, as such things do not exist. They walk,
talk, work, shop and go to school. Some get married, some raise children, and
all cry and laugh and get just as annoyed when someone else does not leave the
toilet the seat down or replace the last loo roll. 


The only physical
difference between an immortal and someone else, is that they obviously live
longer, a lot longer, and they never age past a certain point. Even this is an
understatement though, as immortals can, in theory, live forever, although this
is not always the case. This is not to say that they cannot be harmed or
injured, nor can they not die. Immortals catch the flu and the cold just like
everyone else, and they shout ‘ouch’ when stung by a bee. If they accidently
fall over and graze their knee, they bleed and scab just like anyone else
would.  


It is not known
amongst immortals why they do not age, it is as much of a mystery to them as it
would be to any other human if they ever learned of their existence. Perhaps
their organs work differently? Perhaps they have something in their blood?
Whatever the reason is, it has never been discovered. 


It also not known
precisely how long immortals have existed for, this is because they hid in
plain sight for hundreds or even thousands of years. They lived amongst
everyone else, had regular jobs, and pretty much acted like what was expected
from anyone else in whatever time it was. Every now and then, an immortal would
simply move on from town to town and country to country, whenever it became
obvious they were not aging. They changed their names and started all over
again. It was an easy process. 


However, there
came a point in history when the plan started to fail. More and more people
were populating the world, and some immortals were not moving far enough away
for people not notice they were not aging. In some small towns, suspicion grew
and rumours started. 


When more of these
incidents began to occur, the decision was made by the oldest of the immortals
to live far away from all the other humans, to live in secret, to avoid
suspicion and never be caught out again. Of course, no one ever looked for them,
because no one knew they even existed. It has been the greatest secret in the
history of the human race. 


There has never
been an incident where an innocent person has been accidently or unexpectedly
dragged into the immortal world, until now…











Chapter
1


 


New
surroundings


 


 


The train was rattling along the tracks
and whizzing by the countryside on a cloudy but dry day. It was completing what
seemed like an endless journey from London to the very northern parts of
Scotland. Tristan had a glum look on his face as he and his sisters had been on
the train almost nine hours now, and boredom had sunk in long ago. His sisters,
Charlie and Eve, had played every game possible with the resources they had,
going through snap, eye spy, chess and scrabble.


Tristan had been
resting his head against the window and hearing the clickety clack of the
carriage going over the tracks all the way. There were only so many trees and
fields he could stare at, not that he disliked the country as it was a welcome
change from the crowded streets of London that he was used to. 


‘I’m bored,’ gloomily
sighed Charlie.


‘There’s always
something we can do,’ said Eve, in her usual happy and optimistic way.    


Charlie gave an
encouraging smile, as for as long as she could remember she had always been
impressed by her sister’s ability to find a game or an adventure in everything.
She was especially surprised given that during recent weeks they had been
through the most challenging time of their lives.


‘Nice idea, but
I’m not sure Tristan has the least bit of effort to pardon himself after
burping now, let alone move,’ said Charlie. Tristan smiled sarcastically back
at them both with the boredom painstakingly taking its toll. 


Tristen, the
eldest child of the family, was a tall sixteen-year-old with short brown hair. He
was modest and a level-headed person who was very intelligent. He always knew a
little something about everything, but he never acted snobby or tried to boast
that he knew more than others. Tristan was adopted when he was six months old,
and this was something that he and his sisters rarely ever talked about. This
was not because it was a sensitive topic for anyone, but because they all just
considered themselves as much as biological brother and sisters as any other
family there was. 


Tristan cared very
much for his younger sisters. He rarely did the standard older sibling teasing routine,
as he often referred to it, concentrating more so in keeping them out of
trouble. Since the accident he had practically become head of the family, but
perhaps more importantly, he was treated as if he was. Charlie and Eve
respected Tristan and although they argued from time to time and wound him up,
when it came down to it, his decision was usually final. 


Eve was waiting
for the next stop to be called out. She was the youngest of the family at ten
years old, and she loved old historical things. She believed things had more
character and personality from years ago, as there was far more sense of
adventure she thought. She loved the idea that people used to actually have to
go out and explore things and use their own imaginations, in comparison to
being glued to a tv screen. More often than not, she had to be stopped from
going gung-ho into a risky situation. 


‘Will Uncle Arthur
and Aunt Liz be waiting on the platform?’ she asked.


‘I expect so,’
said Tristan. 


The children were
on their way to the Scottish Highlands to live on a farm with their Aunt and
Uncle, which was to become their new home. They knew them both well as they
often came down to London to visit, but this was a whole other situation. Since
the accident, they had been passed around foster carers for several weeks before
finally being sent to live with their distant relatives. Of course, distant in
this situation meant the furthest ones away. 


Eve was shuffling
a pack of cards out of boredom and by accident they flew in the air and
scattered over a nearby older lady. She was impeccably well dressed in a tartan
skirt and blouse. 


‘I believe I have
your seven of clubs young lady,’ said the woman.


‘I’m so sorry I
didn’t mean to disturb you,’ said Eve apologetically while scurrying to pick
them up.  


‘It’s quite alright,’
said the woman. ‘First time in Scotland is it?’ She briefly paused and spent an
unusually long time looking at Eve, who nodded in reply. ‘Well this is indeed
an honour for Scotland to accommodate such polite children. As cliché as it may
sound, remember to try haggis, Irn-Bru and shortbread. Delicious.’


Eve politely
smiled and gathered the cards, making a mental note of the things she had been
told to try. The lady then stated the next stop was hers and she wished her
well. As she gathered her things, she waved goodbye and got off. She had,
however, got Eve interested in what haggis was. 


‘Be careful when
you’re playing with those cards, you’re lucky she was nice about it,’ said
Tristan. He shortly felt that the train was slowing down again, and as he knew
the stop after was theirs, they all began to tidy up and get ready. Charlie
cleared up all of the empty juice cans and chocolate wrappers, while Tristan
and Eve tidied up the games. The train slowly pulled up to the platform and the
children stepped off into the station. 


The children could
not quickly move on or forget the incidents of the last few weeks, and Tristan
and Charlie both felt nervous at moving to a new home. Eve on the other hand, looked
at this as a brand-new adventure in her life. Going into the unknown and being
unsure of who or what she may meet, always excited her.


‘Do you think this
place has a sweet shop?’ said Eve.


‘Do you think this
place has a gym?’ said Charlie.


‘I really don’t
know,’ replied Tristan anxiously, as he had no idea why they were asking him of
all people. He had never been to the farm. ‘But let’s try to fit in, please? Don’t
argue with anyone, and for my own sanity please keep the sarcasm to a minimum,’
he continued, while specifically pointing at Charlie. 


They walked around
trying to look for their Aunt and Uncle. Charlie saw a few people getting off
the train and greeting their parents with big warm smiles. She longed to be in the
same situation and looked on while a little upset, staring in jealously. The
children slowly continued through the platform at a snail pace.  


They stopped and
stared when a man slowly appeared, it was their Uncle Arthur.  He was
reasonably tall and in his mid-fifties, he had short greying hair and wore what
could only be described as a farmer’s uniform, with big green boots and body
warmer jacket. 


Charlie ran up to
him and gave him a warm hug as it had been a while since they met last, and she
was happy she was finally with real family. Tristan settled for what he
described as a manly handshake. 


‘It’s wonderful to
see you all again,’ said Uncle Arthur in a cheerful manner. Eve stood there
prodding him in the leg. ‘Ah, you must be the butler. Can you get the bags
please?’ he said staring down to Eve, before letting out a big smile as she
knew he was winding her up. He picked her up and gave her a warm greeting. 


‘Thanks for coming
to get us,’ said Tristan. 


‘What are families
for?’ said Uncle Arthur. ‘I’m sorry it’s under these circumstances laddie.’ He
put a hand on his shoulder and gave an understanding look. 


Everyone scrunched
up their faces a few times as it was tricky to make out what their uncle was
saying, they were not used to hearing a thick broad Scottish accent. They knew
Uncle Arthur had lived all over Scotland and had a mixture of accents, which
did not help. After they had translated what he said, they all talked about the
journey up and what they were looking forward to. None of them talked about
what had happened within the last few weeks, something which Uncle Arthur
understood. 


‘Charlie, lead the
way please hen,’ said Uncle Arthur, who insisted the children call him Uncle
Art. Charlie had no idea why he was referring to her as a farmyard animal, but
just accepted this may have been normal where they were and led the way out of
the station. 


They were soon
enough in the car and looking at the countryside as they travelled. Charlie
rested her head against the window and reflected on just how nice her Uncle had
been. He always possessed the qualities of knowing just what to say and how to
act with anyone. 


Charlie was the
middle child at fifteen. She was an athletic girl who had short parted brown
hair down to her earlobes. She loved keeping fit and was extremely competitive.
She was never afraid to speak her mind in any situation, no matter who she was
talking to. A quick-witted response or sarcastic comment were never far away
from her lips, especially towards Tristan. Though she often got enjoyment of
winding him up here and there, she generally looked up to him. 


The car journey
was rather quiet, and in the comfortable silence everyone was already missing
their usual home in London. They were used to shopping centres, hopping on buses
and tubes to get to one end of the city to another. The constant busyness of
city life was something they grew up with. Here however, they knew they were
going to experience something completely different. The only thing that
surrounded them were sheep eating grass in one field, and cows sat watching the
sheep in the other. The children were lucky if they had spotted more people
than they could count on one hand so far. 


A few more miles
along the country road, the children saw a sign saying Entering the village
of Auchindowen. 


‘Almost there, our
farm is just up ahead,’ said Uncle Arthur turning down a farm road. 


They arrived at an
old red brick farm house that had at least a hundred acres behind it, populated
with more cows and sheep. Looking beyond the house the children could see
several fields where the animals grazed, with what looked like miles and miles
of fence separating certain sections. Far behind the house was a magnificent wood
that was thick with overflowing trees. It went on as far as the eye could see. 


Coming out of the nearby
barn were several dozen chickens that seemed to be free to walk around while
they clucked. Charlie was still admiring the view when she felt something
pecking at her leg. She turned round and screamed, ‘ah, get away!’ as a chicken
had wandered up to her. 


‘Oh not to worry
hen, they won’t hurt you. She’s just curious that’s all,’ said Uncle Arthur. Tristan
smiled as he thought perhaps it was only him that saw the irony with the ‘hen’
references from their uncle. 


Tristan quietly
stared at the house and admired the size, as it was huge. More importantly
though, he could see they were in the middle of nowhere. He quietly thought it
might just be the place they needed at that moment; something tranquil and out
of the way, something a little different from their everyday lives. 


‘Just go in the
house and meet Liz, she’ll be delighted to see you,’ said Uncle Arthur to
Charlie and Eve. He signalled for Tristan to stay behind to help him with the
bags. ‘Everything ok so far?’ he asked him with a concerned tone. 


‘So far, yes, so
far,’ he sighed back. 


‘I won’t start any
awkward conversations laddie, don’t worry. We’ll chat when you feel ready,’
said Uncle Arthur. Tristan nodded and smiled back. He was grateful for just
being asked. 


Charlie and Eve went
in the house and found the kitchen and gave their Aunt Liz an even bigger hug
than their Uncle. ‘It’s wonderful to see you again,’ she said as she stopped
her baking. Wearing a green frilly dress and a pink apron tied around her, Aunt
Liz kissed the tops of their heads as she was happy to see them. She seemed to
always wear thick green rimmed glasses around her neck on a gold chain,


‘So, did you have
a nice journey?’ asked Aunt Liz.


‘We got a bit
bored towards the end but the views certainly made up for it, especially when
we arrived here in…I’m sorry how do you pronounce it?’ said Charlie unsure. 


‘Auch-in-dow-en,’
sounded out her Aunt. ‘Ah, I know, there are some wild names up here, some even
I can’t pronounce. You’d be hard pressed to find a Scotsman or lassie that can
pronounce every town up here’. 


They all caught up
quickly and settled in while drinking cups of hot chocolate. Eve started
looking out the only window in the kitchen and was caught by the view of the wood
that lay behind the farm. 


‘Ah, I see you
have met the girls and started at the cakes!’ said Uncle Arthur, clambering in with
the bags.


‘Tristan, my you’re
getting tall aren’t you!’ said Aunt Liz. ‘I hope Art has not been boring you
with his new ways of cleaning the cow’s feet?’ she said.


‘No he hasn’t, I
promise,’ Tristan laughed with a confused look on his face. He rather awkwardly
went to shake Aunt Liz’s hand, but she hugged him and squeezed the breath out
of him before he even could. 


Everyone continued
to get comfy with their jackets flung over the chairs and the suitcases still
on the floor. Uncle Arthur did indeed talk about his new cow cleaning method
with great delight, describing each intricate detail, while Aunt Liz talked
about a burping kitten article that she had read, which made the girls smile. 


After a pile of
cakes had been eaten, Eve was just about to discreetly nab the last one when Charlie
asked an awkward question. 


‘Can I ask you
something?’ she said, as Aunt Liz nodded back. ‘Why did we have come to
Scotland? What I mean is, we had family in England as well.’ She hoped she had
not come across as rude. 


‘Not now Charlie,’
said Tristan through his teeth, nudging her feet under the table.  


‘It’s nae bother she’s
just being curious. I think I would to,’ said Uncle Arthur understanding. 


‘What we all meant
to say was a big thank you to you both for letting us come and stay here,’ said
Tristan. ‘I won’t lie and say we are not a little apprehensive as we are city
dwellers.’ His Aunt and Uncle smiled and understood perfectly. 


‘You’re family
doll, and you’ll never get in the way around here,’ said Aunt Liz. ‘Anything
you need you let us know, I know it’s not what you’re used to but we will do
our best.’


As it was early evening
when they had arrived and time was getting on, they all agreed they could use
an early night to get some rest. 


‘Tristan, you have
a room to yourself opposite the bathroom, and girls, you’re sharing the room
opposite that,’ said Uncle Arthur. The children picked up their things made
their way upstairs, but not before Eve came back in to steal that last cake
from the table.


Charlie and Eve
began unpacking their things in their new room, it did not bother them in the
slightest that they were sharing as they had often done this over the years. Tristan
did the same, although it did not take him too long before making the room the
usual untidy place it was, like from back home.


Charlie later
walked into Tristan’s room and sat on his bed. She was already rolling her eyes
in amazement that a person could be so untidy in such a short space of time,
and have utterly no idea how to fold clothes. 


‘Why did you
interrupt me downstairs?’ she said slightly annoyed. 


‘Think of it from
their perspective,’ suggested Tristan. ‘Uncle Art and Aunt Liz had no real say
in taking us in, and despite what they say, we are going to disrupt to their
usual lives. We’ve only just arrived and I didn’t want one of the first things
we ask was why we had to come here?’


‘No, I suppose you’re
right,’ said Charlie nodding with a sigh. This was as much as she would ever
say when she felt her brother was right. ‘But in all honesty, what do you
think?’ Tristan sat there and looked around the room. 


‘So far so good,’
he said. ‘I’m pretty sure there’s going to be enough on a farm to keep Eve
occupied. Oh no…’ he stopped and groaned with his head in his hands. ‘Eve’s
going to try and catch a chicken, isn’t she? One day I’m genuinely going to go
into her room and be confronted by a chicken she’s tried to hide, wearing a
scarf or something.’


‘And what a pretty
scarf that will be,’ smirked Charlie as she sympathetically patted his back. ‘We’re
definitely going to have to get past the accent here, I’ve already struggled
with a few things Uncle Art was saying.’ Tristan sat their nodding in
agreement. 


‘Perhaps now’s a
good time to talk about something,’ said Tristan, but he stopped himself before
he properly finished. He was going to suggest having a real talk about
everything that had happened with their parents, but, for now, he could not
bring himself to stir everything back up again. It was something they had not
discussed as a family alone. 


‘Talk about what?’
asked Charlie.


‘Nothing, it’s
fine,’ he said laughing it off. ‘Can’t wait to see Eve catch a wee chicken.’


‘You’re already
taking on Uncle Arthur’s mannerisms,’ laughed Charlie. ‘Wee?’


‘Threw that one in
on purpose for you,’ Tristan winked. 


Charlie went back
to her room and everyone continued unpacking. Tristan carried on unknowingly
making his room untidier by the minute, while the girls did the opposite and got
everything in exactly the order they wanted. 


It did not take
long for all three to fall asleep, and there were no longer any nerves on their
first night in a new house. They were exhausted and closed their eyes with
little difficulty. 


The tiredness did
not last overly long with Eve however, as she was awoken by the animal sounds
on the farm during the night. This was something she was not used to within the
city. She therefore went for a midnight walk around the house and ended up
downstairs in what appeared to be Uncle Arthur’s small library. 


Eve was a keen
reader and enjoyed moving her finger along the spines of all the old books that
lay on the shelves. It was definitely a room she thought she would love to
spend time in. As she muttered the titles as she went along, she came across a
tattered book and decided to give it a flick through. The title read A
history of Auchindowen in pictures, and it appeared to show the village and
its community from all the previous generations going back to the 1800’s. Eve
guessed that her Uncle must have enjoyed his local history of the village, as
there were several more books lying next to it. 


It did not look
like it would interest her, but the only reason why she had kept it open a bit
longer, was because of a picture that she found inside that had caught her eye.
There was a very eery looking man lurking in the background of it. The picture
was dated 1884 and showed a family up by the wood, the same wood as behind the
farm it looked like. The man gave Eve the chills because he was somewhat
peculiar looking. He was extremely thin with a gaunt and bony expressionless
face, and he wore torn shabby clothes. Though he was in the background, his
eyes looked fixated at the camera and he appeared as if he was staring at
whoever took it, as if he knew he should not have been there or something. Eve
believed this was like something more out of a ghost story, and the man’s eyes
followed her around not matter what angle she looked at the picture from. 


She did not dwell
on it for too long, and she was never easily spooked, but the image of the man
was not something she could easily get out of her head. 


She eventually
heard the footsteps of Uncle Arthur creaking about and decided she did not want
to disturb him or get caught rummaging through his books on the first night.
She grabbed a handful of the nearest stories and took them back up to her room,
and quietly read while Charlie snored away next to her. She sat there thinking
that a whole new adventure had just begun for her in Scotland.  











Chapter
2


 


An
adventure into the wood


 


 


The children slept in late the next
morning. It was the first real decent sleep they had had in a while. They
eventually got up and sorted the things in the room that they were too tired to
do the night before. On their first day at the farm they were treated to a
filling breakfast with bacon, eggs, sausages, potatoes scones and black
pudding. They ate as much as they could to prepare for a hard day’s work of
chores, as they decided they definitely did not want to come across as lazy or
set a bad impression. They desperately wanted to help around the farm. 


After a long
discussion with their Aunt and Uncle, who at first refused to allow the
children to do any work whatsoever, they eventually gave in and came up with a
list of helpful things they could do, but only if they felt up to it. 


For the rest of
the day the children worked up a sweat. They fed the chickens, helped with the
washing up, tidied away equipment in the barn and helped take care of a few
sick lambs with their Uncle. It was a long day for them all, but not without
enjoyment. When helping out in the fields, Eve and Charlie got distracted by
the tiny lambs who came up to them exploring, nibbling food out of their hands.



The first day
passed relatively quickly and without nerves or being unsettled. While it was
far too early for everyone to be feeling right at home, their Uncle and Aunt continued
to make them feel comfortable. 


As they all sat
down for dinner at the end of the day, Eve and Charlie endlessly talked about how
they uploaded pictures to social media, and that they could not live without
the internet. Uncle Arthur merely compared this to how he could not live
without his favourite shovel and fork, sturdy and reliable, for scrapping the toughest
of muck. The children saw how serious he was which made them chuckle. 


After dessert, Tristan
had some plans of what they should do that night. ‘We were hoping if we could
go out for a while and get to know the area, maybe have a wander in the wood?’ he
asked. Aunt Liz was washing the dishes but turned her head towards Uncle Arthur,
giving a stern tight-lipped look. 


‘Of course you can,’
he said happily. ‘But that look from your Aunt means do not get lost! The wood
is one of the last places you want to be at night if you don’t know the area,
and mobile phones are useless around here.’ He gave one of the first serious
looks he had to the children, but they all agreed. 


Before they knew
it, they were wandering off behind the house in the endless fields around them.
The only thing that stood out was the enormous wood in front of them. It had no
path, which slightly worried Tristan as he knew how easy it would be to get
lost.


‘You know people
can get shot by walking through private farms without permission,’ said Tristan
to his sisters as they walked on. 


‘Our own Aunt and
Uncle own this land, so the odds of us being shot are quite minimal,’ said
Charlie sarcastically. ‘All we are doing is going for a walk and seeing what
wildlife there is.’ 


‘Yeah, you’re
right, what’s the worst that could happen?’ said Tristan.


‘Don’t say that,’
said Charlie. 


‘Say what?’


‘Don’t say what’s
the worst that could happen before entering a dark wood in a place that we
don’t know, it’s asking for disaster,’ said Charlie, as if trying to prove a
point. ‘Anyone who says something like that, has the worst thing that can
possibly happen to them, happen, and then after that, the next worst thing that
can happen to them just for being stupid enough for saying it in the first
place!’


‘You’re right, we
might get picked off one by one by aliens,’ said Tristan laughing. Eve rolled
her eyes at her brother and sister and just carried on walking. She was excited
about exploring what was up ahead. 


The children
crossed over the edge where the wood began, and started walking through the trees.
It was a reasonably dark place, even during the day, as it was thick and
absolutely crammed with trees of all different shapes and sizes. They looked
straight ahead and squinted their eyes as hard as they could, but it must have
gone on forever they thought. 


Tristan got out
his phone and opened up his digital compass. The farm was south, so if they
could not get their bearings later on, as long as they headed south, they would
eventually leave the wood, or such was his plan he thought.


They had walked a
fair distance while chatting away to each other, when they came across a rather
peculiar sight. ‘How on earth did that get there?’ said Charlie scratching her
head. Tristan and Eve turned around as well and looked equally bemused. 


Of all the things
that could have been hiding behind a tree trunk, it was a broken down and rusty
old car. It was possibly the last thing they expected to find in the middle of
a wood. The car had rusted blue paint with endless amount of scratches and
dents on all the doors. It was very old and looked like it had been there for
decades. It sat there with the flat tyres completely sunken into the mud. 


Tristan tried
yanking on each door handle, but the rusty car was locked. ‘Well, whoever left
it they didn’t want anyone taking it,’ he said. 


‘Yes, because the
getaway would clearly be a doddle with all these trees,’ remarked Charlie.


‘Maybe we could just
smash a window?’ suggested Tristan. 


‘You can’t just
smash someone’s window,’ said Eve quietly. ‘Since when would we ever do that
back home?’ Tristan agreed this was not the most responsible way to behave in
front of his sisters. They tried pulling the boot handle as well just in case,
but it was also locked. Tristan even tried putting a piece of thin metal he
found on the floor in the lock, in an attempt to picklock it.


‘Listen, Houdini,’
said Charlie sarcastically. ‘Unless you have been on some recent burglary
course that me and Eve were not aware of, I don’t think that’s going to have
much success. This isn’t the movies.’ 


Tristan stopped
and got up, clearly not impressed. ‘Well it was worth a try,’ he said. 


It was just the
peculiarity of the car being in the middle of a wood that interested the
children. Eve gave a loud sigh and picked up a rock that was on the floor, she
threw it against a nearby tree for fun, when by accident, it bounced off and
went straight into one of the car windows. Astonishingly though, it did not
smash. The children looked at each other slightly stunned as they were all
expecting to hear a crashing sound as the rock broke through the glass, but it
had simply bounced off the car like a piece of rubber. 


‘I threw that as
hard as I could!’ said Eve, though she had not meant to. 


They all looked a
little closer, and upon inspection, with Charlie wetting her finger and rubbing
the glass, there was not a mark on it. ‘Not even a scratch,’ she said.


‘Eve, you’ve
probably thrown an acorn or pinecone against it and not realised,’ said Tristan
quite patronising. He walked over and picked it up. ‘Hmm, definitely a rock,’
he said while Eve stuck her tongue out at him.


‘Well now that
Sherlock over here has confirmed the geology of the item thrown, I’m still just
wondering how that didn’t even make a dent?’ said Charlie. 


Tristan stood for
while in silence before saying to Eve, ‘as your older brother I shouldn’t
really be saying this, but, throw another one.’ She smiled and picked up
another small rock and launched it directly at the window as hard as she could.
It made a large thud and simply bounced off again. Another stone then came
hurtling past right away, this time thrown by Charlie, and another big thud and
bounce was observed. Not even a speck of damage could be seen. 


‘This must be some
sort of bullet proof glass or something, you know, like you get in the movies,’
said Tristan. He was trying to come up with plausible explanations for the
seemingly unbreakable car.


‘Yes, because
here…’


‘Utter another
sarcastic comment and I’ll leave you here to be eaten by the squirrels,’
snapped Tristan as he interrupted Charlie. She smirked back and bit her own
lip, trying not to say anything else. 


‘I suppose we just
better leave it alone,’ said Eve. ‘We can ask Uncle Art about it when we get
back, surely he has got to know something.’


As they were about
to walk away, Eve curiously found something underneath the car that was laying
just behind the wheel. She reached round and held up a very old and very tiny
pair of glasses that were no wider than the size of her palm. The round frames
seemed a little scratched but the lenses were not broken. Eve could not work
out who would possibly wear them as they were so small. They would not even fit
a person younger than herself. She had no idea why, but she put them in her
pocket and carried on. 


‘Talking of going
back, it’s getting pretty dark and I’d rather not get lost in the middle of a wood,
wouldn’t you agree?’ said Tristan cautiously. Everyone decided that darkness
was indeed creeping up on them and it was time to leave. 


Tristan looked at
his phone to check the compass, but his face quickly became quite pale when it
did not turn on. He had completely forgotten to charge his phone. ‘Um, I take
it you didn’t bring your phones with you?’ he said. His sisters looked back and
shook their heads. He knew that no phone meant no compass, and no compass meant
it was incredibly difficult to get back home. There was no path and every tree
looked the same, there was no sense of direction. 


‘It shouldn’t be a
problem, I mean, we just walked in a straight line really didn’t we?’ said
Tristan. He was clearly attempting to muster up some confidence in what he was
saying. ‘We just have to retrace our steps.’ His brave face continued on for
his sisters, though Charlie looked more annoyed at him than worried. 


‘It’s a wood. Almost
every tree and every leaf look the exact same,’ said Charlie, who was not
helping. ‘The only thing that remotely stands out as a landmark is this rotten
old car.’


‘Just follow me
and don’t worry,’ said Tristan. They started walking off in the direction that they
first saw the old car, but it was just as they said, nothing seemed familiar at
all. Nothing stood out that jogged the children’s memories of their journey in
there. 


They walked side
by side for a good while, but still came no closer to finding the edge of the
wood. Dusk had already come and there were only a few glimmers of light
illuminating their way through the dense trees. The sound of random animals, thirsty
mouths, and the thought of being lost in a strange place was now starting to
concern everyone.  With every step the children’s eyes and senses wandered
everywhere, each hoot of an owl and bird squark made them look behind them.
This was not London after all.  


They walked
quicker and quicker, and the light had now almost completely gone so they were
unable to see where they were walking. Tristan luckily remembered to bring with
him a wind-up torch just in case. He gave the handle a few twists and wound it
up enough for it to start working. 


‘Let me get this
right, you carry a wind-up torch but not a real compass?’ smarmed Charlie. 


‘Yip, it’s been in
my coat pocket since Christmas, why?’ said Tristan.


‘Nothing, just
something to think about dear brother,’ said Charlie, though Tristan could not
understand the very good point she was trying to make. 


As they walked on,
something emerged from the darkness and became a rather unnerving sight. The
children initially thought they had finally made it to the edge of the wood,
but instead they came across a very old derelict cottage. It was certainly the
creepiest and spookiest thing they had seen in a long time, especially now that
it was dark and being lit up by a single beam of light from Tristan’s torch. It
stood there looking completely empty with none of the windows remaining, and
many of the stone blocks were missing in the walls. It’s thatched roof only had
a few bunches left, but it still had a door, or what was left of it, hanging
off its hinges. 


‘You know this is
how horror films start,’ whispered Charlie. ‘A group of people new to the area
come across a strange building and find out it’s haunted. Can we please, for
heaven’s sake, not be the stupid people to go into a spooky old cottage in a creepy
old wood? Please? Surely we are not that dumb?’


‘Let’s go inside,’
said Eve happily and without an ounce of fear. 


‘Yip, guess we are
that dumb,’ said Charlie. 


‘We may never find
it again, so I think we should go inside. What’s the worst that can happen?’ said
Eve. She was completely ignoring the fact they were lost and needed to get
home. 


‘That’s what the
stupid people usually say,’ sighed Charlie.


‘Well to be honest
we might as well,’ said Tristan. This caused an alarming look from Charlie.
‘Look I’ll admit it, I think we’re good and lost and it’s almost completely pitch
black. I can’t imagine there are that many landmarks other than a car and a
cottage in this wood, and when Uncle Art realises we haven’t come home, this
will be the first place he will look.’ Charlie just huffed in reply. ‘As much
as I don’t want to wait here, I’d rather be safe where I can see you both,’ Tristan
continued quite insistently. 


‘Let’s look inside
then,’ said Eve excited. ‘We did come out here to explore the wood after all.
You two need to have a bit more adventure in you, let’s go!’ As they walked
nearer, Tristan had to keep hold of the back of Eve’s coat to stop her from
running in. He also saw Charlie scraping a cross with her shoe in the mud. 


‘What are you
doing?’ he asked her. 


‘Oh I’m just
marking out my grave for future reference, so they know where to bury me after
tonight’ she said sarcastically. ‘Here seems a lovely spot.’ Tristan merely
pushed her along while he huffed. 


As the rotten door
slowly swung open with a horrendous creaking sound, Charlie’s eyes rolled
again, thinking this was definitely the start of a missing person’s story that
ends up on the news. Nevertheless, she joined her brother and sister inside.  


The cottage was
ruined inside and out; floorboards were missing and there was damp everywhere
they looked. The only furniture there were the remains of a moth-eaten old
armchair, and a thatch basket with a cushion inside that lay beside it. Both
were covered in hairs, but from what, nobody knew. 


‘Who do you
suppose lived here?’ asked Charlie as she looked around.


‘Not really sure,
but whoever it was they are long gone by now,’ said Tristan, kicking over planks
of wood.


Eve walked towards
one of the window arches, but as she did, she felt a big gust of air brush past
her ear. She quickly froze, but not out of fear, she just wanted to be
completely still to make sure she did not imagine it. There was no breeze in the
cottage so it could not have been that she thought. After a minute of looking
slightly silly, she felt something that resembled a hand try to reach into her
pocket, and then a very quiet whisper in her ear. Eve snapped her head round so
fast as to expect either Tristan or Charlie stood right behind her playing a
trick, but they were on the other side of the cottage. This whisper had
literally breathed into her ear. 


‘Did you hear
that?’ she shouted.


‘Hear what?’
replied Tristan and Charlie.


‘Someone just said
something. I’m not kidding!’ said Eve, who rarely spooked easy. 


‘Yeah, nice one,’
said Tristan not believing her. ‘Look I’m sorry we are lost but I am really not
in the mood for games right now.’ Eve gave a grumpy and unimpressed glancing
look back. 


‘I’m not making
this up, listen!’ she yelled back. Both Tristan and Charlie stood still and
listened out for anything at all, yet nothing was heard other than complete
silence. Tristan shone the torch all around the room and tried to see if
anything moved, but all appeared normal. 


Just as Charlie
was going to speak, she too heard something. A gruffly old voice, that did not
whisper this time, yelled ‘give them back!’ The children looked at each
other momentarily wide eyed. Charlie could see a drop of sweat run from her brother’s
forehead and down on to his eyebrow. 


‘Flee!’ screamed
Tristan as loud as he could, so loud in fact that some birds in a nearby tree deserted
their nest. 


The children
sprinted out the door wondering where the voice could have come from, and who on
earth could have been behind them that they could not see. They had been that
lost in the first place that Tristan led everyone in any direction he could. He
looked over his shoulder as he ran and barked an order to Charlie. 


‘Make sure you
have her hand,’ he yelled, referring to Eve. 


They ran as fast
as they could and began dodging trees and bushes, not stopping for anything.
They slammed their feet in puddles when they had to, crushed snails, scared squirrels,
and broke bark off tree trunks as they ran past. All this with just a small
wind up torch to light the way. The children had never been so scared. They felt
that someone or something was in that room. 


They ran for as
long as their lungs could hold out, blindly going in the direction they hoped
the farm was in. Within a few minutes they had to give up and catch their
breath. 


‘We have got to
stop for a minute or I think I’m going to have a heart attack,’ said Charlie
gasping. 


‘Who on earth was
that back there?’ panted Tristan. 


‘No idea,’ said
Charlie. ‘I mean, I definitely didn’t see anyone else in that cottage or round
the outside. It was only us three, and I’m not blind or mad.’


‘Absolutely it was
just us three,’ agreed Eve. 


‘By the way,’ said
Charlie. ‘Flee? Not run, but flee?’


‘I was reading
last night and some character said flee and it stupidly came out of my mouth,’
Tristan said with embarrassment. He knew he was not going to be allowed to live
that down for a while. 


After catching
their breath they got up and were just about to start running again when something
caught Eve’s attention. ‘What’s that?’ she cried out while pointing. Charlie
and Tristan walked over for a closer look, and lurking just behind a distant
tree from the darkness, stood a man, a very still and very silent man. 


‘Hello,’ shouted
Tristan with his hand around his mouth. ‘Can you help us?’ But nothing
happened. The man made no effort at all to communicate. He started walking
slowly towards the children and did not make a sound, which made them feel
uncomfortable. Although he was quite a distance away, they could see he was a
tall and extremely skinny man. The light from the torch was poor but they could
just about see he had a gaunt face with a pointy nose, bucked teeth, and wore
torn clothes. From this moment, it seemed quite clear to the children that this
was not someone out just walking their dog. 


Eve was startled
even more than anyone else, which was unusually like her, as she thought she
recognised the man. Without explaining, she snatched the torch out of Tristan’s
hand and took a few steps closer to shine it on the man. It took her a few seconds,
but she was sure of it, it was the eery man she saw from the picture in the
library. He had the same look and even the exact same grubby clothes she
thought. He had the same unsettling eyes that were fixed on them, but it had to
be impossible she whispered to herself. 


Before she could
even say a word to Tristan or Charlie, who still stood there trying to shout
hello, the man raised his very bony hand and said only a few words. 


 ‘Get them! Before
they get to the car,’ the man husked.  


Hearing such words
filled the children with terror, as nothing good could come from that sentence
they thought. They started to run again, faster and harder than ever before.
They scratched their faces off the twigs and branches, not caring about the
cuts they were getting. A flurry of thoughts raced through their minds. Who was
that? Why did he say get them, and did that mean there was someone else out
there?


Faster and faster
they ran, drenching their feet in puddles and mud. Perhaps it was nothing and
they misunderstood the whole situation, but they all decided they were not
going to stick around to find out. They ran for at least what seemed like half
a mile straight, behind the dim beam of light from the single torch. They had
to stop to catch their breath again behind a large tree trunk. 


‘Where do we run
now?’ panted Charlie frantically.


‘I’ve no idea, it’ll
be like tossing a coin,’ Tristan whispered back. 


‘So?’


‘Heads?’ said Tristan
as he shrugged. 


Off they continued
running, only really choosing where to go by the gaps and paths through the
trees that they could see. Sweat poured down their foreheads and into their
eyes making them sting. Their ankles were sore from running into ditches, and
thick mud was collecting on their shoes making each step even heavier. 


Tristan accidently
dropped the torch as he ran. On quickly running back to get it, they suddenly heard
something in the distance. It became clearer and Tristan recognised the voice. Eve
and Charlie were panting heavily but could hear it too. 


‘Children! Guys!’
slowly yelled a person in the distance. It grew louder and louder and marked a
direction for the children to run in. 


‘It’s Uncle Art!’ blurted
Eve with a sigh of relief. They all ran into the bushes ahead, forcing a gap
through and hoping there was some sort of clearing on the other side. They
stumbled through and rolled into nothing but open space. They had finally reached
the edge of the wood and into a field, and they could see their Uncle shining a
torch in the distance. 


They jogged over
to Uncle Arthur and the urge to run began slowly fading away as they knew they
were safe. They even started thinking that perhaps they were being a little
silly. They thought maybe being in the wood at night had got to them and made
things worse than they really were?


Charlie merely put
arm across her brother’s shoulder with an annoyed look. ‘Next time we come
across a creepy cottage, in a creepy wood, on a creepy night, in a place we
don’t know, can we please just not go in? As if it wasn’t bloody obvious enough
already,’ she said. Tristan simply smiled and nodded, wiping the sweat out of
his eyes.  


‘Where on earth
have you been?’ said Uncle Arthur, though he did not sound angry. ‘We’d thought
you would be back by now. I know you probably like exploring but you don’t want
to be getting lost in those woods at night.’


‘I can assure you
it won’t be happening again,’ said both Tristan and Charlie while looking
behind them at the wood. 


Eve on the other
hand, stayed quiet as she walked with everyone inside. She was convinced the
man she saw was the same man in the picture, but she kept on thinking to
herself that it must have been impossible. She remembered the picture was from
1884 and that man had not aged a single day, he looked the exact same. He was
so peculiar looking in the picture that she thought she could never get him
mixed up with anyone else. However, because of how strange it sounded, she
decided not to tell anyone about it.


‘There’s a spot of
bedtime supper on the table ready, along with an almost greetin’ wife who you
have scared half to death,’ said Uncle Arthur as he laughed. 


Everyone walked
home and got themselves dry and something to eat. They comfortably sat by the
fire and sipped on some hot chocolate that Aunt Liz had prepared. 


‘Well it’s a good
job you found your way back,’ said Aunt Liz. ‘We wouldn’t be very good
guardians if we lost you on one of your first nights now, would we?’ Everyone
nodded back very apologetically.  


As they slurped away,
they explained how they got lost and then about the strange abandoned old car
and the cottage. They even decided to tell their Aunt and Uncle about the mysterious
voice they heard, and the unknown strange man. 


‘I see you found
the old Bentley then,’ said Uncle Arthur. He did not seem overly concerned
about the man they mentioned. ‘I didn’t expect you to get so far if I’m being
honest. Built in 1933 that was.’ He slouched back into his chair a little more
and pulled out a pipe from his pocket, before chewing on the end of it. He had quit
smoking years ago but still just liked to hold it and chew it. ‘The Bentley has
almost become a landmark around these parts, everyone knows it.’


‘Everyone knows of
the abandoned cottage as well,’ said Aunt Liz. ‘There must be people up in the
wood every night of the week for this, that and the other. I bet some wee
trouble maker was just playing a nasty joke on you, that’s all.’ Tristan and
Charlie looked at each other thinking that it made sense, sort of, though the
experience still scared them right through.


‘I wouldn’t go
back into the woods unless you are with me or Liz,’ said Uncle Arthur ‘Even
after fifty years of walking in there, we still get lost from time to time. You
wouldn’t want to either if you heard the stories about it.’


‘What stories?’
snapped everyone, desperately wanting to know more. 


‘No! You’re not
telling these children those stories on their second night here,’ said Aunt Liz
sternly. The children looked back at their Uncle with almost puppy dog faces
wanting to know more.


‘Ah, come on, if
not from me then they’re bound to be hearing them when they go to school,’ he
said. Charlie tilted her head and became lost in thought for second, as it had
not actually occurred to her that she would need to go back to school at some
point. 


‘Be it on your
head,’ said Aunt Liz shrugging. 


‘Well I won’t go
into much detail tonight,’ said Uncle Arthur. ‘But suffice to say there have
long been strange stories about Auchindowen. The same tales crop up from time
to time.’


‘Like what?’ asked
Charlie curiously. 


‘Like I said, I
won’t go into the long details,’ said Uncle Arthur as he chewed on his pipe.
‘But a dog walker was out there once and spoke with a fellow walker one night.
Thirty years later, he was out having a stroll and came across the very same
man appearing to walk the same dog, and he had not aged a day, nor the dog. Not
even a wrinkle or a grey hair. He never had a spooky bone in his body, but that
was the last time he went into the woods alone I can assure you.’


Eve sat there
completely silent and dead still upon hearing this. She was not exactly scared,
but her Uncle telling the story absolutely confirmed her suspicions once and
for all about the man in the wood; it was the same person. She was the only one
there that was not convinced it was someone playing a prank on them, but she
still decided to keep everything to herself. She was wise enough to know that
if she told her brother and sister, they would simply dismiss it and tell her
to stop making up stories. But Auchindowen suddenly became a much more
interesting place to her.  


‘Well I certainly
won’t be going back in the woods anytime soon now that you’ve told me that,’
said Charlie, interrupting Eve’s thoughts. 


‘Aye well, it’s a
local legend so to speak,’ said Uncle Arthur. He had put away his pipe only to
get out a different one from another pocket and begin chewing on that instead. 


‘I wouldn’t put
too much faith in the story, hen,’ said Aunt Liz as she cleared away the cups.
‘Anyway, up you go and get a good night’s sleep all of you.’ The children were
certainly not going to argue as they were very tired. The hard day’s work along
with all the running in the woods had drained their energy. They quickly said
goodnight and were in their rooms asleep before too long. 


Later that night
it was Tristan’s turn to wake up and not get back to sleep. A bad dream, which
happened a lot in recent weeks, had kept him up. When he got out of bed he
still found it a little unfamiliar, as he half expected to see the glimmer of
street lamps and taxi lights from London. 


He decided to take
a leaf out of Eve’s book and go to the library to fetch something to read. He
walked in, and rather unexpectedly, found Uncle Arthur sitting by the
fireplace, as always, chewing a pipe.  


‘Night owl are we
laddie?’ he said. 


‘Bad dream,’ were
the only words Tristan needed to say as his Uncle understood. He
sympathetically nodded back. 


‘Shall we finally
have that chat?’ said Uncle Arthur. 


‘About Mum and Dad
you mean?’ asked Tristan.


‘If you like,’
nodded Uncle Arthur. Tristan stood there and thought about it, not even making
eye contact with his uncle. With all the social workers and police that had
been involved recently, Tristan had not spoken properly about what happened
with a family member yet. 


‘I suppose, I just
feel…’ but Tristan stopped himself before he spoke any further. He thought a
little longer, bit his lip, and sadly shook his head. A tear had filled in his
eye but he quickly wiped it away. ‘I think I’ll just grab a book if that’s ok?’


Uncle Arthur
nodded and smiled back at him. ‘You’re more than welcome to laddie,’ he said.
He did not need to say anything else on the matter. He was a person who knew
when someone did and did not want to speak, and the last thing he was going to
do was to push Tristan into talking about something too soon. 


Nothing more
needed to be said on the night. It was as if Tristan and his uncle had come to
a silent understanding, that one day they would speak to each other about it.
Tristan therefore grabbed a book and headed for the door. 


‘Just before you
go lad,’ said Uncle Arthur before he left. ‘Would you quickly like to know something
funny about your parents, just for a change?’ Tristan nodded as he was curious.
‘Years ago, your father had a little too much to drink one night and was trying
to change the TV channel with the remote. He was hitting the remote as hard as
he could but it wasn’t working.’ Tristan let out a wry smile as this sounded
just like his dad. ‘He jumped about in a rage and it accidently flew out of his
hands and smashed the TV screen in bits. Your mother came in laughing her head
off. Do you know why?’ Tristan stood and shook his head. ‘It wasn’t even a remote-control
TV, and your father had been drunkenly holding a packet of biscuits instead.’


Tristan stood
there and laughed, just a little, but it was what he needed. His respect for his
uncle seemed to grow each day as he always seemed to know exactly what to say. They
said goodnight and he went to bed with a happy memory. 











Chapter
3


 


The
strangers in the wood


 


 


The next few months were uneventful for
the children, which is exactly as they had hoped. They settled into their new
home and their new village as well as anyone could have hoped for. Though they
all had mobile phones, they were becoming used to not really using them as they
could only get a signal in about three specific places in the whole village.


They quickly
became familiar with many of the locals and would often ride their bikes that
their aunt and uncle had given them to the village shops a few miles away. The
children had long since introduced themselves to the owners of all the shops
and cafes. It was a village where everyone had known everyone for so long that
most were good friends, and they all quickly accepted the children into the
community. Some villagers, however, had their own little fun and purposely spoke
in the broadest Scots slang they could, purely to harmlessly wind up Tristan
who seemed to struggle the most with the accent. He grew ever frustrated with
asking people to repeat themselves. Charlie and Eve became accustomed to the
dialect far more quickly than their brother, and often giggled behind his back.



The children had
not given their trip into the wood much thought since the night they got lost.
Even Eve had not thought about it too much. She had not been able to find the
book she saw again, but she certainly knew what she had seen that night. Tristan
and Charlie agreed that they had not really believed their Uncle’s spooky stories,
but it certainly did make them wonder from time to time.


The children had
also happily settled at their new schools. Eve went to the village primary which
was close enough she could walk there and back every day, although Uncle Arthur
insisted on driving her there. There always appeared time in his busy day to
keep her company. Meanwhile, Tristan and Charlie attended the secondary school
located in a larger town about 15 miles away. Getting there was never an issue
as the bus came and picked them up right outside the farm. 


Eve never had any
issues moving to a new class, with her boundless energy being ever present in
most of her activities. She quickly made friends and often impressed her
teacher. Tristan and Charlie did just as well, and regularly used the long bus
journey to get to know the others in their class. Some of their friends even
jokingly carried on Tristan’s confusion over the local slang, by speaking
completely made up words just to annoy him. He did not know that Charlie was actually
the chief culprit in putting them up to it.  


On a late
Wednesday afternoon, the children were just stepping off the school bus in the
village centre. Eve had been with her brother and sister on a visiting day for
her class. They decided to get off the bus a little earlier as it was a warm afternoon
and walk the rest of the way. 


‘Is it true that
all the new kids get their head flushed down the toilet?’ said Eve. 


‘No,’ said Tristan
and Charlie laughing together.  


‘Is it true that
you have to eat part of a frog in your first science lesson?’ said Eve.


‘No,’ came a groan
this time.  


‘I’ve heard that
there’s a secret cellar where if you’re really misbehaving the teachers are allowed
to take you there and leave you,’ said Eve with all sincerity. 


‘No!’


As they kept
reassuring Eve that all these rumours were not true, they passed one of the
local police officers doing his rounds, Sergeant Dougal. They knew the sergeant
quite well as he was usually walking his beat around the shops, and chit
chatting away with everyone. He was the same age as Uncle Arthur and had a very
old-fashioned moustache, and wore his pristine uniform with pride.  


‘Good afternoon,
did the bus break down today? I must be having another word with that company,’
said Sergeant Dougal, who always showed an interest with everyone he talked to.



‘No its ok, we
just wanted to walk and catch up on Eve’s big visit,’ said Charlie politely. 


‘Ah I see. You’ve
not seen a lost Labrador by any chance have you?’ said the sergeant. ‘Mrs
Sinclair has misplaced her dog again, though it’s a little more serious this
time as she’s pregnant with pups.’


‘No sorry we
haven’t, but we will definitely keep an eye out for her,’ said Tristan. ‘Perhaps
it ran off into the wood as we all know how easy it is to get lost in there.’ The
children knew all too well about that.  


‘It’s already
getting dark though and I wouldn’t want to be looking for a lost dog, adorable
as it may be, in that wood at night,’ said the sergeant.


‘Yes, we have been
in there ourselves,’ said Eve.  


‘Aye, well don’t
you be going back in there by yourselves at any time of the day or night
without someone who knows their way about. Last thing I want to be doing is
completing missing person reports for three children. Do we understand each
other?’ said Sergeant Dougal. He always spoke very firmly to people, but he was
still very fair and likeable. 


‘I don’t think
I’ll be going anywhere near that place again after our uncle told us those stories,’
said Charlie. 


‘Aye, he told you
about the axe wielding ghost that roams the wood, did he?’ said Sergeant
Dougal. Charlie looked at him with her mouth open, but he smiled and winked
back. ‘Just kidding. In all seriousness though, don’t put too much stock into
what the old stories around here say. We just don’t want you falling down some
hole and having to form a search team. You three keep out of trouble.’ Everyone
eagerly nodded back to him. 


Sergeant Dougal
climbed back on his bike while the children waved him goodbye. They always
found his somewhat stern approach at times quite amusing, as they knew he
cared. 


‘Just to make it
absolutely clear that we are not going back into that wood ever again, with or
without someone,’ said Charlie raising her voice. ‘It gives me the boak just
thinking about it.’ Tristan and Eve stopped and looked at Charlie with mystified
faces over the word she just used. ‘Oh my god, it’s finally happened, I’ve
finally started to pick up the Scottish lingo without even knowing. Goodbye
London accent,’ said Charlie huffing. 


‘I’m assuming that
means you’re feeling sick?’ said Tristan while Charlie nodded back.


‘Look!’ yelled Eve
out of nowhere. Tristan and Charlie spun round and tried to look at where Eve
was pointing. 


‘What?’ asked
Tristan, who could not see anything. 


‘Look, don’t you
see right there on the edge of the wood?!’ said Eve frantically. ‘I swear I thought
I saw the lost dog the sergeant was talking about. It’s now gone into the
trees.’ Before Tristan and Charlie could even get out the word ‘no,’ Eve was
running at full pelt across the fields without a care. As small as she was, she
could run very fast, and after a few minutes of hard running and endless
shouting, Tristan did manage to finally catch up to stop her.  


‘What on earth do
you think you’re doing?’ he said gasping.


‘I told you, I swore
I saw the dog walking over there,’ said Eve. 


‘So what?’ panted
Charlie, equally out of breath.


‘Are you not even
a little concerned about the dog and the puppies she’s carrying?’ Tristan and
Charlie could see the genuine look of concern on Eve, who adored dogs. 


‘I don’t care what
you saw, you can’t just run off towards that wood on your own and give me and
Charlie a bloody heart attack, do you understand?’ Eve quickly nodded back
apologetically. ‘Now, where do you think you saw it?’ Eve then pointed between
two large trees.


Tristan and
Charlie walked a little further and to their surprise they could see something
too. They were in no doubt that something was definitely there, however, Tristan
certainly did not want to go anywhere near that wood again, even if he did not
believe in the spooky stories and that their previous incident was a prank.
That being said, he could not bear the upset look on Eve’s face.


‘We need to make
sure she’s ok, what if she gives birth to puppies in the wood?’ said Eve. 


‘Fine, five
minutes then we go home,’ said Tristan begrudgingly. ‘What’s the worst that
could happen?’ he whispered to Charlie as they walked over. 


‘Will you stop
saying that!’ said Charlie. ‘Every bad situation that has ever arisen in the
history of bad situations, starts with someone saying, what’s the worst that
can happen.’ She could not believe they were headed towards the wood again.
 


They walked over
and helped Eve search about like they promised, without actually going past the
trees, but they could not find any dog. They scrunched up their eyes trying to
see into the wood, but they could only see a few feet past the first set of
trees. 


‘Ok your five
minutes are up, let’s go,’ said Tristan, as Eve went into a slight sulk.  


‘Wait!’ yelled
Charlie suddenly. Everyone froze. ‘Can you hear that?’ They all stood as
quietly as they could trying to listen, and after a few seconds, there it was, a
faint but clear sound of a dark barking. 


‘Maybe it needs
our help,’ said Eve. 


‘Um, no, no, I
misheard and it’s probably nothing. Oh, is that cakes I can smell from the
farm?’ said Charlie who realised her mistake, and was now saying anything to
head in the other direction. 


‘It does sound
like it’s in pain,’ said Tristan who turned round and gave Charlie a regretful
look. She knew just as well as he did, that being decent people, they would of
course have to go into the wood to make sure the dog was ok. Off they went past
a few trees, making sure they looked behind them so they could keep the edge of
the wood in line of sight. 


‘Next you will be
saying for us to split up so we can cover more ground,’ said Charlie
sarcastically. Tristan replied with a stern unimpressed face. 


They looked around
for a decent amount of time, in the thick bushes and behind dead old logs,
anywhere where a dog could be stranded, but they found nothing. The children
stood quietly for a while to see if they could hear barking again. It was
silent at first, but then they heard a bark echoing from every direction. 


Everyone kept
searching, but unknowingly they forgot to keep an eye on the edge of the wood. Hearing
the echo had put them off and they were searching in every direction, walking
through the thick bushes, weeds, and endless trees that were all huddled
together. 


‘Hang on, where’s
the edge gone?’ said Charlie being the first to notice. ‘It was right there a
few minutes ago.’ 


‘Don’t worry, it’s
got to be just the other side of those trees over there,’ said Tristan
optimistically. He wandered over but past the trees were just more trees. ‘Hmm,
if not here then just past these bushes.’ Again, Tristan found nothing except
more wood. The three of them started wondering how they had wandered so far yet
had not realised. 


‘How can we be
this stupid?’ said Charlie. ‘Why are we these people?’ Eve never looked scared
once, but was acutely aware of how hard she was concentrating on running into
the same man from the picture. She was the only one who knew that the stories
were in fact more than likely to be true. 


‘Look, the logical
thing is to keep walking until we find something,’ said Tristan. ‘We are bound
to find the edge, or at the very least, the old car or cottage. We know we can
find our way back from there, I think.’


About another half
hour had passed with the children trying to walk in a straight line again. It
was getting dark by now and they could only just see what was in front of them.
Tristan and Charlie were using their mobile phones as torches this time to
light up the way, though they were unable to call anyone. They had walked by
hundreds of trees, but it did not matter how far they had walked, they had not gone
past anything that remotely looked like last time.


Tristan, tired and
worried, sat down on a large rock. ‘Are we lost?’ asked Eve.  


‘Only temporarily,
I wouldn’t worry,’ said Tristan reassuringly. 


‘Do you not think
it’s strange how we never found the dog?’ said Eve making a good point. Charlie
had thought this too, but before Tristan could answer, Charlie spotted
something in the corner of her eye. Something emerged from the bushes only a
few feet away which gave her an almighty fright. She shined the torch from her
phone and immediately saw it was a man, the same man from the time they got
lost before. He stood there with his bony and pointy face and merely grinned. 


Before her breath
could come back, she managed to catch a better glimpse of what he looked like,
which was stranger and ghastlier than last time. She could not believe what she
was seeing though. The man seemed to have a skeletal finger on his hand; it had
no skin or anything, just pure bone. He had a fierce and uncompromising look
about him and started walking with purpose towards Charlie. The only words she
could hear from the man were the same ones as last time, ‘get them!’


Charlie’s breath
finally returned to her, but she did not even have to start running as Tristan
had long since pulled her arm and was almost dragging her along as they all ran.


While they were
running, Charlie tripped over a root that was sticking out of the ground and
fell flat on her face. The man was still terrifyingly pursuing them and was
just about to reach her when he tripped over the same thing. Lying behind her
on his front, he stretched out a hand, which had his skeleton finger next to
normal flesh covered ones, and grabbed hold of her. He managed to drag her
towards him with a possessed look on his face. Charlie was that close she could
see his horrifyingly bent yellow teeth, but she mustered enough strength and
gave him a full wallop straight in the face with her shoe. He groaned in pain
but then screamed, ‘get her! Get her!’ over and over again. Who was he talking
to, she thought?


Tristan had managed
to run back, and though he never considered himself a violent person, he ran
straight over to the man and kicked him to the arm that was holding Charlie,
which made him release his grip but take her shoe in the process. The man
remained on the ground but he was quickly regaining his strength. 


They continued to
run away, hand in hand, but they could not help and look back to see what the
man was doing. They watched him get to his feet, but then he accidently tripped
on something again and landed on his back. The children thought that he had
seriously injured himself as he landed on a snapped off broken branch that was
sticking up right out of the ground. It had impaled him straight through the
stomach. 


‘Look!’ cried Eve.
‘We have to go back and help him.’


‘Are you kidding
me?’ shouted Tristan. ‘It’s my job to keep you both safe and we’re going in the
opposite direction!’


Tristan and
Charlie virtually lifted Eve by the hands as they ran through every puddle, branch,
ditch and bush that was in their way. They all trusted in the belief that no
matter what, they would outrun someone at all costs. It had not escaped their
attention that the man was clearly talking with someone else who they had yet
to see. 


After running for
at least fifteen minutes they had come to a slight opening in the thick wood.
They all crouched behind a tree to desperately catch their breath, and they
peered round to try and get a glimpse of anyone following them. Charlie and
Tristan just instinctively knew someone else was out there. 


‘That’s the same
man from before,’ panted Charlie. 


‘Agreed,’ said
Tristan.  


‘Did you see how
he looked?’ said Charlie. ‘His hand and his finger, it was freaky. How is that
even humanly possible?’


While the children
had been looking to their rear to see what was following them, they had failed
to pay attention to what had crept up in the other direction. They caught an
even bigger surprise, as lurking out of the trees all around them were several
other strangers, at least twelve of them, all looking similar to the injured
man.  


The children saw
that these people did not look entirely normal, at least not how a regular
healthy person would appear. They were all very skinny and gaunt, with pointy
faces. They wore horrible shabby clothes; some had their sleeves missing and
some were only wearing one shoe and no socks. Like the other man, some of the
strangers had a skeletal finger or thumb, one even had two toes that had no
flesh on them as well. Their skin was terribly scarred in places, especially on
their faces and arms. 


For at least a minute,
all the strangers did was stand and stare. The children did not think they
could be frightened any further, but they were wrong. They were horrified to
see the very first man, who had been impaled on the branch, walking up to join the
rest of the group. But the strange thing was that he looked completely
uninjured, he walked and acted as if nothing had happened. The children knew
this was physically impossible as the large branch went straight through his
stomach and out the other side. 


One of the men,
who had greasy black hair tied in a ponytail, pointed a bony finger at the
children and whispered, ‘take them.’ All twelve of the strangers were now
edging closer. 


‘What on earth do
we do now?’ shouted Charlie. Eve was admirably stood there with her fists up
and ready to fight. But Tristan’s only instinct was to run again. He saw an
opening to his right where the men had not covered and dragged both his sisters
by the hand.


They ran hard but their
legs were tired and worn out. They were all still wearing their school bags on
their back and in all the tension it had not occurred to them to take them off.


They could hear some
of the men chasing them intently, gaining more distance every second. Eve eventually
stumbled on a rock as she was exhausted. Tristan and Charlie were trying to
pick her up and carry on, but just as this happened, two of the men had
appeared from the trees to the side.


‘You take the
girls, I’ll deal with the boy,’ mumbled one of them. 


Charlie was on the
floor with Eve and hugged her tight, ‘shut your eyes,’ she whispered in her
ear. Tristan then entered into the second fight of his life in as many minutes.
He had no choice but to run up to the man approaching his sisters and spear him
straight off his feet on to his back. He quickly got up while the man was dazed
and ran to the other one and grabbed hold of him, slamming him into a tree
trunk as hard as he could. He was under no illusion they were there to try and
hurt them all, and he believed he was more than justified to do anything he
could. 


Tristan saw
another one of the strangers walking over to Charlie and Eve, so he ran over and
kicked him straight in the knee which crippled him to the ground. Just as that
happened, another three men emerged from the trees and finally grabbed hold of
both his arms, preventing him from doing anything else. 


More of the
strange men came out of the darkness. Tristan desperately wanted to break free,
but it appeared there was now nothing he could do, and he began screaming and
shouting with every breath. 


Charlie was by no
means a person who could not defend herself. Tristan had often seen her wallop
a boy or two in school for their own good, but she was far too preoccupied with
holding on to Eve to do anything else. Letting go of her was not an option,
even though Eve seemed to want to face the danger head on as always, but Charlie
had her head buried into her chest. She repeatedly whispered, ‘don’t worry,
don’t worry.’


Just as Tristan
thought he was powerless to do anything else, and he waited for whatever came
next, something startled all the strange men. Another person had appeared a few
feet away in front of them all. It was impossible to tell just how many people
were out there as the wood was so dark. But the man wore a long dark cloak
draped over his shoulders, with a hood up that covered his face as he looked
down. The man reached behind his back and appeared to grab something, and it
produced a great streak of roaring red fire which went in a straight line right
through his hands. The fire burned for a few seconds before disappearing, and
as it did, it revealed the man was holding a large carved wooden stick.  


The man stood
there and only said one word at first, ‘disappear.’ He never sounded angry, if
anything quite well spoken, and almost pleaded with the men to listen. The
twelve strangers stood still in their tracks. The one with the ponytail simply nodded
his head and four or five of them started walking towards the cloaked male. He
merely kept standing there clutching his large wooden stick. It was at least
five or six feet long and he held it in the middle with both hands.


‘Please, just
disappear,’ he pleaded again. 


As the strangers
ignored him, he quickly swung his stick through the air and bashed one man
straight in the stomach with the end of it, looking as if he had been winded more
than anyone had ever been winded before.  


‘Don’t even try it,’
the hooded man said. 


The others did not
flinch, and as a result, they tried rushing at him. The hooded man appeared to
be too quick for them and he ducked and dived out of their attacks. He then
just used his weapon to redirect the strangers out his way by hitting them. He
landed blows on their arms and legs to stop them, crunching their knees and
dishing out sore elbows was enough to keep them at bay. 


The stranger with
the ponytail then ran towards the hooded male himself, and on seeing this, he
crouched down and swung his stick as fast as lightening, low and from the side.
It connected with the ponytailed man’s legs and took him straight off his feet
and to the ground. He pressed his stick up against his cheek and held it there,
much to his pain. 


Tristan, who was
still being held, saw flashes of light coming from the end of the stick and it
appeared as if it was burning the ponytailed man’s face. Orange flares were
coming out, but it was not on fire, and the man was inexplicably shouting out
in agony. The hooded man reached out a hand and pulled down his hood to reveal
his face. 


‘I’m beginning to
lose my patience with the lot of you,’ he said, still sounding calm.  ‘Let them
go, now!’ As he spoke, Eve, Charlie and Tristan were all released. ‘Are you
going to disappear? Are you understanding me now?’ The ponytailed man managed
to round up enough energy to nod back, as a stroke of fear was now on his face.
The man released his stick and allowed him to get up. ‘Go back to whoever holds
your purse strings and never let me catch you here again. If you do, you best
hope Hamish isn’t walking about.’


Tristan saw the stranger
get to his feet. He assumed he was the leader of whatever this group of men
were. Tristan got up and saw the mark to the stranger’s cheek, it had caused a
peculiar illuminous scar that seemed to disappeared within a few seconds. But
more importantly to him, they did not know who the other man was. All they knew
was that he had saved them from a horrifying experience and they were grateful.



‘You needn’t
worry, my name is Anghus,’ said the unhooded man with a surprisingly soft and
polite Scottish accent. 
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The children were all still staring at the
man who called himself Anghus, and although they were grateful to him for rescuing
them, they were keeping their distance as they did not know who or what he was,
given what they had just seen.


‘I’m
wholeheartedly sorry about that, a thousand apologies. That was rather
unpleasant to say the least,’ said Anghus. ‘I really do deplore violence but
when people pick on three children, as big as some of you are, someone needs to
intervene. They were clearly not taking a telling and I did ask them politely,
you all witnessed it.’ The children found that despite what happened, Anghus seemed
to be trying to justify his actions to them, not that he needed to of course. 


The man was about
average height and looked to be in his mid-thirties, while he wore thinly
framed metal rimmed glasses that he now took off to clean. He was dressed in
somewhat unusual clothes, or at least, unusual to the children. The long cloak
he wore came to below his knees with a hood attached. He wore black trousers
with old boots as if they were decades old, and there was certainly nothing
modern on him. 


‘Who…who are you?’
stuttered Eve. 


‘Little one, I’ve
just told you,’ he said with a light-hearted smile. ‘My name is Anghus, and I’m,
well, I suppose you could call me a traveller of sorts in this area.’


‘Pleased to meet
you,’ said Eve, while feeling the urge to curtsy the man. 


‘Dear lord he’s
not a king, you don’t have to bow you know,’ said Charlie still holding her
hand tightly.


‘What were those
things?’ asked Tristan more directly. ‘Did you not see what they looked like,
they had bones for fingers and toes!’


‘Well we all have
bones for fingers and toes, I should hope,’ said Anghus. 


‘Yes but they had bare
bones!’ said Charlie emphasising it with more anxiety, but Anghus stopped her
and calmed everyone down. 


‘I’m sorry but
please try to relax, you are completely safe now,’ he said slowly. ‘To answer
your question, I did see that they had bare bones for fingers and toes. I also
know who and what they were. Tambrado was the name of the one with tied back
hair and he’s the leader of that group But more importantly, who are you three?’


‘My name is Tristan,
and these are my sisters Charlie and Eve.’ Everyone smiled and waved back. 


‘Well Tristan, you
certainly did an extraordinarily brave thing back there. To take on one of
those men by yourself, let alone twelve, sheer courage lad,’ said Anghus
clearly impressed. 


‘I couldn’t let
anything happen to them,’ explained Tristan. 


‘I completely
understand,’ said Anghus.


‘Are you, like, a
wizard?’ asked Eve, who was still mesmerised by the streak of fire that
appeared from behind his back earlier.  


‘No little one, there’s
no such things as wizards and witches. Well, not that I know of anyhow,’ said
Anghus. 


‘I’d usually be
laughing at her but she does have a point,’ said Charlie. ‘What we have just
seen in the last few minutes totally suspends what we thought was even
possible. I know we are still new to this area, but bloody hell, that wasn’t
right, was it? They can’t be human?’


‘Of course they’re
human!’ said Anghus seriously. 


‘Mr Anghus,’ said
Eve as she curtsied again, ‘I’m sorry but we saw one of those men stabbed by a
stick right through his stomach, but a few minutes later he walked right by us
with a smile on his face.’


‘Not to mention
the bones for toes, the gangly look of those men, and the sheer fact that for
some reason they were hanging around a quiet wood appearing to be waiting to
kidnap us,’ said Tristan, who gradually became angry towards the end. ‘Now you
clearly know something!’


‘I respect that
you want to protect your family, laddie,’ said Anghus. He gently unclenched
Tristan’s fists for him as he did not even know they were still closed from
earlier. ‘You’re right, and you’re a far wiser man than me tonight. I do know
something about what has gone on here, but not everything, which worries me. You’re
even more correct by thinking they were not normal men, they were not. It is
interesting that their kind were waiting for you here, and even more puzzling
of what they wanted with you.’


‘Their kind?’
queried Charlie. ‘You just said they were human.’


‘Rather than stand
around getting cold let’s go someplace warm where you can rest for a while,’
said Anghus, ignoring Charlie’s comment for the moment. ‘I would be deeply
concerned if your parents never taught you to not go wandering off with
strangers, but I hope you may think this is slightly different. Perhaps I can
take you to someone who might know a little more than me. Please don’t worry,
I’ll make sure you go home to your aunt and uncle quite safe.’ 


Tristan and
Charlie looked at each other in confusion on how on earth he knew who they
lived with.  


‘I knew it,
wizards!’ said Eve. 


They all agreed
they could use a proper sit down, and they felt safer with Anghus even though
he was a complete stranger, a very strange stranger to say the least. They had
no real reason not to trust him, after all, he risked his own safety to help
them. 


Anghus was still
holding the wooden stick in his hand, and Tristan noted its uniqueness. As an
avid fan of martial arts movies, he recognised that it looked like a kendo
stick. The children then saw something even more mysterious as Anghus raised
his hand up with the kendo stick, and placed it behind his back and into a
small gap in his cloak. As he let go, the stick completely disappeared and
vanished into thin air. The children thought this must have been their eyes
playing tricks on them in the dark, but soon enough, they were convinced the
stick just seemed to disintegrate. 


Anghus walked
towards where he first appeared, and lying behind a tree was an old-fashioned
lantern, the type that was lit inside a glass cage and carried with a metal
handle. After lighting it, he and the children walked in relative silence past
the usual never-ending trees and bushes. The children did wonder how anyone
could know where they were going in the wood though, even if you were raised in
the area. 


After a short
journey they were finally at a familiar sight, but not the one they were
expecting. Charlie had a slight lump in her throat as they were now all back at
the abandoned cottage. She was particularly apprehensive due to the mysterious
voices they had heard previously. 


‘I’ll just remark
my grave in the mud right now then,’ said Charlie, as she sarcastically drew
another cross with her foot. ‘Oh here’s a good spot for you as well Tristan.’
Anghus could not help showing a little smirk. 


The children
quickly realised that something was different this time around though, to their
amazement the cabin looked like it had almost come alive. There were no longer
holes in the walls, the window frames had glass in them, and the door was not
rotten but neatly on its hinges this time. The cottage had light coming through
from underneath the door as if someone was now living there, which was
certainly not the case a while back. 


‘You do know this
is abandoned?’ said Charlie. ‘Have you made some sort of camp in here?’ 


‘Not exactly, no,’
said Anghus. He opened the door and it took the children by surprise. This was
surely a different building they all thought. The floorboards looked like they
had just been swept, and there were lit lanterns on the window ledges which
made the room feel warm. The moth-eaten old chair was no longer moth eaten,
rather just comfortably worn in. More astonishingly, the cottage was more than
just a room now as it had several doors leading to different rooms. It was
physically impossible to have so much room inside, as before, it looked so
small. It was as if the structure had changed. 


After they admired
the view the children saw a person in the corner of the room holding a book and
puffing away on a pipe. When she emerged from a cloud of smoke the children
could see it was an old lady. The woman was not terribly old but looked about sixty
and was dressed in a long grey gown with several big scarves draped over her. 


‘Ah Angus, I see
you’re now bringing strangers back to my humble abode,’ said the lady. ‘I would
ask why but I’m sure you’re about to tell me.’ The lady turned to the children
and ushered them in. ‘Well come on, come on, if you’re going to be staying a
wee while close the door and keep the heat in.’


The children walked
in and saw a great roaring fireplace in the same area where a pile of rubble
was when they first came to the cottage. They were looking all around the place
thinking how this was even possible; it was a real wreck of a place a few
months ago. 


‘And so who are
these young ones you have brought into my castle without asking permission, or
even giving an apology,’ said the lady looking at Anghus. She spoke with an air
of confidence and assured ability, but she never seemed rude at all. 


‘This is Tristan,
Charlie and Eve,’ said Anghus pointing one by one. None of them could utter a
single word at first, still amazed at the impossible transformation of the
cottage. 


‘Have you brought
me mutes? I assume they still educate children in today’s modern society?’ said
the lady. 


‘Is he a wizard?’
asked Eve to the lady, pointing at Anghus. 


‘Will you stop
asking about wizards!’ whispered Charlie. 


‘I believe he
likes to think of himself as one from time to time,’ said the lady, as she
crouched down on one knee and winked at Eve. ‘But between you and me, he’s
actually not too bad in small doses. But no, he’s not a wizard, and before you
even ask, no I’m not a witch, as I sense that was your next question.’ Eve
stood there happy but not convinced. 


‘We were in this
very cottage a few months back and it was a dump,’ said Tristan. ‘It looked
like no one had lived here for a hundred years as it was literally falling
apart. Are we in the same place?’


‘Well I’ve just
made a fresh pot of tea and some hot chocolate. I always make two you see,
you’re allowed to be greedy when you get to my age,’ said the lady, ignoring
his question. ‘Why don’t you get warm by the fire and have something to drink
first. Please though, my name is Argatha.’ Tristan was hardly in the mood to argue,
as he and his sisters were wet through due to crawling on the ground. 


They settled and chatted
away with their new company. They told Argatha who they were and that they had
only been in Auchindowen for a few months. As they tucked into toast and a
bacon roll each, they thought it was a little strange she was living in a
cottage by herself at her age. She was a reasonably tall woman, slim, and had
long grey hair that was platted into a ponytail and swept to one side. She
spoke with a rather mixed Scottish accent that the children could not place, it
had parts of other accents and twangs of all sorts. 


‘As enjoyable as
it has been catching up, we must talk about why I have brought them here,’ said
Anghus. Argatha looked on with interest. ‘Kreeths attacked them.’


‘Kreeths?’ blurted
Argatha, almost spitting out a slice of toast.  


‘From what I can
gather they appeared to lay a trap and draw them in. Tambrado and his group
were responsible,’ said Anghus. 


‘Kreeths, here? In
Auchindowen wood and out in the open? Why on earth were they here?’ said
Argatha still surprised. The children sat there with puzzled looks on their
faces, not having a clue what they were talking about. What were kreeths they
began muttering to themselves?


‘I don’t know,’
said Anghus. ‘But I do know that they were very serious about their intentions
to take these three, and if it wasn’t for their quick actions and sheer bravery
they may have succeeded. I only stumbled across the kreeth tracks by accident
and decided to follow them as I thought it was unusual.’ Tristan sat there
thinking that whatever it was they were talking about; he and his sisters had
been in real danger tonight.  


Argatha began
pacing slowly up and down with her arms folded and a pipe still stuck in her
mouth. She looked deep in thought. ‘Kreeths? Kreeths wondering in the open,
topside?’ she was whispering to herself.


‘Yes, and Anghus
here truly taught them a lesson,’ said Eve excited. Argatha stared at her with
a surprised look. 


‘This man here?’ she
pointed to Anghus astonished. ‘Well I never, Anghus actually getting aggressive
with someone. I’ll wager you haven’t used that stick in over 20 years.’ Anghus
had nothing to say other than a shrug of his shoulders.


‘Look, I’m sorry
to be rude and I am grateful for everything you have done, especially for the
tea by the way, excellent stuff, but we need some answers,’ said Charlie, doing
her best not to be too rude. ‘Do you really want me to list the things that
don’t add up before you decide to tell us what’s going on?’ Argatha and Anghus
simply stared at each other.  


‘Right ok, in no
particular order,’ continued Charlie. ‘We just saw a dozen or so random men try
to kidnap us for no reason whatsoever. Some of them had bare bones for fingers
and toes. Your mate Anghus here has a fire breathing stick and not to mention
that it completely vanished into thin air behind his back.’ Anghus and Argatha kept
staring back with blank faces. ‘Clearly that’s not enough then,’ continued
Charlie. ‘One of those men was impaled by a huge branch and got back up without
a care in the world. This cottage was abandoned a few months ago but now it’s
like a guest house, you’re talking about things called kreeths and you
certainly know who they are. Oh, and Anghus seems to know that we live with our
aunt and uncle. Did I miss anything out?’


‘Someone lost a
dog,’ added Eve. 


‘Oh yes, and someone
lost a… oh shush,’ said Charlie finally getting annoyed. 


‘A lot of spirit
in this one Anghus,’ said Argatha pointing.


Tristan sat there
and thought his sister could have put it slightly more tactfully. ‘Though she
might be going about it the wrong way, my sister is right,’ he said. ‘You can’t
expect us to go back home after seeing all this and not tell us what’s going
on.’


Anghus and Argatha
continued to look at each other and appeared to both be thinking the same
thing. They whispered amongst each other for a few minutes. Argatha puffed on
her pipe and was becoming quite animated with her arms as if trying to win an
argument, before eventually calming down. 


She finally
stopped and sat down beside them all. She looked rather serious and said, ‘very
well Master Tristan,’ as she put her pipe away. ‘I think you’re right. I’m not
sure I can hide things from you as what has happened tonight has been very bizarre
indeed. You know my name, you know where I live and that I have excellent tea,
but what you don’t know is that I am a little over 4000 years old.’ Tristan,
Charlie and Eve did not speak and just stared straight back at her, eyes wide
open and mouths gaping. The silence only stopped when Eve began coughing. 


‘And the punchline
is?’ said Tristan, genuinely expecting one. 


‘What do you mean
you’re over 4000 years old?’ said Charlie. 


‘Well I’m not sure
how that sentence could possibly confuse you,’ said Argatha. ‘I used to know
exactly, but I can never remember if it’s 4081 or 4082. You tend to lose a year
here and there.’


‘Must be a sod
getting those candles on a cake eh?’ remarked Charlie as she laughed, clearly
not believing her. 


‘Anghus and I are
what you call immortals,’ said Argatha. 


‘Immortals!?’ gasped
Eve. 


‘Yes, immortals,
or immies if you like, as we affectionately refer to each other,’ said Argatha.
‘We have been around for a very long time as you can imagine. We clearly don’t
publicise our existence, as traditionally it has not worked out for the best.
So now it’s a guarded secret.’


‘Is this some sort
of joke because you think we are children?’ said Charlie. 


‘My dear, you are
children,’ said Argatha, trying to snap out some of the attitude from Charlie.
‘Even a hundred-year-old man is a child compared to me, but no, it’s no joke.
How else do you explain what has happened tonight?’ Argatha continued with the
best explanation she could. ‘Shall we create a list, as you said? Those men had
bare bones for fingers and toes because they are immortals too. Over the years
they have been in too many fights and they have caused injuries. That man who
was impaled got up and smiled because he cannot easily die. And why can’t he die,
because he’s immortal. Finally, Anghus’ stick lit on fire and then vanished
because, well, there are things you may not understand about our culture just
yet.’ Charlie gave an apologetic look back, not liking when the tone was
against her.


‘Your culture? You
mean there are more of you?’ asked Tristan. 


‘Of course, a
whole civilisation Master Tristan,’ said Argatha. 


‘Who were those
men then and why did you call them kreeths?’ asked Eve. 


‘Kreeth is a term
for people for hire, mercenaries, driven so by greed, money and addiction. As
for why they planned an attack on you, I don’t know, which is why I assume
Anghus has brought you here,’ said Argatha. 


‘Kreeths rarely
step out of our own society, and when they do, it is usually the more decent
looking of them who can easily blend in,’ said Anghus explaining a little. ‘To
have so many exposed in Auchindowen woods, albeit at night, is very concerning
indeed.’


‘Are you telling
me there is a whole society of immortals living amongst us as we speak?’ asked
Tristan. 


‘Well some do, but
most live in other places far away from glummies, but that’s something I won’t
go into right now.’


‘Glummies?’ said
Eve very confused. 


‘Basically anyone
who isn’t an immortal,’ said Anghus. ‘That’s what we call them, call you, I
mean.’


Argatha poured
everyone another tea or hot chocolate and this time Anghus joined them at the
table. For what seemed like hours she told them things about her life and how
other immies hide away from society. Charlie was trying to disprove her at
every turn, but she couldn’t. Everything Argatha was saying certainly made
sense, considering what they experienced. They could not discount what they had
seen with their own eyes. 


‘So you still
expect us to believe that you’re an 4000-year-old immortal? How often does one
hear that?’ asked Charlie. 


‘I believe you,’
said Eve. ‘It finally makes sense about that man in the picture.’ Everyone
stopped and stared at her a little muddled. ‘I saw an old picture in Uncle
Art’s Library,’ continued Eve. ‘It was the same man we met on the first night
in the woods and he had not aged a day. I was convinced that I was going mad at
first, but now it all makes sense as there’s no other explanation.’


‘We do our best to
not be in any photographs, but it’s not always easy,’ said Argatha.


‘Why on earth
didn’t you tell us?’ said Tristan. Though he stopped himself and looked at
Eve’s face as he already knew why. ‘Because we wouldn’t have believed you, would
we?’ he said answering his own question. 


‘I understand it
might be hard to take in,’ said Argatha. Charlie looked at her thinking that
was an understatement at best. ‘But we don’t just sit down random glummies and
tell them about our world. There are strict immie laws that prevent us from
doing what we are doing right now. But something isn’t right here.’


As hard as it was
to digest, the more Argatha spoke the more they believed her. The children soon
observed that Argatha had a uniqueness about her. She never seemed to have any problem
speaking to people in any manner that she wished, but it was always done carefully,
and she knew her audience well. They were also becoming more aware of her
rather strange dialect, sometimes broad thick Scottish accents like their aunt
and uncle, then they swore they could detect their own cockney twang there too,
 


‘That still
doesn’t explain how this place was a ruin a short time ago,’ said Eve
curiously. 


‘Ah, that may be a
little harder to explain,’ said Argatha. ‘My dear, this cottage looked the
exact same a few months ago as it does now, nothing has changed. You were just
unable to see it with your glummie eyes that’s all. In fact, I watched all
three of you walk in my front door and I sat in that very seat looking at you
while sipping my tea.’


The children
looked at each other completely puzzled, and not for the first time that night.
‘I don’t understand,’ said Eve. ‘You were definitely not here.’


‘Some immortals have
a unique ability or a skill as you may call it,’ said Argatha. ‘We call it a trix.’


‘What sort of ability?’
asked Tristan. 


‘For those of us that
have a trix, each is different,’ said Argatha, as the children listened on. ‘But
for me, from time to time, I’m able to convince people to perceive things
differently than what they actually are.’


‘You can
manipulate people?’ said Charlie. 


‘In a manner of
speaking, yes,’ continued Argatha. ‘Please have no illusions that I can completely
control people’s minds forever, I can’t, but I can temporarily deceive people and
influence what they see and hear quite well. I can plant images and illusions
in their mind, make them see things that aren’t there, or think different
thoughts if I wanted to. For example, I was able to make you think that this
cottage looked like an empty ruin.’


‘Wow, that must be
pretty handy having a magical power like that,’ said Charlie amazed. 


‘It’s not magic,’
said Argatha, as Charlie looked on not believing her. ‘How would you
manipulate someone or get them to do something they wouldn’t usually do?’
Charlie thought on it a few seconds before guessing.


‘I don’t know,
hypnosis maybe,’ said Charlie. 


‘Exactly the same
principle here,’ said Argatha. ‘Some people can hypnotise others very, very
quickly and make them see things that aren’t there. This is all based on
science and skill, not magic.’


‘I’ve seen street
magicians do that sort of thing,’ said Tristan. 


‘Imagine being
able to hypnotise people for 4000 years, do you not think someone may have evolved
that skill, tweaked it, and perfected it until having it down as lightning fast
as possible?’ explained Argatha. ‘This could be the basis of where such a trix
comes from. Everyone nodded along as they began to understand. 


‘But when we came
here on that night, we heard voices. We definitely heard someone talking. Was
that you?’ asked Tristan. 


‘Unfortunately,
that was someone else,’ sighed Argatha. ‘Despite my best efforts you still
managed to hear someone inside, which is curious, very curious indeed I have to
admit. It has certainly never happened before.’ 


‘Are you all still
human though?’ asked Tristan. 


‘Master Tristan,
you don’t strike me as lad who asks rude questions,’ said Argatha a little
stunned. Tristan now felt slightly embarrassed, though he did not think it an
overly rude question. ‘Of course I’m human, so is Anghus and every other
immortal, and as much as it pains me to say it, so are those kreeths who
attacked you tonight. I still have a heart and lungs, although my appendix was
taken out in 1806, but that’s a different story.’


‘I’m sorry I meant
no offence,’ said Tristan. Argatha gave him an accepting smile back. 


The children
continued to sit there and sip their tea and hot chocolate, trying to come to
terms with what they had just learned. It was not every day that the world as
they knew it was turned upside down. Argatha had begun pacing up and down again
while relighting her pipe and whispering to Anghus, who was nodding at
everything she said. 


‘We must be
careful from here,’ said Argatha out loud. ‘This hasn’t been a wasted meeting,
and Anghus was right to bring you here. I do not yet know the full reason why
those men were waiting for you here tonight. I will consult with some people
that I trust to see if I can get to the bottom of this.’


‘So this isn’t
normal?’ asked Eve. 


‘Far from it,
little one,’ said Anghus. ‘This never happens and it is illegal to attack
glummies in our society. Doing so risks revealing us. There must be a reason
for it.’


‘Are we safe?’
asked Charlie. 


‘We must take
precautions,’ said Argatha, giving a rather vague answer. ‘You must not take
lightly what we have discussed here tonight. There is a proper procedure that has
to be adhered to when immies divulge our presence to glummies. The fact you
were attacked tonight, I take the responsibility in divulging this information
to you.’  


‘But are you sure
we are safe?’ said Tristan. It was clear he wanted a more concrete answer. ‘I
can’t have anything happening to my sisters.’ Argatha could see this was the
only thought that occupied Tristan’s mind and he was not going to let it go. 


‘You realise I’m
only a year younger than you?’ said Charlie feeling patronised.


‘My advice, Master
Tristan, is to never wander these woods again on your own, day or night. If we
are clear on this then you should be safe,’ said Argatha. ‘Anghus will see you
to the edge of the wood tonight.’


‘I’m hoping this
has been a one-off incident and the kreeths had got their wires crossed,’ said
Anghus offering his opinion. 


They all duly
agreed to keep this a complete secret, not that they thought anyone would ever
believe them, and to never go near the wood again unless instructed. They
reached for their coats as they did not want to worry their aunt and uncle any
more than they needed to. On saying goodbye, they noticed something had been
hiding behind one of tables in the corner. A sleeping dog had woken up and
wandered over to them, it was a white bulldog with slashes of black on its
side. 


Eve kneeled down
and began stroking his head, using every babyish word she could think of while
talking to it. ‘Aww such a cute dog, yes you are, give me your paw!’ she said. 


The dog did
something Eve definitely did not expect. It stayed sat on it’s on backside and
tilted his head, and when she thought it was about to bark, it instead blurted
out, ‘Err no thank you I don’t go in for shaking hands if it’s all the same.’
To the children’s sheer shock the dog actually spoke, and in a very posh voice
of all things. 


Eve could not
think of what to do in the moment other than say, ‘Oh, I’m sorry, um please
forgive me.’ The children were utterly speechless and stared on in amazement,
hoping he would speak more so it was not a trick. The dog, who seemed quite
content with himself, slowly walked off and got settled in his basket next to
Argatha. 


‘He sounds very
posh’ said Eve smiling. 


‘That’s what you
took from that?’ said Charlie astounded. ‘If he spoke in a more common voice would
that then be normal?’ Charlie shook her head at her sister. ‘You have a talking
a dog?’ she said to Argatha.


‘You don’t?’ said
Argatha bluntly.


‘Um no, we were
still under the general impression animals couldn’t talk. Well, at least to
humans anyhow,’ said Charlie. 


Argatha walked up
to Charlie and held her hand. ‘You know, sarcasm doesn’t suit you my dear,’ she
said. ‘Use your wits for something more useful.’ Charlie just stared back,
thinking what that meant. 


Tristan walked
over to the dog and at first did not know how to address him. ‘Well that’s
quite impressive, can you count to ten?’ he said. 


‘For heaven’s sake
I can count past ten digits long young man, as well as answer algebraic
questions in Latin I’ll have you know,’ said the dog quite rudely. 


‘I’m so sorry, I
didn’t know,’ stuttered Tristan. 


‘You humans are
all the same, believing us animals can’t be smart. I have the equivalent
education of a PhD in English Literature and one in mathematics. I also read
classics,’ said the dog. 


The children did
not know what to say next in case of offending him again. They all stared up at
Anghus and Argatha hoping for an explanation. 


‘Yes, most
unfortunately, this is Albert my dog,’ said Argatha depressingly. 


‘I am your
acquaintance and not your pet dog,’ said Albert. ‘You don’t call Anghus your
human, do you?’


‘There’s no magic
in the world but you have a dog that talks and seems to be quite intelligent,’
said Tristan putting across a rather good point. 


‘Sometimes there’s
no teaching logic,’ said Argatha with a sigh. ‘Albert is an immortal. If there
are human immies, it stands to reason there are animal immies, although not
many I’m afraid. Albert is over 800 years old, and somewhat regrettably, in
that time he has evolved and learned to speak.’


‘Yes, isn’t it marvellous
the intellect of animals,’ said Albert grumpily, getting himself ready to go
back to sleep. 


‘You can see sometimes
I wish it wasn’t the case. Time has not exactly improved his manners by any
stretch,’ said Argatha. 


‘The issue is
getting him to shut up half the time,’ said Anghus. He stared at Albert who
snarled back at him. ‘Growl at me again and I’ll strap a stick to you and use
you as a mop,’ he continued, as it was clear they were not best of friends. 


Albert got out of
his bed and walked over to Eve. He gently sniffed her trouser pocket and tilted
his head. ‘I believe you may have something of mine in your pocket,’ he said. Eve
put her hand in her pocket and pulled out a pair of glasses. It was the pair she
found by the broken car from their first night in the woods. It began to make
sense now as they were so tiny, but who ever heard of a dog wearing glasses she
thought?


‘Are these yours?’
said Eve.


‘Yes. I’ve not
been able to read Shakespeare as well these past few months,’ said Albert. 


‘You can read?’
said Eve surprised. 


‘Can’t you? Oh
dear, glummies really are becoming more uneducated as the generations pass,’
said Albert with a sigh. 


‘Of course I can
read, I’m sorry I’ve just never met a dog, or any animal for that fact, who can
read, let alone read Shakespeare,’ said Eve. ‘It was you who we heard that
night wasn’t it? You were asking for them back?’


‘Yes, my
apologies, I lost control there and almost gave the game away,’ said Albert.
‘But I suppose, um, thanks may be in order, given the situation.’ It was quite
clear Albert was not used to saying thank you to anyone at all. Nevertheless, he
hesitantly reached out a paw and gently placed it on Eve’s foot, taping it whilst
looking away of course.  


‘Think you made a
friend there,’ said Argatha smiling. 


As much as the
children wanted to stay and ask a million questions, especially about Albert of
all people, they understood that time was pressing on. Argatha gently repeated
the safety advice to the children and made sure they did not leave anything behind.



They finally headed
out the door with Anghus. He had remained rather quiet in the cottage and
struck the children as a somewhat reserved and calm person, a man of few words
and spoke only when he needed to. As he left, he quickly said something to
Argatha, ‘Sìth agus Alba.’ She raised her hand and repeated the same thing back
to him. The children looked a little muddled as they had not a clue what it
meant. 


Before Tristan could
close the door, Argatha quickly grabbed him by the arm and said, ‘I don’t
expect us to meet again,’ said Argatha quite seriously.  ‘But just know that some
of us live amongst you in plain sight, though not many. If you ever come across
anyone who doesn’t feel right, it’s because your instincts are telling you
something. Keep your eyes open.’ Tristan carefully nodded back, which is all he
needed to say. 


They all left the
cottage with a completely different feeling as to when they arrived. It was the
strangest few hours of the children’s lives and certainly something that they
would never forget, even if they did not meet Anghus and Argatha again.  


As they walked
through the woods with Anghus, they found themselves chatting about everything
they had been told. Charlie and Eve especially wanted to know everything they
could. 


‘Why do you call
us glummies? Is it meant as an insult or something?’ asked Eve. 


‘No, little one,’ he
laughed. ‘We always think of you people as being so gloomy. You’re always
moaning and never content with what you have and wanting more. Someone a long
time ago came up with the nickname and I guess it stuck ever since.’ The
children found this amusing rather than insulting, believing it was quite
fitting to a few people they knew. 


‘And what about
you Anghus, do you have a trix?’ asked Charlie. 


‘Perhaps,’ he said
vaguely. The children waited for an explanation but Anghus just kept walking in
silence. It was quite impressive how he knew his way about in such poor light,
with only his lantern leading the way. 


‘Um, would you
like to tell us?’ asked Charlie. 


‘Ah, I always wish
people didn’t ask,’ said Anghus. ‘It seems to make people feel uncomfortable.
But if you must know, I can often tell what people are thinking.’


‘You can read
minds?’ said Tristan, hugely impressed and shocked. 


‘Definitely not,
no,’ said Anghus. ‘I just mean that I can read people, I might be able to tell
what they are thinking here or there, vague topics but nothing specific at all.
Only basic things, it’s not as if I could steal anyone’s deepest darkest
secret. I can tell if people are lying or telling the truth and when things
aren’t quite right, that sort of thing.’


‘Charlie, your
thoughts about that tall handsome boy in your class, they’re safe,’ said
Tristan smiling. Charlie screwed up her face back at him. 


‘You remember what
Argatha said about it just being science, rather than anything supernatural?’
said Anghus. Everyone remembered and nodded back. ‘Well it’s the same thing.
I’m sure you’ve heard of individuals who can ‘cold read’ people?’


‘What’s that?’
asked Eve.  


‘Street magicians
do it a lot,’ said Anghus. ‘The way you move, the things you mime under your
breath, the way you look at objects or your body language when being asked
questions, how you tilt your head, or don’t tilt it. All these give off little
pieces of information about what someone is thinking. But over the past few
hundred years I’ve obviously learned this far better and can do it in a flash. That’s
kind of where it derives from.’ 


‘Is that how you
knew the names of Uncle Art and Aunt Liz?’ asked Eve. 


‘No, your Uncle
and Aunt are well known in the village and news spread that they had family
staying. It wasn’t difficult to work out,’ said Anghus with a smile. ‘I can’t
trix people like Argatha, she is a very powerful immie when she wants to be,
though she never shows it.’


‘What about that
wooden stick that we saw. It burst into flames then vanished at the end,’ said
Eve. 


‘My word you children
are full of questions, but I suppose that’s understandable,’ said Anghus. ‘I
won’t go into it now but I promise if we ever meet again, I’ll explain.’


They finally
reached the edge of the wood and in the distance they could see the farmhouse
and the lights shining. They said their goodbyes, although they were not sure
if they would ever meet Anghus again, or Argatha for that matter. 


‘Remember what
Argatha told you, keep safe and I’m sure you will be fine. Farewell now,’ he said.
He gave a final wave and put his hood back up and walked away into the
darkness. The light from his lantern soon faded and he was out of sight. 


The children
slowly made their way across the fields and back towards the farm, while all
the time thinking what excuse they could possibly offer to Uncle Arthur and
Aunt Liz about what had happened. They did all agree that no one would tell
them the truth though. They were still not sure if they even believed what was
said to them, let alone what others may think. The decision was made not to tell
anyone. More importantly, they wanted to keep their promise to Argatha. 


On walking into
the house with now dry but muddy clothes, the children were met by their aunt
and uncle standing in the hallway. With them was Sergeant Dougal with his notepad
and pen out, with the sternest looking face they had ever seen. His moustache
was pushed right up into his nose almost as he curled his lip. Aunt Liz was the
first to rush over to them to give a big and painful hug. 


‘Where have you
been, we have been worried sick? We even had to call the police,’ she said
frantically. 


Tristan partially
told some truths and explained they wanted to see if they could help find the
lost dog in the woods. Aunt Liz and Uncle Arthur were not as mad as he expected
and just seemed relieved that they were all safe. 


Sergeant Dougal
stood there largely unimpressed still, with his moustache now lowering back
down his face. ‘Didn’t I say I would hate to have to fill out a missing person
form for you three?’ he said. ‘I very nearly had to test my limited keyboard
skills on my dreadful computer back at the office. I don’t like paperwork, are
we clear on that?’ The children nodded back apologetically. ‘But I suppose, all
is well that ends well. You three keep out of trouble and don’t make your
family worry so much.’ 


The sergeant left
and the children sat down at the dinner table where the earlier food had been
reheated, which did not really matter as Aunt Liz’s cooking still smelled and
tasted fantastic. She and Uncle Arthur did not even seem angry with the
children. They did, however, re-repeat the stern advice they had told them
previously about walking the woods, this time even more seriously than last.


The children
gobbled up every last bit of food that was on the table and even had a fight on
who got the last Yorkshire pudding. They apologised several more times and
began speaking about their day at school more than anything else. Eve won the
Yorkshire pudding battle. 


At the end of the
meal, tiredness kicked in and the children could barely keep their eyes open at
the dinner table. They quickly cleared away their plates and headed upstairs to
bed for an early night’s sleep. Just before they got to the stairs, Aunt Liz
said one last thing to them, ‘Charlie, where’s your other shoe?’
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Eve’s
Research


 


 


A few days had gone by on the farm and the
children had not really spoke much about Anghus or Argatha, or of the incident
that happened in the wood. They went about their normal business and helped
around the farm, doing their homework, going to school, but of course, getting
the bus directly home this time around. 


After a few nights
Eve decided to pay a visit to Uncle Arthur’s library. She had been in it a few
times to try and find that picture of what she now knew was a kreeth, an
immortal, but still could not locate it. She decided it was a good way to spend
a few hours in either case. 


On looking along
the spines of the books, Eve decided she was going to try and conduct some
research on everything that Argatha and Anghus had told her. She remembered
that Uncle Arthur had previously told her that a lot of the books were actually
from local authors writing about Auchindowen. 


Eve looked on
various shelves for a good while, eventually coming across some interesting
titles that would perhaps be useful to her; Unexplained sightings of
Auchindowen, An explanation of ghost stories, and Tales of
talented local individuals. She thought there was no harm in trying and sat
in Uncle Arthur’s big chair and read away. 


At the same time,
Tristan was sat in bed reading as he felt restless. Charlie had just come in as
she felt the same and decided some company might cheer her up. 


‘You’ve been
thinking about it as much as I have, I take it?’ said Charlie. 


‘About Argatha and
Anghus? Or those kreeth things?’ said Tristan. ‘Either one, I can’t get them
out of my head.’


‘Do you believe
them?’ asked Charlie. 


‘That’s the thing,
I do, or at least I think I do,’ said Tristan. ‘It sounds mad, like it defies
the laws of physics and biology for starters. But when we were talking with
Argatha I believed every word she said.’


‘Perhaps that was
her using her trix thing she was talking about,’ laughed Charlie. 


‘I know what you’re
saying, but in theory that would make her story true wouldn’t it?’ said Tristan.
‘I know what I saw and those kreeths certainly looked other worldly if that
makes sense. I also believe she had to tell us something, not everything, but
enough so we could keep our eyes open.’


‘Yeah, I
definitely think there’s a whole world of things that we don’t know about them,
like we only scratched the surface,’ said Charlie. ‘What do you think it’s like
being alive for 4000 years?’


‘I’m not sure,’
said Tristan pondering. ‘Brilliant way to make investments on things for the
future,’ he joked. ‘I guess the obvious drawback is losing those you love if
you never die.’ Tristan sat there letting out a loud sigh. Charlie sat there
and stared at him and shared the sentiment, as it reminded her of their mother
and father. 


‘True, but if all
your relatives and friends are immortal too, then surely you wouldn’t have that
issue?’ pointed out Charlie. ‘I can’t imagine Argatha or Anghus or anyone like
them being married to, well, I was going to say humans there’. 


‘I know, I found
it odd that Argatha said they were human,’ said Tristan. ‘I mean yes they may
look the same, but something must be different scientifically.’


‘Magic?’ said
Charlie raising an eyebrow. 


‘She was keen to raise
the point that magic didn’t exist,’ replied Tristan curiously. 


Both sat there for
the next hour or so just speaking their minds about what happened, playing out
endless possibilities and predictions about what an immortal society would be
like. How many of them are there? Where do they all live? These were just a few
of the hundred questions they had going through their minds. 


While they were
still up talking, Eve had burst through the door with a load of books stuffed
under her arm. ‘You won’t believe what I have found in Uncle Art’s library,’
she said enthusiastically. ‘So many of his books are just of local villages
like this one, written by everyday people.’


‘What have you
found?’ said Charlie. She was a little apprehensive as this was not the first
time her younger sister had dived into something without thinking. 


‘You know you two
are supposed to be older than me yet I’m the one doing all the reading,’ said
Eve. 


‘What do you mean
supposed to be? We are older than you, end of,’ said Charlie, though Eve ignored
her. 


Eve sat on the bed
and showed them the books she had been reading. ‘This book tells of strange
goings on in Auchindowen,’ she said. ‘And look, there are loads of short
stories about people walking through woods and country lanes and hearing people
talk, having full blown conversations, but when they turned a corner all they
found were animals nearby, no actual people.’


‘So?’ Tristan and
Charlie both replied, appearing uninterested. 


‘Really? I’m ten
years old and I’m the one explaining this,’ said Eve. ‘Talking animals, like
Albert! Who is to say they weren’t immortal?’


‘Argatha did say
that there weren’t many of those animals though,’ said Tristan. 


‘Well look here’s
another one that shows people breaking local records and having unique talents,’
said Eve. She was trying even harder to convince them. ‘This page shows a man
from back in 1902. He used to win money by reading people’s minds apparently.
He could always tell what number they were thinking of, or what card was in
their mind’. 


Eve had a good
point, and she wanted to show that some of the strange or unique things that
happened in these places might be linked. She did not want Tristan or Charlie
having any doubts in their minds about that night in the cottage. This was the
first real adventure she had had in some time, and the last thing she wanted
was for someone to say it was all a dream. 


‘I don’t think you
need to convince us,’ said Charlie reassuring her. ‘We’re already there. It would
be interesting if those people in the books were immortals, and their talents
were just trixes? Makes you think doesn’t it?’ said Charlie. 


‘Makes me worry
more so,’ said Tristan. ‘Look at those kreeths, they were immortals too, and
they were after us and we still don’t know why.’


‘And?’ said
Charlie. She sensed there was more to her brother’s point. 


‘And apparently there
are some who live amongst us, and I think Argatha was trying to warn me that
not all of them were exactly good,’ he said. 


‘What do you
suppose she meant by that?’ asked Charlie. 


‘I’m not entirely
sure,’ said Tristan. ‘But I can only assume they have criminals in their world
as well.’ This was a thought that none of them liked, not even Eve. ‘But I’m
not going to let anything happen to us,’ continued Tristan. ‘I don’t care if we
never meet Argatha or Anghus again if it means keeping us all safe.’


‘It’s always about
you keeping us safe isn’t it,’ said Charlie with a frown. ‘Do you think just
because you’re a lad and we are girls you have to be all big and tough or
something?’ There was now a sense of real tension in her voice.


‘No!’ firmly said
Tristan back. ‘It wouldn’t matter if I were male or female, or identified in a
another way, the answer would still be the same. I’m keeping you safe because
Eve is ten years old for heavens sake, and more importantly, Mum and Dad left
me responsible.’ Tristan’s voice had now raised slightly. ‘The last thing I’m
going to do is let them down especially after they’re gone.’ 


Everyone stayed
silent for a few minutes not knowing what to say. This was the first time that
they had mentioned their parents together in a while. Anytime their names were
spoken, it always reminded them of what had happened. 


They all agreed to
have eyes in the back of their head from now on, but also to be overly
suspicious of every single person they saw. They agreed to never go back into
the wood again unless at the utter most urgency, though they could never quite
think of how that would ever occur. They said goodnight to each other and went
back to their own rooms. 
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Several weeks went by in Auchindowen that
were largely ordinary compared with what the children had been through in the
woods. They attended their schools, made even more new friends and spent time
with them. 


While it was
almost impossible to not think about Argatha and Anghus on at least a few
occasions, the children had somewhat put it to the back of their minds. Enough
time had gone by that they thought they would never see or hear from them
again. They had also not seen anyone or anything that made them even remotely
suspicious that something unnerving was about to happen.  


Tristan and
Charlie had talked further about trying to tell their aunt and uncle, and came
very close, but they kept their promise to Argatha. They were also far too
worried that Uncle Arthur would believe they were mad and the doctor would be
called round the house. 


Late
one Saturday afternoon, the children were together riding on their bikes in the
village centre to visit the shops. After having a quick look around, they
dumped their bikes outside The Hideaway, the village café that everyone
visited. They decided to buy some chocolate brownies, juice, and hot chocolate
as a small reward for helping out Uncle Arthur on the farm most of the morning.



Tristan and Eve
went outside to the back of the café where there was a playpark that they often
met some of their friends. Charlie took a seat inside so she could read the
magazines she had just bought. There was no one else in the café except Anne,
the manager, who kept going back and forth into the kitchen. 


A few minutes
later, a tall man entered the café that Charlie had never seen before. She
thought it was slightly unusual as almost all customers were locals, but she
thought nothing more of it and buried her head back in her magazine. The man
was in his forties, had dark hair that was slicked back, and was wearing a
black coat with very muddy boots that were leaving behind small blobs of dirt
as he walked. He certainly looked to Charlie as if he was one of the local
farmers or stockmen. 


‘Are those
brownies nice, I’m just about to get one?’ said the man quite friendly to
Charlie. 


‘Oh yes, well
worth the money,’ she said politely. She never expected him to talk to her
more, but for some reason he continued.  


‘I know you!’ he
said, while clicking his fingers towards his head as if trying to remember
something. ‘Yes, yes, you’re umm, Charlie. Yes, that’s right.’


‘I am indeed. How
did you know that?’ she said with curiosity. 


‘Ah well, I’ve
lived near here for most of my days and I know your aunt and uncle well. They
said you and your brother and sister had moved up here from London. How are you
finding it?’ He continued to be as nice and polite as ever. 


‘Very well thank
you, it’s been a good while but we are still getting used to the country life,’
said Charlie. 


‘How’s your school
going? It must be slightly different than the inner-city ones you’re used to I
guess,’ said the man.


‘It’s lovely I
have to admit, it actually makes a nice change without all the hectic traffic,’
said Charlie, munching away on her brownie.


‘I heard you got
lost in the wood on your first night, I bet that must have been some welcome to
the place,’ said the man. 


‘Yes, but I blame
my brother for getting us lost though.’


‘Do you mind if I
have a seat?’ asked the man. Charlie was still waiting for him to politely say
goodbye and order whatever it was he wanted, but for some reason he kept
chatting way. Nevertheless, she was happy to indulge him in conversation for
the meantime, as would most of the locals, and offered him a seat. 


Anne, the manager,
came over and brought Charlie the hot chocolate that she had ordered, filled
with cream and marshmallows. She took away the empty plate from the brownie and
only gave a glancing smile at the man before disappearing back into the
kitchen. Charlie gave a little look out the window and could just about see
Tristan and Eve playing on the swings. They were not aware that anyone had
walked in. 


 ‘Is that your
brother and sister out there in the park?’ the man asked while peering over. 


‘Yes,’ she said. ‘Have
you lived around here long? Do you come to this café much?’


‘Aye, most of my
days just up in the next village,’ said the man. ‘I must have been coming to
The Hideaway since as long as I can remember. Are there any bits of country
life you haven’t quite got used to yet?’ continued the man with a chuckle.  


‘I’m not going to
lie, I really do miss the internet from time to time,’ said Charlie. ‘I mean,
I’ve learned to live without it but I wouldn’t mind keeping in touch with some
of my old friends back in London.’


‘I can see why,’
said the man. ‘Of course I don’t know much about those things though. What
about your sister? This must be a very big change for her being so young.’


‘Clearly you don’t
know Eve. She thinks this is one big adventure and hasn’t looked back since, or
at least, she doesn’t show it,’ said Charlie, humorously shaking her head. 


‘I suppose we all
deal with change in our different ways,’ said the man. 


‘Are you not
wanting to order anything? It will be closing soon,’ said Charlie. She had only
just realised he had yet to do so.


‘Aye, I will on
the way out. So have you seen any strange things yet anywhere?’ said the man.


‘What do you mean
by strange things?’


‘Oh, you know, I’m
sure someone has told you one or two of the local myths regarding these
villages.’ The man was beginning to get comfortable now, as if in for a long
conversation. 


‘My uncle told us
one, but we haven’t seen anything strange yet. This seems like a nice normal
place to us,’ said Charlie continuing to be polite. ‘I’m not much into ghost
stories, you know how they can all chop and change.’ Charlie was perfectly
aware of such things from her school.  


‘Perhaps you’re
right,’ agreed the man. ‘Some of us just like to keep hold of tradition around
these parts, sometimes it’s just a wee bit of entertainment.’


‘How did you know
I got lost in the woods?’ interrupted Charlie very bluntly.


‘What do you
mean?’ The man seemed a little taken back by this. 


‘Only my aunt and uncle
know about that?’ she said confused.  


‘Well the police sergeant
has been telling everyone around here.’


‘No that was the
second time.’ Charlie continued to be very abrupt. ‘The first time only my aunt
and uncle knew we got lost and you said you haven’t talked to them in ages. So
how did you know?’ She was never one to shy away from getting her point across
to anyone, if anything, she excelled at it.


‘Well, I…I don’t
remember to be honest,’ stuttered the man. ‘You know what people here are like,
everyone knows everything. I suspect your uncle told someone who then told
someone else probably.’


‘Of course, silly
me, I’m so sorry,’ said Charlie. She was now only putting on the pretence of
being polite as she did not believe the man. A slight uncomfortableness was
growing. 


‘Don’t you be daft
hen,’ said the man. 


The longer Charlie
thought about it, something niggled away in her head. She could not quite put
her finger on it but the man just did not fit in. Something about him made her
uneasy. It did not help that she had never seen him before, and she had met
virtually everyone in the village. 


‘I just saw as I
came in the door that two of your bikes have flat tyres. I’m not sure how
you’ve done that but you can’t be riding those back home,’ the man informed
her. Charlie looked out the window and saw her and Eve’s bike tyres flat as
pancakes. 


‘Oh no, my uncle
had only just repaired them and all,’ she said annoyed. 


‘Well I’ve got the
car outside,’ said the man. ‘I can always give you three a lift back to the
farm. It’s been a while since I’ve talked to Art and Liz, it would be good to
see them again.’ 


Charlie was
beginning to feel more and more anxious and was unsure what to say to him. He
may well have been a perfectly nice and helpful person, but she would rather
push her bike back with her brother and sister. She did not answer at first and
instead said she needed to wash her hands before leaving. She got up and closed
the bathroom door behind her but could still see the man through a small gap.
He was still there but curiously kept checking over his shoulder the entire
time and looking out the window at Tristan and Eve, and then back out into the
street. 


As she came back a
few minutes later, Charlie was thinking of potential excuses just to leave and
walk back. As blunt as she liked to be at times, she thought this was a
situation best played out with manners if she could.  


‘Thank you for the
offer, but it’s still a nice afternoon and I think we will all just walk,’ she
said.  


‘Come on now, it
will take you ages to walk that and it will be pitch black before you got
home.’ The man was now being a little more determined. ‘Hop in the Land Rover
and I can put your bikes on the roof rack, they will be perfectly safe I
promise.’


‘No honestly it’s
ok, I’ve got my brother and sister to keep me company and we quite often walk
back sometimes,’ Charlie insisted again. 


‘I really think
you should let me give you a lift back home, it makes no sense you walking all
that way,’ said the man with increasing persistence. 


‘Again, no thank
you!’ said Charlie even more bluntly as she screwed up her face. She was not renowned
for her patience and it was starting to show. She kept thinking why this man
was being so pushy. She had been running things through her head trying to grab
at anything of why he made her so unsettled.


‘Listen, I know
your uncle very well, and I don’t think he would be too happy if he knew that I
was going to let three children walk home in the dark, would he? So come on,
let me give you three a lift home.’ The endless perseverance from the man was
unnerving. 


There was a long
awkward silence between them both before Charlie eventually said, ‘Ok then.’ She
was, however, buying time. She had no real intention in getting into this man’s
car but thought by playing along for a little while she could think of a better
excuse. The man still had to wait for Tristan and Eve to return. Perhaps they
could dissuade him she thought. 


‘I’ll just go and
get my brother and sister and tell them,’ said Charlie. 


‘No, it’s ok,’
said the man. ‘You just wait in my car and I’ll go and tell those two what’s
happening. I’m sure they will appreciate not walking back when it gets dark.’


 He continued to
sit there smiling away and appeared very confident. However, the man was now
practically giving Charlie no choice and telling her to get in his car alone,
without letting her speak to Tristan. Therefore, she believed she had run out
of options and was now out of patience. Another long uncomfortable pause
occurred between them both. Charlie give a deep sigh and cared little for how
she spoke next.  


‘I’m so sorry, um,
man who still hasn’t even told me his name, I don’t think I can go with you,’
she said assuredly. The man now stopped smiling as his face dropped. 


‘Well I’m sorry
lass but at the end of the day I’m a friend of the family, so I will be giving
you a lift home,’ he said forcefully. Gone was his earlier friendliness. 


‘That’s the thing
though, I don’t think you know my uncle any more than you know me,’ said Charlie.



‘Excuse me? I can
assure you…’


‘You can assure me
all you like mate, but I’ve got pretty good instincts and I don’t think you’re
a friend of the family at all,’ she said interrupting him. ‘You see ever since
you came in here and didn’t order anything, and you still haven’t by the way,
you’ve just been nagging inside my head.’ Charlie confidently started eating
the rest of her brownie as if she had figured things out. 


‘I don’t know what
you’re talking about young lass, but I do understand you have to be wary of
strangers,’ said the man. ‘My apologies if I came across as nagging though, but
come on, let’s go shall we?’ His persistence never once stopped. 


‘Do you see Anne
over there, cooking through the kitchen door window?’ said Charlie, completely
ignoring what he said and pointing across the café. ‘Anne’s the manager. She
says hi and speaks to literally everyone who comes in here for at least five
minutes, and I mean literally everyone. Sometimes it’s an earthly challenge
just to get her to go away. We even set a timer on our phone to see who can get
her to go away the quickest, and I hold the record at just over four minutes.
Anyway, I digress. The thing is that she never said a word to you because she
doesn’t know who you are. So you haven’t been coming here for years.’


‘But that’s
because…’


‘Oh please don’t
interrupt,’ Charlie was now being as cocky as she could to prove a point. ‘To
your left on that wall is a great big sign saying no muddy boots please, and
no one, no one at all breaks that rule through fear of an angry Anne. The
length of time that she talks to you only increases after that, and the
challenge of getting her to go away is much harder. But your boots are filthy,
and if you had been coming here for years you would have known that. Luckily
for you Anne hasn’t noticed, yet.’


‘So, because I
have muddy boots, I’m instantly a suspicious man?’ he laughed trying to minimise
the issue.


‘Oh no there’s
more, I just paused for breath,’ said Charlie. ‘This café has also only just
changed its name last month from The Hideout to The Hideaway, which
you didn’t make mention of when you said you have been here for years. Strange,
I thought. Usually an older gent, like yourself, tends to call something by its
name that they are used to. Now all that might mean nothing, but it does make
me wonder why you have walked up to me, a fifteen-year-old girl, and lied about
who you are. So while I’m waiting for my brother and sister to come back in,
please just…bugger off?’


At that moment
Tristan and Eve and walked back into the café out of breath from playing in the
park. Tristan asked Charlie who the man was. 


‘You do have a
smart mouth, don’t you?’ said the man. His voice had now instantly switched
with a surprisingly horrid and cold tone. ‘Now you listen hear you glummie!’
The man reached out and grabbed Charlie by the collar while yanking on her hair
making her scream. She knew she had heard that word before, but only from an
immortal. 


Before Tristan had
time to react and intervene, a familiar face had walked in. Sergeant Dougal had
entered the café for his afternoon coffee, and all three of them whipped their
heads round in his direction. Charlie ran up to him straight away to inform him
what was going on, even though she did not quite understand it herself. 


‘Hello you three,
I suspect you need my help,’ said the sergeant before Charlie could explain
everything. 


‘Yes!’ she blurted
out.


‘I thought so,’
continued Sergeant Dougal. ‘All your bikes have flat tyres. The three of you
must have rode over the same thing. I’ll give you a lift back up the road don’t
worry.’


‘But this man…’
Before Charlie could even get the rest of the words out, as she turned round
the man was nowhere to be seen. All was left was his muddy boot prints leading
out the back door. Sergeant Dougal wondered what Charlie was pointing to as all
he saw was an empty café.


As they sat in the
police car being driven home, Charlie decided not to tell the sergeant about
the man in the café. She disliked being the centre of certain attention at
times, especially the amount she and her family had received recently, and she
did not want lots of awkward questions. Charlie also did not want to be thought
of as paranoid or making a fuss out of nothing. She pondered the strangeness of
the man as she looked at the countryside whizzing past her window.


Later that evening
after tea, Charlie was sat in the library with her brother and sister. She told
them the entire conversation she had with the man and how she realised how fake
he seemed, that she had caught him out on several lies. It got everyone
thinking about what it could possibly mean.  


‘Perhaps we’re
over reacting? Afterall, our bikes were flat,’ said Eve. 


‘Don’t you get it?
The man called me a glummie. Who else would use that word?’ said Charlie. ‘And
he wasn’t exactly being inquisitive just for the sake of it, not to mention the
fact he grabbed my hair!’


‘You have a
point,’ said Tristan. 


‘The way I see it,
only an immortal is going to use that word, and he wasn’t being friendly like
the ones we already know,’ said Charlie giving her opinion. ‘He was just too
pushy and too creepy. I subtly asked Uncle Art over dinner tonight if he knew a
man fitting that description, and he said he didn’t know of anyone like that.’


‘Whoever he was
then, he didn’t want anyone to know his real identity or that he was chatting
with you,’ said Tristan. ‘I saw him when I came in but I didn’t see him leave.’


The children paced
around the library for some time trying to think of who the man was and what to
do next. Should they try and contact Argatha and inform her of what happened?
Could it have really been someone trying to harm them or kidnap them again? So
many questions were going through their heads. 


Eve had been paying
attention but was sat on her uncle’s armchair by the fireplace and reading
books at the same time. She had a stack of them piled almost as high as herself
and was flipping through them at speed.


‘What’s that!?’
blurted out Charlie randomly. Eve looked at her for an explanation as Charlie
turned round the book she was holding. She had no idea why she was reading it
as it was titled Councils of the Auchindowen and surrounding districts. It
contained mainly rather boring historical statistical accounts of different
councils of the area, one of the many more books that Uncle Arthur liked to
keep as some sort of hobby. What caught Charlie’s eye though, was an old photograph
that showed the village council leaders from 1864. It was a double spread photo
and so their faces stuck out quite well.  


‘There he is,
that’s the same man!’ said Charlie shocked. They all looked at the people in
the photograph, and right where Charlie was pointing was indeed the very same
man who had sat down in the café. Tristan and Eve only saw him for a few
moments, but long enough for them to recognise him as well. The man looked the
exact same in the photo, with the same slicked back hair. All three were
convinced without a shadow of doubt. Astonishingly, he had not aged a day
since.  


‘I suppose that
puts to rest any doubts we had if we didn’t believe Argatha,’ said Tristan. 


‘It’s so creepy,’
said Eve. ‘That’s the same man from almost 150 years ago and he hasn’t aged a
day. How is he still alive?’


‘but it doesn’t
tell us anything about what he wanted with us though,’ pointed out Charlie. 


‘So what do we do
then? Just wait around until he comes again? Or someone else this time?’ said
Eve. 


‘We’ve got to go
and tell Argatha, she’s got to know who this person is,’ said Tristan. He did
not seem happy with this idea though. Previously, he could not think of a
single reason why they would ever want to go back into the wood again, but he
knew they could not just sit around waiting for something bad to happen. 


‘When do you want
to go?’ asked Charlie. 


‘Tonight.’


‘Sounds like a
plan to me, let’s go!’ said Eve, without an ounce of fear as usual. She was
acting as if she looked forward to the danger. 


‘You’ve got to be
kidding me? Of all the dumb ideas we could come up with that’s got to be up
there?’ said Charlie. 


‘What’s wrong, you
scared?’ smiled Tristan. 


‘Scared of the
creepy wood and a group of immortals hell bent on kidnapping us? Yep, pretty
much,’ quipped Charlie. ‘We seem to be caught up with these kreeth people, and it
mostly happens in the wood at night. And your idea is to walk into the same creepy
wood in the middle of the night. You see where I’m going with this? You’ve
always said you wanted to keep us safe.’


‘That’s what I’m
doing, Eve’s hit the nail on the head though,’ replied Tristan. ‘The first time
was at night in the wood with no one about, today was in broad daylight out in
the open. What’s next? We can’t wait around for someone to attack us tomorrow.
We don’t know when or where they are going to come from. What’s to stop those
kreeths or that man from coming in the house during the night and taking us?’


Charlie understood
where Tristan was coming from now. She sat back and thought, and she agreed
they had to be on the front foot with whatever was coming next. She still felt
the need to be cautious as it certainly felt like a ticking clock that they had
no control over. 


‘Besides, is the
wood going to be any less dangerous during the day than it is at night?’ said
Tristan trying to reason. ‘Whatever is there is still going to be there. We’ve
got to get to Argatha before someone gets to us.’


‘Fine. But if you
say what’s the worst that can happen, I’m going to swipe you with a book,
a heavy book, preferably a hardback or a bible,’ said Charlie with reluctance. 


They all agreed to
potter about the house in their normal routine for a while, then meet up in
Tristan’s room at midnight when their Aunt and Uncle were asleep. His window
was just above the garage which made it easier to climb out and into the fields
at the back of the house. 


The plan went
perfectly, as the children had since learned which floorboards creaked and
which did not. They were aware that Uncle Arthur and Aunt Liz were heavy sleepers
and so they were not particularly worried about them waking up. Soon enough
they were walking in the furthest field and crossing the edge of the wood. This
time all three of them brought torches and a compass, just in case. 


The children still
did not exactly know how to get to Argatha’s cottage, it was almost impossible
for them to remember as the wood was like a maze. They had not a clue how
Anghus did it. They knew roughly which direction to head in, but after that
they were relying on blind luck that they would recognise something. 


As they led
themselves behind three bright beams of light, they were constantly looking
over their shoulders. Every twig snap and animal sound made them stop and shine
a torch in that direction. They knew they had to risk the wood to get to
Argatha, but they were very much aware of the potential danger should they be
caught. It was a thought that made their hairs stick on end. The only one who
did not seem to be overly bothered by anything was Eve, who was leading the way
and making her brother and sister repeatedly catch up. 


They had walked
for almost an hour when they stopped quickly to have a sip of water from a
bottle. Eve had placed her torch on the ground while she had a few gulps. As
her torch shined on some trees in the distance, she was startled when she caught
a glimpse of a man lurking about. She split the water down her chin and picked
up her torch and ran a few more feet to get a better look. 


The man she saw
wore brown trousers and was wearing a long dark hooded cloak that went as far
as his knees. His hood was up and half over his face, it had to be Anghus she
thought as she recognised his clothes. Much to Tristan and Charlie’s
apprehension, Eve ran over and shouted out his name.


‘Anghus! Anghus!’ she
yelled. The man stopped and turned in her direction. He walked towards her
slowly. 


‘Eve, it’s good to
see you again,’ he said. ‘What are you three doing here at this time of night?’
No one answered straight away as they were all just glad to be in Anghus’
company. With the calming reassurance of hearing his voice, the three of them
breathed easy. They had made it they thought, or at least, part of the way. 
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The children cherished being in the
company of the hooded Anghus. They felt safer, and though they could hardly see
him as their torches were beginning to fade in the cold, there was a sense of
relief. 


‘We’ve got loads
to tell you, loads to ask you. We had to risk coming here, we need to speak
with you and Argatha right away,’ said Tristan frantically with a flurry of
questions to Anghus.


‘Technically, I think
I was coerced,’ said Charlie. 


‘Well you’re not
safe here, even with me,’ said Anghus. ‘We need to get out of sight as quickly
as possible.’


Eve held Anghus’
hand as Charlie and Tristan walked behind. They began walking fast through the
thick of the wood, still looking in every direction. Anghus was the only one
who looked straight on and never turned his head. He was not carrying his usual
lantern but the children were aware that he probably did not need it,
nevertheless, they thought it a little bit strange. 


A good while had
gone by in relative silence now, longer than the children thought they would be
walking for. They knew the direction of Argatha’s cottage was roughly in the
northeast area of Auchindowen wood, and after initially walking an hour in that
direction, they thought they would be reasonably close by now. However, Anghus
kept on leading the way while holding Eve’s hand silently, which was even more
odd they thought. 


After a good while
longer, Tristan shone his torch on his compass. For some reason they were now
walking southeast. Before he could check with Anghus, Charlie shouted and shone
her torch over his shoulder. 


‘Look!’ she
yelled. 


A horrid and
unpleasant familiar sight was prowling behind the bushes to the right of them,
and a quick look to the left revealed the same sight. The children had told
each other that they would never forget the face of a kreeth for as long as
they lived, they knew it instantly. A dozen or so kreeths had appeared very
quietly and trapped them from the sides. Eve tightened her grip on Anghus’
hand, while Tristan and Charlie rallied closer to him. 


The kreeths had
not rushed in but seemed to be waiting with unexplained patience. The children
were expecting to see Anghus reach behind his back and produce that same stick
again with a roar of fire, but he was not doing anything. Eve pulled on the
bottom of his coat and pleaded for him to help, as the kreeths faces looked
nastier and had more determination than ever. At that moment Anghus pulled down
the hood from his face, it was not Anghus at all, it was the man from the café.



Tristan, Charlie
and Eve were petrified by the sight of him. To be so close and holding his hand
but not even know it, it utterly confused them. He wore the same clothes as
Anghus and spoke with his exact voice. How was this possible they all thought?
But it was clearly the man from the café standing there producing a sinister
looking smile. On revealing his face, they realised there was no point running
as they were cut off in every direction. The man simply walked up to Charlie
and stood toe to toe with her.


‘Tell me to bugger
off now why don’t you,’ he said to Charlie, who had to look the other way as he
spoke. 


This time around
there was no discussion amongst the kreeths, who were clearly in the company of
the man. On the nod from him, they now finally decided to rush in on the
children with a crazed look in their eye. They took hold of them before they
even had time to react, and had their hands bound up in rope within a matter of
seconds. There could be no heroics from Tristan this time as he simply could
not react fast enough. 


The kreeths looked
much the same as the previous encounter. While they could not tell if they were
the same people, some still had no shoes and the odd bare bone toe was on show.
One of them walked over to Tristan and stood in front of him almost nose to
nose. He starred for a strange amount of time and looked at him up and down. 


‘There will be no fighting
this time,’ said the kreeth, in a ruffled whispery voice. 


‘ANGHUS!’ shouted
Eve as loud as she could, in the hope he might be nearby. She did anything she
could, but she quickly had a bony hand covering her mouth to stop her from
shouting further. 


‘No one is coming
this time,’ cackled another kreeth.  


Tristan thought
about trying to fight his way out, even with his hands tied. He thought he
could get in a good few double handed knocks before any one of them realised
what was going on. Before he had time to do so, he was being held by another
kreeth from his opposite side and was easily overpowered. 


‘Who are you? What
do you want from us? Why are you trying to hurt us?’ shouted Charlie with a burst
of questions. 


 ‘Hurt you?’ said
the man quite confused. ‘Little girl if I wished to hurt you, I would have done
so already. I had all the time in the world in the café. No, no, someone simply
wishes to have a conversation with you. You’re required for something very
special you see.’


‘Where we come
from you just ask politely to talk to someone, not kidnap them,’ said Charlie, as
she struggled with the kreeth holding her.


‘I tried doing it
nicely, remember? I offered you a lift,’ replied the man. ‘All you need to know
is that you’re coming with us one way or another. Given your attitude I would
much rather drag you along in a far more amusing manner, but I’ve been
instructed to be reasonably disciplined about it all.’


‘Said the person
who just tied up a ten-year-old girl. Let her go,’ shouted Tristan. He was
still trying to resist with all his might. 


‘My, my, you
really do have some strength in you, don’t you lad?’ said the man. ‘Resist all
you want, I’ll drag you by your feet and disregard my orders if I have to, makes
no odds to me. Walking though is far easier, so behave.’


Before the kreeths
could snidely laugh at the man’s actions, they quickly snapped their heads round
in the other direction. They retreated a few steps away and a serious hint of
reluctance had now appeared on their faces. Another person who was not there a
second ago had somehow emerged as if from nowhere and caught their attention.
All the children knew was that this time it was definitely not Anghus. With all
the new people they were meeting, they had not a clue who was friendly and who
was not. 


The man stood there
and did not move an inch. He had not even looked up yet and chose to stare at
the ground instead. The kreeths certainly had a different look on their faces
now. The children were still being held tight, but looked on and wondered who
he was. 


He looked a
strange individual who was dressed rather odd. Outdated would have been the
most fitting description as he wore a dark green top hat, a colourful tartan waistcoat,
and a long green overcoat with tails at the back. This was very strange attire
to walking about in the woods, thought Charlie. The man stood there quiet
calmly with a lantern on the floor and with a certain amount of confidence. His
head was down and his hands behind his back pulling his coat tails behind him.  


‘I see we have begun
picking on small children have we Krazzar?’ said the man in a very posh voice. 


‘Hamish, is that
you?’ said the man from the café. ‘Stay out of this Hamish, this affair is no
concern of yours.’


‘Hmm, perhaps it’s
not,’ said the man in the top hat. ‘Though on this occasion I will beg to
differ as you’re standing in my wood. But the fact remains you appear to be
trying to kidnap small children. Not in my wood sir, no thank you.’ The man
seemed to speak in a funny and eccentric way, the children thought. 


‘Do you really
want to get involved in this Hamish?’ said the man. Though the children now
knew he went by the name Krazzar. 


‘I think the more
appropriate question is, do you?’ he replied. 


The children saw the
man in the top hat reach for something behind his back, and as he drew it in
front of him, a streak of fire lit up across the length of the item he was
holding. It was equally as amazing as the last time they saw something like it.
When the fire disappeared, they saw he was holding a wooden cane with a brass
top on the end. He held this with both hands as the bottom rested on the floor.



‘So this is how it’s
working now, you’re taking sides are you?’ said Krazzar.


‘Far from it sir,
but when you start attacking children in my wood, then that’s where I draw the
line,’ said the man who apparently went by the name Hamish.  


‘Where you draw
the line is of no concern to me,’ said Krazzar. 


‘Tonight, it would
appear that it is,’ said Hamish.


Just as Hamish
took a step forward, Krazzar whipped round and took hold of the back of
Charlie’s neck with such force she let out a petrified scream. This was the
second time he had now grabbed her, and she was thinking there would never be a
third. Tristan was now being pinned down by two merciless kreeths who only kept
on increasing their grip, while Eve had a rare tear rolling down her cheek. She
was not afraid; she was just upset over of the sight of what was happening to
her brother and sister. 


‘Take another step
or argue with me further and I might not take this girl back with me in such
pristine condition,’ said Krazzar. ‘To hell with my orders.’


Hamish stopped
immediately. He had yet to look up properly but he finally lifted his head an
inch and looked to his left and right, as if to know exactly where the other kreeths
were standing. 


‘You shouldn’t
have come here alone to try and stop me. I’m rather disappointed that you are
interfering,’ said Krazzar. 


‘Oh dear. Is that
the illusion you are labouring under sir?’ said Hamish staring back at the
ground. ‘I didn’t come here alone. A place like this, be alone? No, no. You
never know who you might meet or what critters could be lurking around the
bark.’


Just as he spoke,
the children saw a small dot appearing from the darkness behind Krazzar, and it
was getting larger. As the dot slowly took the shape of a man, it was someone
they all recognised, it was Anghus. Wearing his cloak but with his hood down,
they could clearly see his face and there was no mistake this time. Krazzar had
not seen him emerge, and within a second, he had snuck up and snatched Charlie
from his grasp before anyone had time to react.  


Three kreeths then
ran directly at Hamish in an attempt to attack him. However, he simply crouched
down ever so slightly and swung his cane as fast as lightening. It was raised
only a little off the ground and went right through the legs of the kreeths.
They were all wiped off their feet in a single swoop. As they lay there dazed,
Hamish raised his voice for the first time and said, ‘stay there before I make
sure you can never swallow any of your precious medicines again!’


Krazzar, realising
the playing field had become a little more even, reached behind his back as if
to grab something. Hamish looked up properly this time and pounced to within an
inch of him and swung his cane in the air which landed rather gently on his
shoulder. Before it did so, the cane slowly grazed the cheek of Krazzar and
left a temporary mark that glowed like fire, and it illuminated his skin while he
flinched in pain.  


‘I wouldn’t do
that if I were you,’ said Hamish. Krazzar’s hand now froze and stopped reaching
for whatever it was. ‘We could of course settle this particular disagreement we
seem to be having in the manner that you seek, but I feel you may leave with,
what is the expression, a bruising? I can only imagine that Anghus here would
love to hold back those kreeths of yours while I do so.’


Krazzar was
standing there looking at the tip of Hamish’s cane on his shoulder. The kreeths
had hardly moved and were looking to Krazzar to give them an order. The two
holding Tristan had loosened their grip now that Anghus was scowling at them. 


‘Such threats do
not scare me Hamish,’ said Krazzar not backing down. ‘You’ve picked the wrong
man to back you up if you expect Anghus to take care of everyone. He rarely
says boo to a goose.’


‘Ask some of your gooses
behind you how loud he said boo to them last time,’ replied Hamish. He was
clearly referring to when Anghus walloped a few of them whilst rescuing the
children. ‘But we could test your little theory if you wanted to?’ Krazzar took
in everything he was saying. He looked round and appeared to take stock of the
situation. 


‘Well, old Anghus getting
his teum out. Tell me, was it covered in dust?’ said Krazzar snidely. The
children had no idea what he referred to. What was a teum they wondered? In
either case it was perfectly obvious to them they were not friends. 


Krazzar then paused
for a few moments, and just when it looked like he was going to relax, he
thumped Hamish to the chest with both hands which knocked him back, giving him
enough time to reach behind his back. As he did, he drew a long weapon out in
front of him, and the children saw the usual line of fire spread over it. When
the fire disappeared, it revealed a sword. The children saw it was no ordinary
sword as it had no blade and looked like it was made out of wood. It was a
curved samurai type sword.  


Krazzar quickly
banged his weapon on Hamish’s shoulder, while he in turn replaced his cane back
where it was on Krazzar. They now appeared to be at a stalemate with each
other.  


‘I think you
overestimate your abilities, Mr-so-called Keeper of the Wood,’ said
Krazzar. 


‘Perhaps I do. And
as I said, we can test that. Shall we?’ said Hamish fearlessly. As Krazzar
paused for a while, he was closely staring at Anghus and the kreeths. 


‘You know who I
answer to. You know of the consequences,’ said Krazzar at last. 


‘I’m well aware, but
it’s not going to help you presently is it?’ said Hamish. ‘Shall we rock and
roll?’ 


Krazzar looked
deep into his face and then on to Anghus who looked ever so calm. He tapped his
wooded sword on Hamish’s shoulder a few more times thinking it through. After a
moment, he finally returned his weapon behind his back where it disappeared
into thin air. The children still had not a clue how that was even physically
possible. 


‘Very well,’
laughed Krazzar suddenly. ‘Law abiding citizen every time, that’s me. What the Keeper
of the Wood instructs, so shall it be. We will go.’ Krazzar now oozed with fake
politeness while untying everyone. ‘But I can assure you young one, we will be
speaking again soon when these two are not around,’ he continued as he stared
at Charlie. 


‘Bugger off
again,’ were the only words out of her mouth. 


Krazzar and the kreeths
walked off and were out of sight as quickly as they first appeared. Eve ran
straight up to Anghus giving him a hug, and he gladly gave one back. Tristan
anticipated an angry response as to why they were in the wood at all. He
quickly explained why they had to come back alone and risked being in danger.
So far, Anghus understood. 


‘Well old friend,
I assume you will be continuing your patrols?’ said Anghus to Hamish. 


‘Yes I shall be
off. A fleeting visit this was,’ he said. ‘I assume Krazzar was trixing these
children?’ Anghus nodded back confirming his thoughts.  


‘Who are you?’
asked Charlie. 


‘Oh I do beg your
pardon young sir and ma’ams,’ said Hamish. ‘Allow me to introduce myself, my
name is Hamish, if that wasn’t obvious already, and I am the Keeper of this Wood.’


‘The Keeper of the
Wood?’ said Tristan confused.


‘Of course young
sir, every wood concerning immies has a keeper and this one is mine,’ said
Hamish. He seemed very proud of this title. ‘I can walk it blind folded. Luckily
no harm has come to you tonight, however, it seems that you have made a most
unwanted enemy out of that man, but I fail to comprehend why. Unfortunately,
that would have to be your domain to understand why. My business lies with the
wood.’


‘I don’t know what
would have happened if you didn’t turn up,’ said Charlie gratefully. ‘You don’t
sound like you’re from these parts?’


‘Child? Where is
it exactly that you think I must be from? You must never judge one by their
accent, oh no, not at all.’ said Hamish. ‘I was born and raised here but I have
travelled many places. But please now do excuse me though as I must be off. I
can hear the red squirrels, they call for me.’


Hamish tapped his
cane on the ground three times and placed it behind his back where it
disappeared, much like when Anghus did with his kendo stick. Both him and
Anghus shook hands before he walked away and disappeared behind the thick
trees. 


‘He does talk
slightly funny,’ giggled Eve. 


‘Hamish always
has, he often lives in his own wee world,’ laughed Anghus back. 


The children told
Anghus that they needed to fully explain what had happened to Argatha. He
firmly agreed and they made their way to the cottage.
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The children soon realised they had almost
made it to the cottage during their escape as they were not too far away. So soon
enough, Argatha was at the door and inviting everyone inside. Next to her was
Albert, wearing his glasses and lying on the floor reading Shakespeare. The
children greeted her warmly and they sat down tucking into the cakes that were
on the table. Charlie told the entire story of what happened. 


Argatha was
wearing almost the same outfit as before. She preferred wearing dark or grey
long gowns that went right past her feet, with the ends all dirtied and frayed.
Her long grey and white hair was always roughly platted and hung over one of
her shoulders. While she was digesting the events that had transpired, Eve looked
at Anghus and was eager to find out a little bit more.  


‘Anghus, who
exactly is Hamish and what does he mean that he is the Keeper of the Wood?’ she
said. He sat there appreciating how it must have seemed strange to the
children. 


‘This wood, much
like many others, holds passageways into our society,’ he began to explain as
the others listened in. ‘Almost every entrance has guards from the inside, but
from the side of the wood, there is a keeper who patrols the area to make sure they
stay hidden and so glummies don’t come across it by accident.’ The children
automatically began thinking where these secret entrances in the wood could be.
'Hamish was assigned Auchindowen woods about 1200 years ago, and it’s his job
to walk the trees and check on the passageways.’


The children were
intrigued that the immortal world had such things as passageways into them.
They had only thought a little about what the immortal society really meant,
and where it was. Was it a town that was heavily guarded, they thought? And how
many were there? 


‘What did the
other man mean about him not taking sides?’ asked Tristan as he changed the
topic. 


‘Much like in your
society, there is politics in ours also,’ explained Anghus. ‘Keepers are there
by the direction of our law makers, purely for the safeguarding of the
passageways and nothing more. Anything else at all they come across they are
not to get involved, and that includes fights and even criminal activity. Their
only concern is guarding the passageways from glummies.’


‘So, what made him
come tonight if he can’t get involved in a fight?’ wondered Tristan. 


  ‘He clearly felt
he needed to intervene by what was happening, which is highly unusual for a
keeper. Attacking children, glummie children of all; there are strict laws for
such things,’ said Anghus. 


‘I was expecting
them to carry on fighting as they still had all of us completely outnumbered,’
said Charlie. 


‘I think he weighed
up his options,’ said Anghus. ‘I can tell you that Krazzar doesn’t give a
flying hoot about the law. Maybe he could have taken on Hamish, especially with
the kreeths behind him, but he would have gone home a seriously depleted man
after a fight like that I can tell you. Hamish is no walk over. Krazzar would
have not had the energy to try and forcefully take you three back with him
that’s for sure.’ 


‘I assume he knew
the other man then?’ said Tristan. 


‘Krazzar? Yes, he
is well known.’


‘But he was you,
or at least I thought he was you,’ said Eve. ‘He wore your clothes and spoke
like you. He had your exact voice. How’s that possible?


‘He must have
already known that you met me,’ said Anghus. ‘Krazzar has a trix also, where he
can imitate voices.’ He could see the children were still amazed that someone
could do this, so he explained a little further. ‘Imagine finding out you have
a knack for impersonations, something you are very skilled at. Add on an extra
thousand years of practising that and that’s where it originates from.’


Eve thought this
would be a wonderful skill to have. She was though struggling to remember and
keep up with the extraordinary abilities that some immortals possessed. Charlie
and Tristan were also in the same boat. 


‘Krazzar was
there?’ snapped Argatha. 


‘I’m afraid so.’


‘But that must mean...Markaeyla!
What on earth is she up to?’ said Argatha. The children stopped chomping on
their cake. They stared at each other mouthing out all the names that were
being mentioned, not having a clue who any of them really were. When Tristan
emptied his mouth he finally asked. 


‘Markaeyla is a
very powerful and dangerous immie,’ said Argatha. ‘She is the head of a rich family
that have a significant amount of influence in our world. There are many elite
families amongst immies that go back thousands of years. Krazzar is her son,
and she has other children also who are exceptionally powerful.’


‘Is she like a
gangster where you come from or something?’ said Charlie curiously. 


‘I’d say tyrant is
the more appropriate word,’ interrupted Anghus through gritted teeth. ‘She’s an
individual who craves power and influence over everyone and everything she can,
some legitimate, some not.’


The children
silently gulped after hearing this. This woman did not sound overly friendly
and certainly was not going to have their best interests at heart. The most
trouble they had ever been in was with a few grumpy old neighbours from back in
London when they accidently smashed a few of their garden gnomes. Now they
potentially had a very powerful and angry immortal after them. 


‘What do you think
the kreeths wanted with us?’ asked Charlie. 


‘Nothing personal
I suspect,’ said Anghus. ‘They were there on orders, as their masters change to
the highest bidder. They are addicted to medicine which makes it easy to
exploit them.’


‘You mentioned
your world? Where exactly is this world?’ said Tristan beginning to get
uncharacteristically agitated. ‘Ever since we have moved here, we have been
attacked twice and almost kidnapped, seen objects appear and disappear from
fire, met a talking dog and people over 4000 years old. Forgive me for getting
angry but you must know what is going on, you must know why this is happening
to us. You know these people much better than we do. One of you surely has an
idea why they are attacking my family!’


Argatha could
easily sense that this was not Tristan’s normal attitude. She understood and
assumed that he was usually a naturally calm and intelligent young man, but she
knew the circumstances were now different. She went over to Tristan and sat
next to him, placing her hand over his to talk to him carefully. 


‘Master Tristan, if
I could trade places with you and your sisters I would do it in a heartbeat, I
truly would. Anghus the same.’ Tristan sat there knowing she was sincere. ‘Listen
to me carefully, I don’t know why these people are after you as I would happily
tell you otherwise. But I promise that we can find out.’ Tristan nodded in
agreement as he calmed down with a deep breath. 


‘Surely this thing
has happened before. Maybe not now but years ago?’ said Charlie.


‘I’m afraid not,’
said Argatha. ‘I’ve no knowledge of immies ever coming topside to kidnap
glummie children. There’s no sense in it. All we know at this time is that
Markaeyla and her family have their eye fixed on you three for a specific
reason, but what that reason is escapes me.’


‘They obviously want
you for a purpose,’ said Anghus sipping on his tea. ‘If you noticed that they
didn’t hurt you, which is unlike kreeths I can assure you. Krazzar also gave
little away other than someone wants to speak with you, presumably Markaeyla.’
The children did begin to think this was something to go on. ‘Believe me when I
say that she would not put the time and resources into capturing you if it
wasn’t worth her while.’


‘He said we were
important, but there’s nothing special about us. I’m just an ordinary girl with
an annoying brother and an adorable little sister,’ said Charlie. Tristan just rolled
his eyes. ‘What do you suppose he means then?’


‘I don’t know. I
can’t think of any reason why Markaeyla would want you, and it frustrates me,’
said Anghus. Argatha sat there and clearly shared the feeling. 


‘Perhaps in your
world there’s some sort of spell or potion that could tell us or something?’
said Charlie, who really did not have a clue what she was suggesting.


‘Please understand
that there are no such things as witches or wizards,’ said Argatha. ‘There are no
magic potions or incantations, and no amount of waving a stick will pull a
rabbit out of a hat. We are the same as you, albeit we live a little longer.’
Charlie eventually nodded, but still found this hard to believe after
everything she had seen. 


Argatha got out
her pipe and began puffing away in a cloud of smoke. The children were of the
opinion that not much got past her. They guessed that after living 4000 years she
had a wealth of knowledge and wisdom, but she was clearly irritated at not
knowing the answer to the simple problem that lay before her.  


 ‘I just wish I
knew what the link is between you and our world,’ she said exasperated. ‘The
emergence of Krazzar and Markaeyla just makes it more puzzling. It’s absolutely
unprecedented to take glummie children, out of the question, even for them.’


‘Is there anywhere
we can find out?’ asked Eve. 


‘Baradoohn.’ said
Anghus. He peered at Argatha as if to look for approval. 


‘What’s
Baradoohn?’ said the children baffled. 


Argatha sat there
and puffed away a little more and closed her eyes. She appeared to pause for a
few seconds before taking the pipe out of her mouth and sighing out loud as if
she had no choice but to explain. 


‘Baradoohn is
where the majority of immortals from this country live, and taking you there
could help,’ she said. The children stayed silent looking for a better explanation.
‘We can only know and guess so much. Baradoohn, however, is filled with
whisperers, gossipers, friends and informants. Perhaps this is a task where
they are going be more useful than conventional wisdom here. We could see what
others have to say and hear the information that is going around.’


‘So what are we
waiting for?’ said Tristan. 


‘I’m not entirely
comfortable with the thought of you three going there, even with Anghus,’ said
Argatha concerned. ‘Going through one of the passages is risky as you could be ambushed
and taken. You would be out in the open and they would have more resources at
their disposal there.’


‘Well we’re not
afraid, let’s go!’ said Eve bravely. She stood up and seemed ready to burst out.
Tristan grabbed hold of her shirt and sat her back down. 


‘I don’t doubt
that you’re not,’ said Argatha. ‘But Master Tristan is the eldest and it must
be his decision.’ Tristan stood there and did not exactly relish making such a choice.
If anything went wrong it would be his fault, he thought. 


‘Is it the only
way for us to find out what’s going on?’ he asked with a disheartened face.
Argatha hesitantly nodded back, before explaining that it was only a chance at
best. 


‘Are there no
authorities for this sort of thing, you know, like police in your world?’ said
Tristan. 


‘Of course there
is, the DM, the Divisional Ministry,’ said Argatha. ‘They govern all of us and
are the ones in charge, much like your government. There are laws that prohibit
immies attacking glummies, but Krazzar would only have to deny it with lots of
fake witnesses to lie for him. Then we wouldn’t be any further along. And
besides, the DM is horrendously slow to act on anything. You’ll find that
immortals do not rush anything.’


Tristan gave a
sigh and looked at both his sisters. He did not want any further harm to come
to them, and from what he was told it may happen again if they go into Baradoohn.
But he knew it would never stop unless they found out the truth. He initially
thought about volunteering to go himself and instructing his sisters to return
to the farm, but who would be there to protect them should anything happen he
thought? He decided that whatever they were going to do, it was going to be
together. Begrudgingly, he nodded back at Argatha. 


‘So where is this
place?’ asked Charlie intrigued. 


‘Baradoohn is one
of the capitals of our society,’ said Argatha dodging the question. 


‘One of the
capitals? There are more places?’ said Charlie. 


‘Absolutely,’ said
Argatha assuredly. ‘Every country has its own immie society, some have more,
but Baradoohn is the headquarters for the entire world, and it’s right here in
Auchindowen! It’s the biggest gathering of immies in all the world. Scotland is
at the heart and home of every immortal there is. 


‘Sorry, I’m
confused. Baradoohn is here in Auchindowen?’ said Charlie scratching her head. She
certainly had not seen anything to suggest it was hidden there. 


‘You will see,’
said Argatha with a small laugh.


‘But why is the
headquarters for the entire world here in Auchindowen? Why Scotland?’ asked
Charlie. She immediately realised how ignorant and rude this may have sounded
though. 


‘My dear how long
have you been in Scotland?’ asked Argatha as she thankfully laughed. 


‘Only a few
months,’ said Charlie. 


‘Well, when you’re
aunt and uncle take you to such places as Glen Coe and Loch Lomond, you will
know why,’ said Argatha proudly. ‘Scotland has a unique beauty, a pull, that
draws everyone in, immies and glummies alike. History states that Scotland is
where all immortals originated from. This is why Gaelic is our old language, but
that is a story for a different time.’


‘Err excuse me,
can you all keep it down please?’ suddenly blurted out a voice. Albert had
quite rudely interrupting everyone. He had not even said hello to anyone yet. ‘I’m
just getting to the point in my book where Juliet buys the poison and you’re
interrupting my rhythm.’


Eve turned around
from the table and smiled back at Albert. She knew he was a talking dog, but
she loved animals so much that she could not help blurting out pet dog talk to him
before getting up to trying for a cuddle.


‘If you take
another step closer to me, I’ll leave you with a soaking wet foot if you take
my meaning,’ snarled Albert, not even looking up from his book. ‘I do not like being
petted, cuddled, my ear scratched, or being told what a good boy I am. If you
do any of the above, please refer back to the wet foot scenario. Now about turn
and sit down please.’ Albert licked his paw and turned another page of Romeo
and Juliet, which was a skill in itself the children thought.


‘800 years old and
still hasn’t even learned one manner,’ said Argatha shaking her head.


‘I’ll have you
know I wipe my feet before entering the cottage, I believe that counts for
something,’ said Albert.


Tristan was the
only one without a smirk on his face and he was concentrating on whatever was
coming next. He knew he needed to find out what was going on but he was not
relishing the idea of going into an immortal world, where anyone could be
wanting to harm him and his sisters. 


Charlie, however,
was thinking about Aunt Liz and Uncle Arthur. What excuse were they going to
give to them when they got back? They all felt bad with how much they were now
going to worry them by going missing. 


‘What can we tell
our aunt and uncle?’ she asked 


‘Not to worry my
dear, we’ll get old Dougal to come up with some excuse,’ said Argatha. 


‘Do you mean
Sergeant Dougal?’ said Charlie puzzled. 


‘Oh yes, old
Dougal is well known to us,’ said Argatha, as Charlie’s face still looked lost.
‘Dougal is a friendly, someone who has secretly been exposed to our world.
Every now and again people are chosen by the DM to keep an eye on things in
your world for us, to report anything amiss. I guess they thought that old
Dougal being a police officer was a good choice.’


‘All this time we
never knew,’ replied Charlie thinking of the times they spent with the
sergeant. ‘Are there any immies living amongst us?’


‘Some make the occasional
trip here, but not very often. It is forbidden to meddle in your affairs,’ said
Argatha. ‘We used to permanently have people stationed with you, just to keep
an eye on things and observe, nothing more.’


‘Anyone famous?’
asked Charlie laughing. Not that she expected to actually know any of them. 


 ‘Elvis,’ said
Argatha.


‘Elvis was an
immortal?’ blurted Charlie almost snorting her tea through a nostril. ‘You’re
telling me Elvis is alive?’ 


‘Whose Elvis?’ asked
Eve confused. 


‘Aye, he’s in
Baradoohn. Works in one of the messenger offices I believe,’ said Anghus. Tristan
and Charlie looked at each other and had no clue whether to take them seriously
or not. 


‘But enough chit
chat for just now,’ said Argatha. ‘I feel there is no time like the present, if
you are going to go to Baradoohn then it must be now. If you wait another day
then it only increases the danger you are in.’ 


As brief as it
was, the children got their things together and made their way out the cottage
with Anghus. This time they had a feeling it was not going to be the last time
they saw Argatha. They stood there and wished her well, and in return she went
up to each of them and kissed the tops of their heads. As she did so she said,
‘Sìth agus Alba,’ to all of them, something they
heard Anghus say before. 


‘What does that
mean?’ asked Eve curiously. 


‘Peace and
Scotland,’ said Argatha. ‘It is Gaelic. It is also the old language of all
immortals.’


As they all
started walking back through the wood, Anghus got out his trusty old lantern
and lit the way. He told the children that even now they may not be completely
safe and they must walk with haste. He explained that Hamish was probably miles
away now taking care of the rest of the wood.


As they all walked
as quickly, still having no idea where exactly they were headed to, more and
more questions filled the children’s heads. 


‘Anghus, what is
that wooden stick you carry underneath your cloak? It just appears and then
disappears,’ said Tristan. 


‘Full of questions
you three,’ said Anghus smiling.


‘Can you blame
us?’ they all laughed.  


‘I suppose not. My
kendo stick is called a teum,’ he began to explain. ‘It’s a tool all
immortals have that is gifted to us by family, it’s tradition and part of who
we are. Each one is a different type and shape, and each with their own
advantages.’


‘So how does it
disappear? And why on earth do they catch fire?’ asked Charlie as they
continued to walk. 


‘A teum is made
from natural materials found only in the deepest places on earth, places that
glummies have not discovered yet,’ said Anghus. ‘It’s a very hard to reach
substance and its virtually indestructible. The material physically cannot be
seen by glummie eyes, except when it is brought into contact with skin. When
contact is made a short burst of fire appears. It’s a simple chemical reaction
and nothing more.’ 


‘Why can’t we see
them?’ said Charlie. 


‘Why can fish
breathe under water? Why can dogs hear high pitched noises that we can’t? You
and me are both human but there are just subtle differences in our biology.’
Anghus explained the best he could. ‘It’s just that our bodies are made
slightly differently and your eyes cannot detect the substance, but skin
contact seems to illuminate them for you. Something like smoke on a laser
beam.’


‘The fire is so
cool though,’ said Tristan impressed.  


‘Aye, but it’s
completely harmless,’ remarked Anghus back. 


The children did
not want to bombard Anghus with any further questions for the time being. They
had not walked overly long when they all were upon a familiar sight, the broken-down
old Bentley. It looked the same as before, just as old, rusted and sunken into
the mud. 


‘Here we are,’
said Anghus. 


‘What do you
mean?’ asked Tristan. He and his sisters looked at him with blank faces. 


‘The entrance to
Baradoohn, here we are,’ repeated Anghus. They stared at him in complete
confusion as they thought he surely must have been mistaken. Did he mean the
entrance was nearby and the car was simply a marker? Or did he mean that one
can only get to Baradoohn by driving in the car? As confuddled as they were,
they simply went along with it. 


Anghus pulled out
a key from his pocket which unlocked the car. The children stood around still wondering
what he was up to when he asked them to get in, which only produced more scrunched
up faces. Anghus got in the back seat and said, ‘Eve, would you like to drive?’


‘What? Me?’ she
said surprised. 


‘You want my ten-year-old
sister to drive the car?’ said a concerned Tristan. 


‘We will be
perfectly safe don’t you worry,’ said Anghus. 


Everyone got in
the car and Eve sat in the driver’s seat, though Tristan insisted on sitting
next to her. He had no idea why he was letting Eve drive, but he nevertheless
continued. They all looked around and just saw Anghus smiling while looking out
the grubby window. He handed the key to Eve and asked her to turn the engine
on. She put the key in the ignition and slowly turned it, being careful not to
break it as the key looked very old. 


‘Eve, the pedal on
the right is the accelerator. Press it,’ said Anghus. Excited by the fact that
she was going to drive a car for the very first time, Eve literally stomped on
the pedal. Straight away the car revved up and growled like old cars usually do.
The children did not even expect such an old rust bucket to start, but to their
surprise it did. After it growled even more, it moved, but not forwards, rather
downwards. The car was moving underground.
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The car was moving downwards at quite a
speed. Tristan and Charlie held on as tight as they thought it was completely
unnatural for car to be travelling like this. The car was mounted on some kind
of platform that hurtled straight down. The children looked out of the windows
in amazement and then back at Anghus for an explanation. 


‘Well you didn’t
think it was a place that anyone could get inside too easily, did you?’ laughed
Anghus. ‘We’ve been hidden for centuries now.’


‘Baradoohn is
underground?’ questioned Eve. 


‘Thousands of feet
underground. How else do you think immortals live separate from your society?’
said Anghus.


‘All immies live
underground?’ also questioned Tristan. 


‘It seemed the
easiest way,’ he explained. ‘Back when glummies had less technology than they do
now, it was easier to live amongst you and get away with it. That was hundreds
of years ago though.’ The children were positively stunned at what they were
hearing. ‘These days it’s much harder for us to blend in for long periods
without someone noticing that we haven’t aged after a certain time. The world
is getting so much more crowded. So the decision was made to move underground.’


‘You know I’m
ashamed to say it, but we tried to break into this car and could not make one
dent. The windows were unbreakable. What’s the secret?’ said Tristan. 


‘Like my teum,
we’ve discovered metals and other materials that glummies are not even aware of
yet, deep underground,’ said Anghus. ‘The entire car is made from it.’


‘Could you not
have just put a hidden door there or something?’ said Charlie, still holding on
tight. 


‘Where’s the fun
in that?’ joked Anghus. ‘We did have for a time though, but unfortunately some
immies kept on losing their way in Auchindowen wood and walked right past it.
We had to use something as a marker in the end, for this passageway anyhow.’


The children
continued to look out the windows, they could only see the dark mud and stone
that was whizzing past them upwards. Only the tiny light on the inside roof of
the car allowed everyone to just about see. While he could not be sure, Tristan
guessed they must have been moving at hundreds of miles an hour. 


The Bentley
eventually grinded to a halt after a while and everyone opened the creaky doors
to get out. Anghus lead them through a dark wide passage that was lit up by old
electrical lights attached to the ceiling. For being miles underground, the
children felt remarkably cool. 


They eventually
came to a set of large steel doors that were already partially open, with wired
fencing on the other side. Anghus banged as hard as he could as he walked
through and identified himself to the people on the other side. The entrance
was guarded by men and women wearing rather sharp looking uniforms; tunics that
were bright red with black boots. 


‘Who are they?’
asked Charlie. 


‘Ministerial Guards,’
said Anghus. ‘They guard the bottom, and Keepers of the Woods guard the top.’ 


They all walked
through and a flurry of guards came over and began checking everyone. Pockets
were searched, shoes checked, and even hair was inspected. They also walked
through what seemed like a large machine taking pictures of them. It reminded
the children of going through security at an airport. 


‘What’s all this
for?’ asked Charlie, as a guard checked her shoelaces. 


‘Everyone gets
checked coming in and out, in case of smugglers,’ said Anghus. ‘Certain things
are banned from going in and banned from coming out of Baradoohn. There are laws
down here about forbidden items.’


The children thought
about what things could possibly be forbidden, but they soon forgot when they became
in awe of what they observed next. They had seen and heard some strange things
within the last few weeks, but nothing quite compared to this. They did not
know entirely what they were walking into when they heard they were going to
visit the immortal capital of the world, but it soon became clear. 


They looked around
and saw what they could only describe as a giant underground city. They saw
thousands of people whizzing around living their everyday lives. There were
shops, pubs, cafes, marketplaces, libraries and houses, everything that a
society would be expected to have. 


However, it was
not the amount of people or buildings that shocked the children so much, nor
the fact that this was all miles underground. It was that everyone dressed
completely differently and rather strangely. Everyone spoke in different
dialects, with some speaking English in a manner that the children did not quite
understand. They quickly realised that they were literally looking at history,
history that was walking and talking around them. All the people were from
various cultures and time periods. People were dressed in clothes seen only in
the Middle Ages, while others from the Victorian era. It was a complete
mishmash of everything.  


There were people
wearing togas with crowns made from leaves, some people wore old kilts that
wrapped completely over their shoulders, while others wore sharp pin striped
suits from what looked like the 1940s. There were Vikings, Anglo Saxons, Romans,
Tudors, Stuarts, Georgians and just about every other era of history from
Britain. There were even people walking in costumes that the children could not
even recognise, though they assumed it was from some obscure period of history.
The list was endless.   


‘Anghus, what is
going on here?’ asked Tristan in astonishment. 


‘I couldn’t tell
you before as you wouldn’t have believed me,’ said Anghus. ‘Over hundreds and
thousands of years many immies were quite comfortable with the life they were
living as they were happy with the culture they grew up in. Some people were
born and raised down here and never left.’


‘So they just
decided to keep on living in the time period they liked the most?’ said
Charlie. 


‘Something like
that,’ said Anghus. ‘This is just the city centre, but it stretches on for miles
and miles. The land is split up into different sections which mark different
time periods of history. The majority of people lived their own way of life for
centuries, so they just prefer to stay with what they know and what they feel
most comfortable in.’


The children were
struggling to comprehend how it was all possible, but here it was right in
front of them. It looked like any other busy town centre they had been too,
alive with market stalls and the like. The only exception was the culmination
of so many different people. 


A thought popped
into Tristan’s head as he continued looking around. ‘Anghus, I thought we
weren’t allowed to be exposed to your world without permission. Won’t someone
spot us?’ he said. 


‘We’ll be ok,’
said Anghus reassuringly. ‘Most people can’t tell the difference between immies
and glummies, it’s virtually impossible just by looking at them. Just blend in
and you’ll be fine.’ Tristan was unsure how one exactly blended into a place
where the man walking past him wore a Tudor outfit. 


As the children wandered
through the city centre taking everything in, just as Anghus had said, no one
stared at them. Some of the immies wore modern day clothes like they were,
while others obviously did not. For the fact Baradoohn was underground it did
not feel overly cramped to the children either. The entire area had been carved
open that it was so vast. The children were even walking on an actual pavement
made from cobbles.  


The children
looked ahead and saw actual shops and businesses. Some of the buildings went
over fifty feet high, as there were one or even two shops built on top of one
another. There were dozens of walkways with towering leaning buildings either
side. Tristan noted that there were great big ladders and spiral metal
staircases mounted on to the walls of the buildings, so customers could access
them. Much like the people they saw, the buildings were a mixture of
everything. There was an array of historical constructs as well as modern day
towers that would not look out of place in London. 


The most important
thing the children noticed though, was that there were giant concrete pillars
dotted about the place. These went from the ground all the way to the top of
the ceiling, right into the earth. This was some feat as the ceiling of
Baradoohn was a great distance from the ground. Tristan guessed these were
simply to stop all the earth from crashing down on to them. There were electric
streetlights, bins, alleyways, and everything else town centres would have. The
only difference is that when the children looked up, there were no clouds. 


As the children
continued to look around and blend in, they saw Anghus had stepped to the side
and was quietly speaking to the owner of a toy shop. Its window had rather
strange looking devices in it they thought, and signs saying Thaumatropes
and Zoetropes for sale. Eve had no idea what these were, but Charlie and
Tristan guessed they were staring into a Victorian toy shop.


 ‘Who is that?’
asked Tristan, as Anghus returned from speaking to someone.  


‘Just an old
friend. The first of many whisperers and nitter natters,’ he said. ‘Shops and
markets can be excellent places of information if you know the right people.’


‘Any joy?’ said
Charlie.


‘I’m afraid not,’
he said, though still upbeat. ‘But on we go, plenty more places.’


They walked
further into the centre and the children could see they were entering a
marketplace, that had all sorts of bartering and buying going on. People were
handing over money from numerous time periods, different jewels, and some even
handed over small animals as payment. Tristan could only guess how the payment
system worked down there. 


Anghus kept a
close eye on everyone but quickly stepped into an office by one of the markets.
Eve saw the sign read Baradoohn messenger service; one gold coin, or
a small chicken for any message.’ The office was filled with smartly
dressed people wearing bright orange cloaks and berets on their head. Eve then
saw dozens of these people scurrying out the building while clutching
envelopes, and then more returning only to stand to attention waiting for the
next one. 


‘What’s this?’ she
asked Anghus as he came back out. 


‘Messenger
service,’ he said. ‘Best way to contact people far and wide in Baradoohn. 


‘Can’t you just
use a phone?’ said Eve. 


‘Not everyone has
a phone,’ said Anghus. He could still see that Eve looked puzzled. ‘Imagine
people from the Medieval section, a lot of them don’t even know what phones are
as it’s been that long since they had any knowledge of your world. So
messengers are invaluable down here.’


‘Have you contacted
someone then?’ asked Eve. 


‘I’ve sent a
message, we’ll await a reply, but it could take days,’ said Anghus being vague.
 


They all continued
walking down the cobbles past all the buildings, still astonished how such
architecture could be built underground. The children had no real clue where
there were walking, but on the next street a random dog appeared and approached
Tristan. The golden retriever wagged its tail and sniffed his leg. 


‘Well hello there,
so whereabouts do you come from then?’ said Tristan. He got down on one knee to
talk the dog. ‘You don’t read Shakespeare as well, do you? How old are you?


‘Err Tristan,’
tried to interrupt Anghus with his finger in the air. 


‘Do you know of
anywhere we can get some information?’ continued Tristan. He thought he was
doing his best at trying to blend in by talking to it. The dog just stared back
at him while tilting his head confused. ‘Is there something wrong? Do you speak
another language then?’


‘Err Tristan,
that’s a dog,’ said Anghus. 


‘I know.’


‘As in, that’s a
dog, a stray dog,’ repeated Anghus. ‘You’re asking advice from a dog.’ He tried
to hide his chuckles behind his hand. ‘It can’t understand a word you’re
saying.’


‘But I just
assumed that if Albert could talk...’ but before Tristan could even finish his
sentence, Charlie and Eve interrupted with a fitful of laughter. 


‘You mean I’ve
been asking a bog-standard normal dog?’ he said annoyed.


‘Yes!’ laughed all
three. 


‘I did say that immortal
animals are rare. Albert, rather unfortunately, is an exception,’ explained
Anghus. 


‘Were you going to
try French next?’ said Charlie in hysterics. Tristan scrunched up his face and
scowled at his sisters, though they still kept on laughing at him and joked he
better get checked for flees later on.


The dog ran away
and still looked confused as it looked back. The group travelled further down
the cobbles. As they walked, a thought had been nagging in Charlie’s head ever
since they arrived. 


‘Anghus, surely
someone would have noticed immies now?’ she said. ‘I mean there are people
digging and working underground all over the world. People must know you’re
here.’ 


‘We try and stay
away from any areas that are of interest to others,’ said Anghus. ‘All the HQ’s
in the world are in places of no particular significance that a glummie would
need to explore. And we are deep, deep underground here,’ he continued. The
children looked up and wondered how far down they really were. 


The children, for
the most part, were almost in disbelief of how a society could thrive for centuries
underground without anyone knowing. But they were excited that they were now
within Baradoohn and given the chance to explore it. The very thought that they
were still in danger was almost out of their minds. 


They soon passed
an old wild west tavern that had saloon type doors where people’s legs could be
seen behind them. They quickly came across a familiar sight when they walked by
it, as standing outside were at least seven or eight very thin looking men and
women wearing shabby clothes; they were kreeths. They very casually stared at
the children as they walked past, but they did not move a muscle. They appeared
uninterested and only concerned with drinking whatever was in their mugs. 


‘Anghus, that’s
the same type of people who attacked us!’ said Eve. A hint of anger was evident
in her voice. 


‘Aye I know, but
they are not the same ones,’ said Anghus calmly. ‘The issue is you never know
which ones are in someone’s pocket or not. Some are that desperate for money
and medicine, that anyone can buy their allegiance. Stick close to me and you’ll
be ok, these are just interested in drinking.’


Eve noticed that
the kreeths had scars all over their faces and necks, which she did not quite
understand. ‘Why do immortals have scars on their body?’ she asked Anghus. ‘I
thought you couldn’t die?’


‘We can get hurt and
feel pain just like anyone else,’ he explained. His face clearly wished it was
not the case. ‘But if we get a cut or break a bone it still leaves a scar, and
like anyone else, scars don’t go away.’ The children finally understood why the
kreeths had some fingers as bare bones. ‘And I never said we couldn’t die,
little one.’ The children looked at Anghus but did not ask any more on the
matter. 


Anghus eventually
stopped outside a building that looked as plain as ever. He told the children
that this was where he expected to find some good and trusted information. The
sign above the door read The Speak Easy. Anghus only said one thing
before they went inside, ‘Keep your wits about you.’ 











Chapter
10


 


Duelling
at The Speak Easy


 


 


The children were once again amazed by the
building they entered. It was an old-fashioned bar with plenty of customers
sitting at their tables. Most of them were wearing high class clothes from years
ago; crisp white shirts, black bow ties and dinner jackets all looking pristine.
Some were wearing pinstriped suits with flat wide ties. There were still many
people wearing all sort of different outfits though, with some customers sat at
their table wearing frilly Edwardian clothes. 


The waiters and
bartenders looked equally as smart as the customers, wearing shirts and bowties
with white aprons around their waists. They were waiting hand and foot on the
customers every request.  


At the far end of
the building was a stage with red curtains around it, and performers already in
the middle of a show. There were dozens of men and women all in sparkling
costumes doing a splendid dance routine, with the main singer bursting out
songs.


 At the other end
of the room where the show music could not quite reach, was a man sitting at a
piano playing slow ballads with a woman stood next to him singing. She wore a
full evening dress with feathers in her hat. 


Eve recognised the
type of place immediately. She had recently been reading about the era in some
of Uncle Arthur’s library books and rarely forgot anything she read. ‘It’s a Speak
Easy, just like the name,’ she said. ‘It’s from the 1920’s in America, I think.
Where people would come to drink alcohol when it was banned, or something like
that.’


‘Oh, prohibition,
yeah I’ve read about these places at school,’ said Tristan.


‘The 1920’s was
not so long ago for us, but the owner became quite fond of the period and
decided to run this place,’ said Anghus. ‘If you ignore the name, it’s actually
a good family place believe it or not.’


As they walked
further inside, a small child suddenly appeared from under a table as if she was
hiding. She looked about eight years old and had a bizarre look on her face
when staring at the children. Charlie believed that she looked quite upset and
ready to cry, so she quickly walked over and tried to comfort her. 


‘Hey, it’s ok,’
she reassured her. ‘Are you lost? There’s no need to worry. Anghus, I think
this little one has lost her parents.’ Anghus held his hand over his face and
looked down, as if in a state of shock at what Charlie was doing. She simply carried
on and thought it best to try and help her. ‘Do you know where your mummy and
daddy are?’ she continued. ‘How did you get to be in this place? Don’t worry we’ll
help you.’


The little girl
kept looking at Anghus and had gone back to having a strange look on her face.
She took Charlie’s hand and held it.


‘No...I’m…fine, do
you have something…wrong…with you?’ said the little girl very loud and
extremely slow. ‘I’m not sure where my parents are, haven’t spoken to them in
years.’


‘Oh no, are you
homeless on the streets? We can’t have that, surely there has to be a phone in
this place where we can call someone?’ said Charlie. Anghus had put his other
hand in front of his face now. 


‘I own this
establishment I’ll have you know, and besides, the telephone is merely decorative,’
said the little girl. The confused faces had now switched. ‘Finyella is the
name; owner, operator and all-round darn fine company.’ Tristan and Eve were
trying to cover their own faces to hide the laughter, as Anghus had already
whispered it in their ears.  


‘Also please don’t
call me little one,’ the girl continued. ‘Judging by your behaviour you must be
a glummie, which makes me about 600 years older than you. Calling me a little
one is a bit condescending, wouldn’t you say?’ 


Charlie just stood
there embarrassed not knowing what to say. She had only thought that immortals
must all be adults. She never expected to come across one in the form of a
child. No sooner had she thought that, she became concerned of giving the game
away that she was not an immie, something they did not want to do. On looking
at Anghus and expecting an angry expression, he surprisingly seemed quite
relaxed. 


‘It’s ok, Finyella
is an old friend,’ he said very quietly while looking over his shoulder. ‘I trust
her with my life, it doesn’t matter if she knows. But not a word to anyone.
Remember, blend in.’


‘Ah Anghus, good
to see you again. The usual I presume?’ continued Finyella as they warmly shook
hands. 


‘Aye please,’
Anghus replied. ‘Perhaps some of your special non-alcoholic cocktails for my
friends here as well.’


‘Friends? Well you
folks are in good company indeed,’ said Finyella. Everyone walked over and
found an empty table, while Finyella repeated their orders to the bartender. They
saw that she was well and truly the boss like she said, as she was barking
orders at the waiting staff. It did not seem out of place to anyone there that
an eight-year-old girl was in charge of a bar. But of course, she was not eight
years old though. 


As they enjoyed
their drinks the children took in the atmosphere of The Speak Easy. They
watched the dancers in perfectly choreographed routines, men in suits tipping
the piano player, and waiters being bribed so customers could have the best
tables. There was also a glistening champagne fountain that Tristan and Charlie
had only seen in films. 


Tristan asked
Anghus if they stuck out too much, as they were casually dressed in such a
place, but Anghus reassured him that many customers often walked in off the
street. Now that Tristan knew immies could look like anyone at any age, he felt
a little more comfortable that he could blend in more easily. 


‘So what are we
doing here Anghus?’ said Charlie, as she had no real idea. 


‘Just waiting,’ he
said. 


‘Waiting for
what?’


‘Waiting to have
my shoes shined, there’s no place better,’ said Anghus making little sense. 


‘Why’s that of
particular importance right now?’ said Charlie. She continued to be as direct
as ever. Tristan gave her a nudge in the ribs with his elbow as if to tell her
to behave. They had come this far and seen so many strange things that Tristan
was now just going along with anything and everything, no matter how unusual. 


Anghus took a
large sip of his ginger beer and slowly looked over to a dark corner of the
room. There was a very small alcove dug into the wall, and there stood a
somewhat dirty man hunched over wearing frayed clothes. The children saw him
and thought he certainly did not look like he was a customer. There was also
another man who was well dressed and sat a on a high chair next to him reading
a newspaper, having his boots cleaned. 


‘It’s been a while
since I’ve had the old boots cleaned,’ said Anghus. He still did not give anything
more. ‘Best place in Baradoohn.’


‘One thing doesn’t
quite make sense to me,’ said Tristan. ‘You said Argatha was very powerful. If
our journey into Baradoohn is as dangerous as you think, why didn’t Argatha
come with us?’


‘I was afraid
you’d ask that,’ said Anghus. ‘You have to understand there is a complicated
history here, as troubles and politics exist within Baradoohn much like they do
anywhere.’


‘Do you mean that
Argatha isn’t allowed to come here or something?’ said Eve. 


‘No, not exactly.
She banished herself, choosing not to come here for the greater good,’
explained Anghus. ‘Argatha choses to live a solitary life, that is of course
until I pester her.’ This only made the children even more curious. Argatha
seemed so wise and felt like one of the most important people they had ever
met, but why on earth did she not chose to live with her own people? But before
they could ask, Anghus said, ‘but that’s a conversation for a different time,
without so many eyes and ears here.’ It still did not settle the children’s
curiosity though. ‘Ah, finally it’s my turn,’ continued Anghus as he eventually
walked over to the shoe shiner.


The children were
briefly left on their own but always in eyesight of Anghus, who appeared to be
having a very good conversation with the shoe shiner. They continued drinking
their very colourful cocktails, while at the same time enjoying all the
entertainment that was going on. 


Though Tristan was
enjoying himself, he never once forgot why they were in Baradoohn in the first
place. He constantly kept looking around the room to see if anything was out of
the ordinary or if anyone looked dangerous. The only issue was that everything
looked out of place to him. The fact that he was surrounded by immortals in a
1920’s bar was not exactly normal to him. He was looking at some tables that
had children seated around them wearing tuxedos, or what of course only looked
like children. Trying to distinguish what was regular and what was suspicious
in Baradoohn, was very tough indeed. 


A short time later
after the children had finished their drinks, something had caught the
attention of Charlie from a few tables over. She was looking at a group of
people playing a game that she did not recognise, a game involving sets of dice
and playing cards. She had played some friendly poker with her friends at
school and the game seemed to resemble this. 


The people at the
table all had several dice that were covered by a shaker and they were not
letting anyone else see. There appeared to be a round of betting with everyone
blurting out random numbers, then some playing cards from a deck were turned
over in the middle. Finyella interrupted Charlie and took some time out from
shouting at her staff to sit down with the children. She carried with her a
small tray of even more colourful non-alcoholic cocktails. 


‘Do you mind if I join you?’ she asked. ‘Well it’s my place
anyway so I’ll be sitting down in either case, but the niceties still have to
be observed.’ The children chuckled as they all instantly liked her, and she
made them think of London with her cockney accent. ‘I see you’re intrigued by Kuzzle,
a game if there ever was one in this place.’


‘I’m trying to
understand how it works,’ said Charlie. 


‘It’s a mathematical
betting game really,’ explained Finyella. ‘Every player has six dice and they
cover them up. They all take turns sneaking a look at their own dice. Players
have to guess the total number that all the dice on the table would add up to.’


‘I’m guessing
that’s where the gambling comes into it, as you don’t know because you can only
see your dice,’ said Charlie. 


‘Got it in one,’
said Finyella. ‘After everyone states their guess, they bet. But there’s a
small pack of cards that contains only ones to sixes in it. Two cards get
placed down, and if a four is picked then all the fours on all the dices get
wiped form the total, and so on with all the numbers.


‘And at the very
end people have to re-guess their total, whoever is closest wins?’ said Charlie
assuming. 


‘Exactly,’ said
Finyella. 


‘Sounds so
confusing,’ said Tristan, who had not bothered paying too much attention to it.
 


‘Anyway, I see you’re
friends with good old Anghus,’ said Finyella changing the topic. ‘Of course
it’s been a while since I’ve seen him, but I didn’t expect to find him in the
company of three glummies that’s for sure.’ She made them lean in closer and
whisper, so no one heard. 


‘It’s a long story,’
said Charlie. 


‘I’m sure it is, but
knowing Angus as I do, he probably wouldn’t want you telling anyone, so I won’t
even ask,’ said Finyella who seemed to understand. She only had kind words to
say about Anghus and told some funny embarrassing stories that no doubt he
would not be best pleased to have anyone knowing. She certainly knew him very
well. 


‘You would be
pushed to find a better friend than Anghus there,’ continued Finyella. ‘He’s a
very quiet chap, very calm and controlled. You know I don’t think I’ve ever
heard him raise his voice in over three hundred years.’ Tristan nodded and had
a quick look over his shoulder to see Anghus still having his boots cleaned,
but it was taking an exceptionally long time. 


‘Whispers spread
fast down here I’m afraid,’ said Finyella. This was something the children were
hoping on though. ‘The grapevine says that Anghus actually used his teum. Is that
true?’


‘More than that,
he used it to properly wallop some of those horrid kreeths in the woods,’ said
Eve. 


‘Did he now?’ gasped
Finyella. ‘He’s not really a fighting man, so something really bad must have
happened for him to get involved. That being said, I fear for anyone that would
get in Anghus’ way. He really holds dear the phrase ‘just because you can,
doesn’t mean you should.’


Tristan could not
help repeatedly look over his shoulder at the shoe shiner and Anghus. A
customer from another table had noticed him staring as well. 


‘They certainly
are taking a long time, aren’t they? That shoe shiner always does,’ said the customer
while drinking his champagne. Tristan was not sure if he should be talking to
anyone so he just politely nodded back. ‘Makes you wonder what they talk about
as that shoe shiner has been deaf and blind for years. I suppose it’s the only
job he can do,’ said the man. Tristan thought this an extremely horrible
opinion of someone and soon turned back around to the table, ignoring the man. 


‘As special guests
of The Speak Easy, compliments of the boss, that’s me, my special non-alcoholic
brew,’ said Finyella as she gave the children the cocktails. 


Charlie gave it a
sip but quickly noticed something strange. Tristan and Eve were repeatedly
asking her if she was ok? She looked at her reflection in the glass and saw
that her eyes were lit up aluminous green. She could literally be used as a
green torch to light the way she thought. Covering her eyes did not work as it
only turned her fingers green. Tristan and Eve just began to giggle, until
finally, her eyes went back to normal. 


‘Oh dear, my
apologies,’ laughed Finyella. ‘It’s a tradition that all new customers get the
brew to try out. Every reaction is different you see, depending on who you are.’


Tristan and Eve did
not waste any time and curiously took a sip of their drinks. It gave Tristan a
giant red beard, but on his forehead of all places, and the tips of Eve’s ears
turned bright red and began to flash like Christmas lights. Everyone finally
saw the funny side. 


As Tristan’s
forehead returned to normal, he quickly looked at Anghus and the shoe shiner
again. On trying to piece together what they were talking about, he manged to
lip read the same word over and over again, beenaich, a word that he had
never heard of before. 


‘What is in that
drink?’ said Charlie. She was also still checking her eyes just in case.


‘There are many
ingredients only known to immies my dear,’ said Finyella. ‘There are plants and
herbs that can be found deep underground. Some of them can have some rather
interesting side effects if mixed correctly. My ex-husband gave me the recipe.’


‘Your ex-husband?’
said Eve surprised. She was shocked that someone who looked like a child could
have been married.  


‘Yes I was married
for, oh, 521 years,’ said Finyella. ‘But it’s ok, I’m over him and I’ve just
started seeing someone who works for the beer supplier company I use.’ Finyella
spoke as this was totally normal, but of course it was, as she was an adult by
age. The children had to keep reminding themselves she was over 600 years old. 


Anghus eventually
returned to the table with his boots not looking all that polished, especially given
the time he was away for. ‘Did you get your boots cleaned in the manner that
you wished?’ asked Finyella rather strangely. Anghus replied with a single nod
and a wink. 


Just then, a small
child wearing the distinctive messenger uniform ran into the bar and up to
Anghus. He handed him a small scrolled up piece of paper which he read and
merely put back into his pocket. Tristan managed a quick glance before he did,
however, and saw that it read;


I know of no
interest in glummie children. If you seek assistance, please come and I am at
your disposable. Regards. Broden. 


Tristan did not
know what to make of the reply and said nothing of it. Before Anghus had said
goodbye to the messenger, everyone’s attention suddenly focused on the entrance
to the building. A gigantic man had just entered by crashing the doors open
without a care in the world. ‘Athol,’ muttered both Finyella and Anghus
together. 


‘This doesn’t look
good,’ said Anghus. 


The man was
certainly one of the biggest people the children had ever seen, towering over
everyone else in the bar. His arms and legs were absolutely huge and looked
like he could crush a cricket ball with his barehand. He was completely bald
and had a particularly grim look on his face. He wore an animal skin waistcoat
tied up with string, and dirty black trousers. There was also a large sheath
tied on his back, something that a sword would be placed in, but it appeared
empty. 


This man proceeded
to walk straight over with real purpose to the children’s table. He looked them
in the eye and had an eery fixated stare about him, as if nothing else in the
room appeared to matter. 


‘Long time no see,
Anghus,’ said Athol with a booming gruff voice, just managing to stop his
intense gaze at the children. 


‘The years have
been kind, Athol,’ said Anghus, struggling to lie.


‘What gives you
the right to attack my brother in the wood?’ said Athol. It was obvious from
the get-go to the children that he had a fierce temper. ‘If you interfere with
anyone from my family then you suffer consequences my quiet friend.’


‘Strictly speaking
it was another who attacked Krazzar, and attacked is such a strong word as he
was defending others,’ said Anghus. ‘I barely moved a few inches during the
entire encounter, merely a spectator, so to speak. And I’m certainly not your
friend.’


As cool as ever,
Anghus simply sat at the table sipping on his ginger beer. The children were in
awe of how big Athol was and very apprehensive about what he was capable of
doing. Anghus did not seem bothered at all though, and was not afraid to speak
his mind. The children thought that anyone would be shaking at the knees in
front of this man. 


‘You’re not talking
your way out of this one, draw your teum and we can finish this. Now!’ snarled
Athol. 


The children were
positively frightened of what was happening, especially at the sheer menacing
anger that Athol was emitting. They had seen first-hand that Anghus could
defend himself, but they thought maybe this would be a step too far for him. 


‘I have no reason
to fight you Athol,’ said Anghus. ‘I’m simply here having a drink with my
friends. The exit is that way, same door as the one you came in. Ta-ta.’


‘This isn’t a
choice, draw your teum, or are you too cowardly?’ roared Athol. Anghus barely
showed any emotion whatsoever and just sat shaking his head. 


‘Why must people
always resort to violence? I long for the day of wisdom,’ Anghus whispered to
himself with his head in his hand. 


Athol’s patience quickly
wore out as he picked up the chair in front of him and threw it against the
wall, smashing it to pieces. Just as he reached behind his back to his empty
sheath, Finyella leapt onto the table as quick as lightening and pushed her
nose right into his face.  


‘Excuse me!’ she shouted
with a menacing tone. ‘You will be settling with me before you even think about
fighting in my place. As long as The Speak Easy belongs to me you will do what
I say in my place young whippersnapper. The customer here is never right, I am!’


Everyone had
paused momentarily at the table, unable to guess what was about to happen or
how anyone would react. The children were again impressed by how someone so
small could stand up to such a big brute. 


‘Your size doesn’t
intimidate me in the slightest little boy, I was running this place when you
were still in nappies,’ said Finyella.


‘And what big
nappies they must have been,’ remarked Charlie in the background. 


‘You may be a big lug
of a man but you won’t last very long in here, I can assure you,’ said
Finyella. 


The children were
in disbelief of how this small child-like person was still ranting and raving
at a giant who was three times her size. Looking round, they quickly realised
why, as all the waiters and bar staff had stopped serving drinks and were stood
still staring right at him. They had their hands poised behind their back with
stern unfazed gazes. Realising he was outnumbered, his attitude very quickly
changed. 


‘My apologies, you
must have misunderstood my intentions,’ laughed Athol. He now oozed with fake
politeness. ‘I was only challenging my old acquaintance Anghus here to a good old-fashioned
friendly duel. A contest of who the better fighter is.’


‘You win. Bye,’
quipped Anghus, who always appeared to have little vanity. 


‘Unless the rules
of your bar have changed, that customers are no longer allowed to challenge
people?’ said Athol completely ignoring him. 


‘Duel challenges
are obviously still allowed, but only if Anghus accepts,’ said Finyella, though
she knew what the answer was. 


‘Challenge
refused,’ said Anghus. ‘I’ve no wish to fight you, friendly or otherwise. In
any case, me and my friends are just leaving.’ Anghus turned towards Finyella
and said, ‘Thank you for the usual lovely company.’


Athol, however,
blocked his path as he stood up. He was obviously a great deal taller than
Anghus and looked down at him. This would have intimidated anyone standing
there thought the children, but not Anghus. 


‘You don’t refuse
a challenge, especially from someone from my family,’ shouted Athol. ‘You will
accept. Come on fight, coward, fight!’


Athol continued to
shout at the top of his voice and tried to antagonise Anghus. He began bumping him
with his broad chest and pushing him on the shoulders, shouting louder and
louder trying to goad him. He pushed him again and again, each time shouting
louder than before. Anghus simply took every push and every goad in his stride.
He was as calm and controlled as ever and stayed silent throughout. Every time
Athol pushed him he was jolted back, but he merely steadied himself on his feet
again and stood firm. He finally spoke with a single word, ‘No.’


Athol lost his
patience further and pushed Anghus so hard he was launched across the floor and
ended up with his back crashing against the bar, knocking over a drink behind
him. Just before Finyella was about to order her staff to run over, a voice
shouted from the other end of the bar. 


‘I’ll take that
challenge!’ said the voice. 


Everyone looked
from where the voice had come from, and saw a hooded man sipping a drink in the
corner. No one seemed had noticed that he was even there. He was a naturally
handsome man with a boyish face. As soon as Anghus looked in his direction over
his shoulder, he sighed and rolled his eyes. 


‘Ah, Sebastian,
still looking and acting like a wee boy are we? Trying to fight your brother’s
battles for him?’ said Athol to the man. 


Sebastian, as
everyone now seemed to know who he was, walked over and removed his coat with a
cocky smile on his face, unfazed by everything that he just heard. He was an
athletic looking man and walked with assured confidence on his way over. Anghus
bumped into his shoulder on purpose and glared at him. 


‘Better to leave
this one, brother,’ said Anghus in his ear. The children could not have
imagined these two were brothers as they looked nothing like each other.


‘Leave this one? Not
while this overgrown infant isn’t getting his own way,’ said Sebastian smiling.



‘It seems I’ll
just have a little fun with your brother first as a warmup, before I come back
to you, shall I?’ said Athol arrogantly. ‘Bartender, I’ll have a quick drink
beforehand.’


Athol cracked his
knuckles with glee and smiled at the children, while Sebastian merely winked at
them. Based on what she saw, Eve believed them to be both as cocky as each
other. Though given that Sebastian appeared to be Anghus’ brother, she
naturally decided to root for him. 


‘Please ignore the
childish and immature behaviour you are about to see,’ said Anghus to the
children. ‘Sebastian is what you glummies call, a plonker.’


Athol continued to
crack every joint and quickly drank the colourful drink that was passed to him.
He reached behind his back and placed his hand over the top of the empty
sheath. Amazingly, as a streak of fire lit up his hand, a giant weapon now
appeared inside it. Athol then drew the teum in front of him and the children
could see that a large wooden type sword was now in his hands. However, much the
same as Krazzar’s teum previously, it had no blade, and the size of it
disturbed the children as it was a claymore type sword, an ancient giant of a
weapon.


Sebastian did the
same but beneath his streak of fire lay two small wooden daggers, only a couple
of feet long. On the whole they looked far less menacing that Athol’s. The
teums did not look overly dangerous to the children. The shapes did indeed
resemble dangerous items, but they all appeared to be made out of a wooden type
substance and nothing else. The children watched the duel intensely as they
really had no idea what it consisted of. 


Athol flinched his
hand as if to make the first move, but as he did, Sebastian started smirking at
him. He looked round and saw everyone was soon laughing and pointing at him as
well. 


‘What are you
laughing at?’ he barked. But he caught his reflection in a cocktail glass and
saw that the tips of his ears and his nose were flashing pink. 


‘Please ignore the
childish and immature behaviour you just saw, I switched his drink with our
cocktail,’ whispered Charlie to Anghus, who could not help a small laugh
himself. 


Athol raged in
anger and charged at Sebastian with his teum outstretched. He put his full
force into lunging at him. Sebastian merely gracefully stepped aside very
calmly, he moved only a few inches but Athol’s momentum meant he went straight
by and crashed into the bar. He rose to his feet quickly with his face as red
as ever, this time not from the cocktail, and charged at Sebastian again.


The children
clasped tightly on to whatever thing they were holding at the time. Sebastian
was indeed bigger than his brother, but Athol still towered over him like the
big brute he was. To willingly duel with this man seemed madness they thought.  


Athol looked like
his was learning his lesson and this time he slowly walked up to Sebastian, taking
an almighty powerful swing at his body, but Sebastian was able to raise both
his teums and deflect his strike away. He paused slightly and smugly blew on
his daggers, looking like he was proud of himself. 


Both then clashed
together and struck each other’s teums at random, with no one able to get near
the other’s skin at all. Each shot was blocked or skilfully redirected. It was
relentless, and they did not pause for what seemed liked ages. 


‘What exactly are
the rules of this duel?’ Tristan asked Anghus as he watched.


‘Simple as can be,
the first person to put a mark on the head of the other,’ he replied. 


Sebastian looked
like he always held the upper hand. He rarely broke a sweat, compared to Athol
who was turning red and panting away. His strength and size counted for nothing
at this moment. Every move Sebastian made was effortless. The children got the
impression that he was not trying overly hard, and that he was enjoying himself
far too much. 


Athol continued
his blunt powerful swings; high, low and to the body, but they all missed or
were blocked. Sebastian was anticipating every strike before Athol could even
think it. Suddenly though, while he was arrogantly skipping about, he slipped
on a spilled drink and stumbled down on one knee. Athol finally took full
advantage and grabbed hold of his shirt. 


‘Dance away from
this,’ muttered Athol. He gave a mighty blow with the handle end of his teum
right in the gut of Sebastian, which severely winded him. He then swept his
teum high up in the air then right down low under his legs, which knocked him
flat on his back. 


The children could
see the fight had turned a corner. Athol was swinging at random and Sebastian
was frantically trying to defend himself any way he could. He had his teums in
each hand and was bouncing strikes off, while at the same time trying to catch
his breath and regain his balance. Athol used his strength and gigantic figure
to overpower Sebastian, which now appeared to be working as he was barely
keeping Athol’s teum away from his head. 


Suddenly, Athol took
a great swing and thwacked one of the teums out of Sebastian’s hand. He kicked
the hinge of his leg, which grounded him again, and lowered his teum towards
his face. Sebastian tried to force it away with his own, which worked only for
a few seconds, but Athol was too strong and he slowly managed to break the hold
and lower the end on to his face and graze the surface of his skin. As they had
seen before in the wood with Hamish, the children observed a spark of light
where it had touched Sebastian’s cheek. Teums seemed to have a reaction to
people’s flesh they observed. 


Athol smiled down
at his enemy, but he saw that he was smiling back at him. He had failed to
realise that while Sebastian was lying on the floor, he had sneakily managed to
reach out and grab his other teum behind Athol, and was now tapping the back of
Athol’s bald shiny head with it. Every tap left a small illuminous dot of a
scar. Both smiles soon disappeared. 


‘Well it appears
like we have a draw,’ shouted Finyella to the entire Speak Easy, as all the
customers had gathered round in a crowd taking bets. ‘Now that you’ve had your
duel, you can leave Athol. Sebastian you can sod off too.’ Clearly Finyella was
not impressed with their behaviour. 


‘Serves you right
brother,’ said Anghus. 


‘What do you mean,
it was a draw remember?’ said Sebastian. For some reason he seemed in a
surprisingly upbeat mood.


Both Athol and
Sebastian got up and dusted themselves off, never breaking eye contact for even
a second. They clearly did not trust each other to honour the rules of the duel.


‘Can we now get
out of here?’ said Anghus hastily. 


‘What’s the rush?
I wanted to finish my drink,’ said Sebastian, still quite aloof.


‘I don’t like it,
something feels off, which is why I wanted to leave in the first place. I’ve
got what I came here for already. All of us, including your stupid halfwit
self, need to leave right now!’ Anghus appeared irritated for the first time. 


The children
grabbed their coats as quickly as they could and gave a warm goodbye to Finyella.
They had not seen Anghus looked so concerned before, which worried them. When
they got back on the cobbled street outside, they all stood still. The children
and Sebastian just watched Anghus standing and looking around slowly from right
to left. Everything appeared completely normal to them. Shops were open and
people were walking about, but something had clearly irked Anghus. 


Eve watched as he
stepped forward and looked at the wild west tavern everyone had walked by
earlier. The kreeths were still sat there drinking, but not one looked up at
Anghus, unlike before. He walked backwards and stepped closer to Eve while holding
her hand. Sebastian took the hint and moved round beside his brother. As calmly
as ever, Anghus looked down at Eve and stared at her right in the eyes and whispered,
‘run!’


The whole group
started to run as hard as they could on the cobbles, and the very second they
did, the band of kreeths in the tavern threw down whatever they had in their
hands and sprinted after them at a petrifying pace. Their fears had come true as
they were now being hunted again. 


The chase did not
last long though. They got only past a few shops when another group of kreeths
came out from around the corner and cut them off. When they looked back, they
could see other people had also arrived. The children could see Athol, who had
come running out the bar, Krazzar, and a woman they had not seen before. 


The children looked
around and there appeared far too many people for anyone to defend themselves
properly. A great flash of fire lit up the cobbles as everyone involved drew their
teums at the same time. 


‘You should have
saved your energy,’ said Anghus to Sebastian. 


Before he could
even reply, there was another great flash of fire that not only lit up the
cobbles, but part of the city as well. The children saw that dozens of men and
woman had appeared from another side of the street. They too had just drawn
their teums of all shapes and sizes. The men and woman wore the same slightly
odd uniform. They were dressed all in black with a bright tartan patterned
cloak behind them, and on their heads were old-fashioned but even more brightly
coloured tartan flat caps. 


They took no time
in sizing up the situation and charged in immediately at the group of kreeths.
Within a few seconds, what looked like a fully-fledged street riot was
unfolding. People were being knocked off their feet with teums being swung at
everyone. Athol and Krazzar were tackled to ground, before standing up and
getting the better of anyone who came near them. 


Anghus could see
some of the strange uniformed people running towards them too. ‘What a stramash,’
he said. He took Eve’s hand, and Sebastian took Charlie’s, while Tristan ran beside
them. They all ran back up the cobbled street and around all the people
fighting. Whoever the strange people were, they had given them a chance to run
away whether they knew it or not. But just as it appeared they were doing them
a favour, a few of the tartan capped people saw the children fleeing and began
running after them as well in the distance. 


The children ran
past every shop as fast as they could and were almost at the big iron gates. The
Ministerial Guards stared at them in confusion as they approached hastily, but
everyone managed to hurry themselves through the checks and empty their
pockets, being allowed back through the passageway with little trouble.


The old Bentley
was waiting there for them with the door wide open. Everyone crammed in as
quickly as they could as there was no time for proper seating arrangements this
time. 


‘Turn the key,
go!’ yelled Tristan at Charlie, who had slipped into the driver’s seat. Charlie
was fumbling about with the key that Anghus passed to her, tying her fingers up
in knots. She eventually managed to hold it properly, but her hands were too
jittery and it wasn’t going in the ignition. In her nerves, she dropped the key
on the floor.


As she picked it
up, everyone could hear the rambling noise of the group of people running
nearer to their location. The people in the tartan caps had been yelling at the
guards to not let them pass, but it was too late by the time they heard them. 


They were not that
far behind and it would only a take the people a few more seconds to reach the
children. Charlie grasped the key again and slipped it into the ignition,
making an almighty screech with the engine. Each time she turned it the engine
just screamed at her without turning on. The running boots behind them were
almost at the gates. 


‘Isn’t there some
way we can manually start up the lift?’ asked Tristan panicked. 


‘You mean like an outside
lever?’ said Anghus. 


‘Yes!’ yelled
everyone. 


‘No, there isn’t
one of those,’ he said. ‘Charlie, calmly now, have faith and turn it gently.’
Anghus remained cool in the car. 


Charlie took a
deep breath and turned the key as smoothly as she could. The engine roared and the
lift finally started. Just then, one of the tartan capped men had burst into
the room and ran straight towards the Bentley. He managed to get his hand on
the door handle, but it was too late, before he could yank it open the car was
whizzing its way back up to the woods. 











Chapter
11


 


Beenaichs


 


 


Everyone could now finally relax as they
had made it back to Argatha’s cottage. Anghus informed Argatha of everything
that happened, whereby she just sat and gave the occasional nod while puffing
on her pipe. Tristan, Charlie and Eve were glad to be back in somewhat
comfortable surroundings. 


‘How did you find
that?’ Tristan asked Charlie. 


‘Well it had been
quite fun, up to a point,’ she said. 


‘Up to a point,
yes,’ said Tristan humming back,


‘Just the whole
place, Baradoohn, it’s amazing,’ said Charlie wondrously. ‘Do you ever imagine
how an entire civilisation could live underground for generations without us
even knowing they were there?’ Tristan nodded back and was filled with just as
much astonishment as his sister, at what went on beneath their feet. 


As they poured tea,
Tristan was trying to be nosey about what Argatha and Anghus were whispering
about, but Argatha began her usual pacing up and down in a cloud of smoke. Argatha
told the children that her pipe contained fine plant roots and mud, known only
to immortals, and it was completely harmless to anyone.


‘I suppose if it’s
not obvious already, this is Sebastian, my brother,’ said Anghus not sounding
overly happy. ‘He’s also an imbecile.’ He was hardly impressed with his actions
in Baradoohn. 


‘Pleasure to meet
you all, that was rather fun back in the bar wasn’t it?’ said Sebastian smiling
away and ignoring the insult.  


‘You can just sit
down and shut up, drink your tea and let the grownups decide where we go from
here,’ said Anghus firmly. He became annoyed for the first time in front of the
children. 


‘Are you going to
let him talk to me like that?’ Sebastian said to Argatha. 


‘I’ll do more than
that doll, I’ll get Albert here to clip your toenails with his teeth,’ said
Argatha. Sebastian instantly became in a sulk at getting no defence. 


‘You complete
cretin, why did you have to be in that bar at that exact time? We were just
about to leave,’ said Anghus. 


‘You can’t let
someone like Athol come at you like that, everyone will think you’re a coward,’
said Sebastian. 


‘The lesson is
yours to learn, as it always is brother,’ said Anghus still angry. ‘I don’t
care if people think of me as a coward, I don’t just fight with someone simply
because they have asked me to. He was goading me into fighting. People can do
that all day long and I’ll just stand there and smile at them.’


‘Well I still gave
him a good showing in a duel,’ said Sebastian. He seemed completely oblivious
to the points his brother was making.


‘That’s exactly
what he wanted,’ said Anghus. Sebastian merely sat there continuing with his sulk.
‘When have you ever known an idiot like Athol to ask for a fight but stand
there and argue for overly long amount of time. He would have come in swinging
usually. He was buying time! He was waiting for the kreeths to be paid and
bought over, and for Krazzar and Elspyth to arrive. He was stalling and you
fell right into his hands.’


‘Still always
wanting to fight are we Sebastian?’ said Argatha disappointed. 


‘I knew what he
was doing, and the quickest way to leave was to refuse,’ said Anghus. ‘He could
have shouted and pushed me all he wanted, but he wasn’t going to start a fight
with all of Finyella’s people there, was he? We could have been back here
without going through all that rigmarole.’ Sebastian looked at him with
somewhat apologetic eyes, but only a glimmer. 


‘We didn’t know
that for sure though?’ he said trying to defend himself. 


‘Yes we did!’ said
Anghus with a rare raise of his voice. ‘In case it escaped that thick head of
yours, Athol is one of the most undisciplined fools there is and he’s pretty
easy for me to trix. After hundreds of years you’d think you’d remember who I
can read and who I can’t.’


The children stood
there thinking about this. They often pondered how far Anghus’ abilities went.
Could he tell exactly what people were thinking, or was is just body language?
Speech patterns perhaps? Their attention soon went back to the issue at hand
though. 


‘Sebastian, just
because you’re one of the most skilled fighters amongst immortals doesn’t mean
you have to show it. Flick that switch in your head labelled ‘learn,’ said
Argatha. She continued giving him a right old telling off. 


Sebastian looked
at his brother and Argatha with slightly less confidence than he did earlier.
It was obvious he was now feeling like he had let people down. Whatever his
background, he certainly put a lot of stock into what Argatha thought. The
children gathered this may have not been the first time that these two had had
such discussions. Embarrassed with himself, he sat in the corner and sulked
even further with his arms folded. 


‘Who was that
woman we saw with the others at the end? She gave me creeps,’ said Charlie. 


‘That was Elspyth,
we haven’t encountered her for a wee while now,’ explained Anghus. ‘Elspyth is
Markaeyla’s daughter and has always been more elusive than her brothers, popping
up here and there. But anyone who underestimates her usually regrets it.’


‘How did you know
about the kreeths?’ asked Tristan, changing the subject. He had no idea how
Anghus knew to run. ‘We passed them on the way in and all seemed normal.’


‘It was what they
were not doing,’ said Anghus. ‘When we walked by them earlier a few looked our
way. Coming out though, they were trying too hard to look like they were not
paying attention, it just didn’t look right; how they moved, how they acted.
Not a single one of them looked our way.’


‘So who were those
people that turned up, the ones in the strange uniform and hats?’ asked Eve
curiously. 


‘The peelerpots; they
are the Baradoohn police,’ said Anghus. ‘I presume that one of their informants
must have tipped them off that a big fight was about to happen.’ It had not
even occurred to the children that Baradoohn would have its own police force. ‘Ministerial
Guards take on all the serious DM business and guarding the passageways, but
the peelerpots deal with the regular street crime and enforcing the law,’
continued to explain Anghus. Charlie sat there a little worried, as the thought
of almost being arrested certainly did not appeal to her. She did not want to imagine
what a jail cell underground looked like. 


No one had eaten
in a while and so they all tucked in the sumptuous food and drink that Argatha
had prepared on the table. Albert, who had been his usual snobby self by
reading his newspaper and had yet to acknowledge anyone, came to sit up on the
table. Tristan gave him a little look as he half expected that Albert would eat
out of a bowl on the floor. Instead, he ate at the table with everyone else,
but still out of bowl. 


 ‘Well I’m glad
you have all came back safe and sound,’ said Argatha.


‘I don’t think we
accomplished anything unfortunately,’ said Tristan disheartened. ‘We had a look
around and then went into that place, but obviously we got chased away. It
looks like it was a risk wasted.’ Tristan sat there while giving Eve a hug. 


‘Far from it Master
Tristan, from what Anghus told me we established a few things you might not be
aware of,’ said Argatha. ‘We now know that more than one member of Markaeyla’s
family wants to get hold of you. Krazzar we know, but now Athol and Elspyth.
She seems to be sending everyone after you, which means she desperately wants
you three.’


‘But we still
don’t know what that is, that’s why we went down there,’ said Charlie a little
upset.  


‘We now have a
rough idea on what to go on though!’ said Anghus. He was finally giving
everyone some much desired good news. ‘Finyella had not heard anything at all, which
is unusual for her. However, I spoke to an old acquaintance of mine who dropped
a little hint my way. Beenaichs.’ 


Tristan sat up
more alertly as soon as he heard the word. Argatha also whipped her head when
Anghus said it, slamming down the teapot she was holding. This word clearly
meant something. ‘Where did you hear that word?’ she said gobsmacked. 


‘Someone at The
Speak Easy said the word had been mentioned by certain people, though he
couldn’t say who,’ said Anghus.


‘That man who was
shining your shoes?’ said Eve ploughing into biscuits. 


‘Yes, Kroodie is
his name. He shines shoes all over Baradoohn for every customer and you’d be
surprised what he hears,’ said Anghus. 


‘If this word is
as important as your saying then surely no one is going to let it slip around a
shoe shiner.’ Charlie was being inquisitive. 


‘Yes, they do,’
replied Anghus. ‘Kroodie is blind and deaf, and many people look down on him or
don’t even realise he is there at times. They couldn’t even comprehend that
behind Kroodie’s disadvantaged eyes and ears, is a very advantaged brain. Let’s
just say he puts his perceived weaknesses to good use, and some of his
customers opinions of him need to evolve a lot more. 


‘How did you talk
to him then if he is blind and deaf? I saw you talking to him, well, normally?’
said Charlie. She was trying to look for a better word than the one she chose. 


‘That’s why people
often let slip bits of gossip about their business in front of him, believing
he can’t understand anything. But how he does it, well, somethings have to be
kept a secret I suppose,’ said Anghus smiling. 


‘What does beenaich
actually mean then?’ said Tristan, trying to get to the bottom of it. 


‘Beenaich is a very
old term that refers to something from long ago, it’s almost a mythical word
now that few believe in,’ said Argatha beginning to explain. ‘There’s no proof
that beenaichs exist in this day and age, but if they do, it relates to
something that Markaeyla would want.’ The children sat there listening
intently. ‘You could describe it as a weapon or a power of sorts, and with it,
she would be even more powerful in Baradoohn than she already is.’


‘What kind of a
weapon?’ said Charlie.


‘Unfortunately,
there are no documented records that describe what kind of a weapon or tool a beenaich
actually is, or what form it takes,’ said Argatha. This only fuelled the
children’s curiosity further. ‘I have lived a long time, more than most, but
the term is shrouded in mystery. The only details that anyone knows is that
whoever possesses a beenaich, grows in power. It doesn’t state what that power
is or how they do it.’


The children were
almost on the edge of their seats listening to this, scared, but fascinated at an
immortal mythology that was evolving right in front of them. 


‘But we must not
let our imaginations get the better of us,’ Argatha continued with some
caution. ‘This term does come up from time to time in any conversation, usually
in stories or drunken shenanigans down a pub.’ Anghus nodded his head in agreement
as well. 


‘It’s something
more this time I can assure you!’ suddenly interrupted a voice. Sebastian had
shouted and had now come out of his sulk. He appeared quite proud of himself
that he had news people wanted. 


‘You’ve heard
something?’ asked Argatha eagerly.


‘Oh now you want
my opinion?’ said Sebastian rather immaturely. ‘No more of these cretin or fool
comments or other derogatory remarks to fling my way?’ The others in the room
were not exactly impressed at his attitude. 


‘Dear lord, you’re
over 500 years old, act like it!’ said Anghus. He was clearly annoyed at his brother’s
petulant behaviour. ‘Now what is it?’


‘Well I’ve heard
the word being repeated and passed around,’ finally explained Sebastian. ‘The whisper
amongst certain individuals is that a beenaich is being linked to a glummie.’


‘What are these
whispers and where did you hear them?’ said Argatha. 


‘I have my own
sources,’ said Sebastian quite evasively. ‘But the news on the cobbles is that
Markaeyla has found pieces of information that may lead to a beenaich, and this
is through a glummie.’


‘It would
certainly fit in with what Kroodie was saying,’ said Anghus. He stood there trying
judge whether to believe his brother or not. 


‘In my humble
opinion, and I know that counts for little in this house, this word is the very
centre of why these children have become involved,’ said Sebastian. ‘Markaeyla
is after a beenaich and will stop at nothing to possess one. Think about it,
you know Markaeyla better than anyone, and if she knew there was a real
beenaich then what would she do to get it?’


Argatha had her
eyes closed while she sadly nodded her head as she agreed with Sebastian,
something that the children presumed was not exactly a common occurrence.
Tristan also began to wonder why Argatha would be the one to know Markaeyla
best. He knew there were many things they did not know yet, but this thought
stayed with him for a while. 


‘But what has this
got to do with us?’ asked Charlie confused. 


‘From the
information that we know, it’s suggests that you maybe inextricably linked to a
beenaich. Perhaps it’s location?’ said Argatha. The children sat there thinking
they did not even know immortals existed until recently, so could they really
be linked to such a thing?


‘It’s something we
can’t ignore,’ said Anghus. Argatha began puffing on her pipe and agreed. 


‘I still don’t
understand what that has to do with us?’ said Charlie again. ‘We are not
connected to your world at all. We’re not even from Auchindowen, we’re from
London. Why us?!’


‘Markaeyla may
think that you have information regarding where a beenaich is,’ said Argatha. 


‘Maybe you
actually don’t know anything and she is mistaken,’ said Anghus. ‘The truth is
we don’t know. One thing is for certain though, her family will not stop looking
for you until they eliminate that possibility.’


‘But…but how can
we possibly know anything about this beenaich thing?’ said Charlie stuttering. 


‘That is something
we have to find out,’ said Argatha. ‘You could be the first link of a chain
without even knowing it.’


The children were
sat looking at each other and not exactly relishing the thought of being a
prized possession that someone wanted, or a key source of information that they
knew nothing about. Before they even moved to Scotland they had received more
than their fair share of unwanted attention due to the accident with their
parents. Police, social workers, lawyers and distant relatives were just a few
of the people who were constantly in their faces and never leaving them alone. Tristan
was sat there thinking it was out of frying pan and into the fire for him and
his sisters. 


Toast began to be
scraped and some of the fig rolls had now made their way out also. There was
the occasional shush from Albert who was still trying to read. Argatha was
regularly going back and forth into her cloud of smoke, eventually getting up
to refill the tea pot and asking Tristan to walk with her.


‘What exactly do
we do now then?’ whispered Tristan as the others muttered amongst themselves.
He did not want his sisters to hear anything that might frighten them. 


‘Master Tristan
I’m not going to lie to you, there is no place to keep you or your family safe.
If your seeking my council then we need to get help,’ said Argatha whispering
back. 


‘Does this mean
going back down to Baradoohn?’ asked Tristan. Argatha sadly nodded her head.


‘You must go to
the Divisional Ministry.’


‘I thought you
said they would take far too long?’ said Tristan. 


‘I know, it may
well do,’ as she empathised with him. ‘But if you request ministerial help and state
that immies are trying to kidnap your family because of a supposed link to a
beenaich, they will have to offer you help and protection. We don’t have to
mention Markaeyla’s name just yet.’


Tristan was not
overly keen on going back to Baradoohn. Although he was fascinated with the
place, the safety of his sisters came first in his mind. But he knew that
Argatha was doing everything she could to keep them out of harms way as well.
Tristan sat there giving a reassuring smile over the room to Eve and Charlie as
they ate. 


Argatha could
easily sense what Tristan was thinking. She sat there quietly for some time as
she understood that he had to make a tough decision. From the short time they
all knew each other, Argatha could tell how much he cared for Eve and Charlie.  


‘Journeying to the
DM means we could be attacked again,’ Tristan said quietly. ‘My parents left me
in charge of my sisters, and how can I disrespect them by so recklessly going
back into danger?’ He paused, and then thought to himself that he might equally
be putting everyone in danger by not doing anything at all. It was a dilemma
that he hated. Tristan believed that they had almost found some form of
tranquillity in Auchindowen after what had happened to his parents, and the
current situation had now muddled everything up. Whatever his decision was going
to be, it would have consequences. 


‘Can’t we get the
message to the DM another way? Perhaps send someone on our behalf or write them
a letter?’ asked Tristan. He desperately sought a third option, but
unfortunately Argatha shook her head. 


‘Official requests
to the Ministry like this must be done in person by those who seek it, or they
won’t take it seriously,’ said Argatha. Tristan sat there and thought long and
hard while rubbing his head. 


‘Will you come
with us?’ he asked.


‘Regrettably, that
is something I cannot do,' said Argatha. ‘My time in Baradoohn came to an end a
long time ago. You must make this decision alone, again.’ Tristan watched
Argatha’s head droop as she replied. This was the only time so far that he had
seen her genuinely sad. 


‘We will go,’ said
Tristan as he sighed. Argatha placed a hand on his shoulder as she knew the
burden he was baring. There was a silent agreement that nothing more was needed
to be said between the two. 


Shortly after,
Tristan sat with Charlie and Eve alone at the table while the others helped
tidied up. He told everyone what he had decided to do, but only after a good night’s
rest. Eve did not look particularly bothered and hoped at the chance of going
back to Baradoohn again. Nothing seemed to faze her, despite the danger. Tristan
gave her a hug while Charlie settled for a rub on her head. 


All of a sudden
there was a loud knock at the door which made everyone freeze. Argatha, Anghus
and Sebastian all looked at each other wide eyed, which did not fill the
children with confidence. They got the feeling that the only guests Argatha
would ever have at the cottage were already inside it. A second loud thud at
the door quickly came, followed by a voice. ‘Police! Open up.’


As soon as they
heard who it is was, the children became worried straight away. Anghus and
Sebastian, for some reason, breathed a sigh of relief and seemed quite relaxed.



‘No one move an
inch from where you’re standing, I’ll deal with this,’ said Argatha. 


Tristan, Charlie
and Eve were all sat and stood right in the middle of the room in plain sight
of the door, which made them slightly apprehensive as anyone could see them.
Anghus and Sebastian were both statue-still and holding cups of tea to their
lips.


Argatha opened the
door and it was indeed a local police officer with a few of his fellow officers
all in uniform. The children could not see Sergeant Dougal though. Eve observed
that one of them was holding up pictures of her and Charlie. 


‘Good evening constable,
may I help you?’ said Argatha to the police officer. She seemed to put on a
voice much older than what it really was. 


‘Ma’am, I’m
looking for three children that have been reporting missing from the farm up
the road,’ said the officer.


‘I’m sorry
constable, I don’t know of any children being lost, especially in the woods of
all places,’ said Argatha. She appeared to be pretending to be a confused old
woman and putting on an act. ‘They are certainly not here. I’m just an old lady
spending my retirement in my cottage.’


‘Have you lived
here long ma’am?’ said the officer inquisitively. ‘It’s just that I’ve always
known this cottage to be empty you see. Strange that I find you here, wouldn’t
you agree?’


The children grew
more nervous as they thought they had been rumbled. However, Argatha paused for
a while and stared at the officer, a rather awkward and overly long stare. She
tilted her head slightly and reached out her hand to gently flick one of his
coat buttons. She stared further still without blinking and the officer stared
right back.  


‘I’ve lived here
for years constable, you know that’ said Argatha smoothy. ‘You’ve walked by and
waved at me countless times and even had tea once or twice, haven’t you?’ 


The officer
continued his curious gaze before slightly scrunching up his face. After a few
moments he finally spoke again. ‘Silly me, aye that’s right. Well I just had to
ask; orders are orders after all. I will still need to come inside and have a
quick look though.’


‘Be my guest,’
said Argatha confidently. 


Tristan stood
there frozen, but he could not think why on earth Argatha was willingly letting
someone in. Had she lost her mind he thought? The last thing he needed was to
be dragged back to the farm at this precise moment in time. 


The officer walked
in and around the dinner table. Sitting on a chair right next to it was Eve
holding a piece of cake in her mouth, a little bit of drool had even started to
slide out of the corner as she dared not move. He looked right down at her and
stared at her seat, but he did not say a word. The officer then crouched down
on his hands and knees to look under the table, using the edge of Eve’s stool
to help him back up to his feet. But still he said nothing. 


He began walking in
the middle of the room towards Tristan and Charlie, who only moved their eyes
so as to know where he was. Remarkably, the policeman walked in between them to
go down the length of the cottage while creaking the floorboards as he went. He
peered round most things and looked under and around.


Before walking
back along the middle of the cottage he stopped and lingered for a moment. The officer
gave a flurry of short sharp sniffs where he stood and frowned. He slowly
turned to the right where Charlie was standing. He stood toe to toe and looked
directly at her. The officer was a tall man and Charlie’s head came right under
his nose where he sniffed some more. 


‘Do you wear
perfume ma’am?’ he said, as he turned around to speak with Argatha. 


‘Well one has to
keep oneself beautiful. I’m still in the dating game constable, even at my age,’
she said.


‘The thing is I
note some perfume right here where I’m standing, but I didn’t detect any on you
whatsoever. Strange don’t you think?’ The children thought he was on to
something after smelling Charlie’s perfume. 


Argatha walked
over to the policeman and slowly straightened another one of his buttons, this
time giving it a little polish with her sleeve while she looked at him directly
in the eye. ‘Constable, you bought me that perfume as a Christmas present a few
years ago, don’t you remember?’


‘Of course ma’am,
how could I forget,’ he said, after he looked dazed for a moment. He then
continued around Charlie who was now standing as nervous as ever. He even
looked her right in the eye as he wondered off, but she just stared right back
at him. As the children continued to stand still, they found it strange that
the officer did not seem to mind that Argatha was now changing her story. 


‘I’m sorry to have
disturbed you ma’am, all appears in order. I hope you have a good night,’ he
said with wave. 


‘No trouble at
all, T-T-F-N,’ said Argatha as she closed the door. 


The children
finally moved and the first thing they did was scratch their noses before breathing
a sigh of relief. Anghus and Sebastian merely continued drinking their tea as
if nothing had happened. 


‘What does TTFN
mean?’ asked Eve. For some reason this was the first question on her mind. 


‘Ta-ta for now,’
laughed back Argatha. 


‘How on earth did
he not see any of us? He looked at me directly in the face but then walked by
me,’ said Charlie astounded.  


‘You did something
with his mind, didn’t you?’ said Eve, remembering the trix that Argatha
possessed. 


‘Glummie minds
have always been easier to deceive,’ said Argatha. 


‘He shouldn’t have
noticed light from the cottage in the first place, you must be slipping old
lady,’ said Anghus laughing quietly. Tristan and Charlie were also under the
impression that anyone who approached the cottage would be trixed straight away,
much like it appeared to them initially. 


‘Hmm oh dear, my
concentration must have slipped,’ said Argatha as she shrugged her shoulders.
‘I’ve been thinking so hard about our own predicament that my mind must have
lapsed.’


‘Was is it the
stare or the flicking of his button? Is that how you trixed him?’ asked Eve
excited. 


‘Oh who could
possibly say,’ laughed Argatha. She purposely did not give anything away about
how such things were done.  ‘But I may have given the constable the impression
the cottage was completely empty and I was just an old hag wearing ragged
clothes. I play the part well I feel.’


‘I’d say you play
the part well even when you’re not act……’


‘Utter one more syllable
and you can sleep outside my lad,’ said Argatha, as she cut off Sebastian
mid-sentence. He merely sniggered back. 


‘Are you wearing
perfume Charlie?’ asked Tristan. 


‘Maybe,’ she said.
‘It belongs to Emily Morton from your class in school, and we all know how you
fancy her.’ Charlie expected a teasing comment and therefore picked on Tristan
before he even had the chance to do it to her. Eve put her hand over her mouth
smiling. 


‘I don’t fancy
Emily Morton!’ said Tristan, while everyone giggled.  


‘Well she showed
me the letter you wrote her,’ said Charlie. ‘I’ve got a copy of it here
actually. I’ve been waiting for the most inconvenient time to show it to
people, now seems appropriate.’ Charlie revealed a folded-up letter from her
pocket and began reading before anyone could say anything.  


‘To Emily. I’ve
noticed you around…’ 


But before she
could continue, Tristan stormed out of his seat and grabbed it from her hands.
Everyone erupted into laughter as Tristan sat there going bright red. He
eventually saw the funny side and cracked a smile himself. Argatha was glad
that the day ended with everyone laughing. It was just what everyone needed. 


Charlie leaned in
a little closer and whispered to Argatha, ‘I thought Sergeant Dougal was going
to let our aunt and uncle know. Why were the police at the door?’


‘I’ve only just
remembered that he was on holiday. ‘He’ll get the message tomorrow and put it
all right,’ said Argatha. ‘Don’t worry, your aunt and uncle won’t be worrying
about you tomorrow.’ Charlie could only guess at the excuse he was going to
give them. 


Everyone prepared
themselves for a decent night sleep. Argatha made sure there were plenty of
blankets and pillows to go around. She had the only bedroom and so everyone
else picked a spot on the floor or the couches. No one thought they were going
to have difficulty falling asleep. Just before they did though, Albert came
wondering through from the bedroom with one eye half closed. ‘So sorry, must
have dozed off, did I miss anything?’ he said as everyone rolled their eyes. 
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Eve had woken up during the night and had a
little trouble going back to sleep. She sat up and saw Sebastian reading in the
corner of the room with a candle burning slowly next to him. 


‘Well little one,
trouble sleeping?’ he asked, as Eve nodded back. ‘I never sleep for more than a
few hours myself. An old habit I’m afraid. Never know who might be creeping up
behind me.’ Eve wasn’t entirely sure what he meant by this. 


‘I know it’s a
rude question but are you and Anghus really brothers?’ she randomly asked. ‘It’s
just that you don’t look like each other?’


‘Oh I love your
honesty, don’t worry,’ he happily replied. ‘Brothers from the same parents? No.
But we have known each other for as long as anyone can remember. For all purposes,
he is my brother and I his. Where he goes, I go, and where I go, he usually
shouts at me and then comes along anyway. The curse of being the younger
sibling I suppose.’


‘I know a little
about that,’ said Eve. 


‘Yes, I suppose
you do.’


‘I personally
thought that was some skill you showed back at The Speak Easy. That Athol chap
was huge, and you made it look so easy.’ Eve sat there impressed. 


‘I tend to show
off a wee bit from time to time, something I’m told that has to stop,’ said
Sebastian. 


‘I wouldn’t worry
about Anghus shouting at you, I just think he was worried about you,’ said Eve
kindly. ‘Older brothers tend to do that. You should see Tristan with me.’ 


Eve warmed very
quickly to Sebastian. She had not known him long but found it strikingly easy
to talk with him. She guessed it was because they were both the youngest of
their families. As the candle burned away, they shared silly stories about
Anghus and Tristan and quietly made fun of Albert’s manners, or lack of.


‘So how did you
and Anghus meet if you’re not real brothers?’ said Eve. 


‘That’s a long
story for this time of night,’ said Sebastian, but he continued anyway. ‘I
wasn’t exactly the most law-abiding member of Baradoohn when I was younger, a
scoundrel as most people would say.’ Eve cracked a wry smile. ‘It was the time
when Henry VI was king, I believe, and unfortunately, I was on my own when I
was young and I needed to bend the rules a wee bit to survive. My parents were
not about.’ 


Eve was about to
tell Sebastian she knew exactly how he felt, that her mother and father were
not here anymore, but at the last minute she changed her mind. She got the
impression that Sebastian had not told anyone his story for quite some time,
and just listening seemed more appropriate. Or at least, this was the excuse
she gave herself from having to share her own heartbreak. 


‘Was there no one
to take care of you?’ said Eve as she shuffled closer. 


‘No, it was my
choice as I ran away,’ said Sebastian. ‘My parents were not exactly role
models, and they mistreated me and everyone else they met.’ Sebastian did not
look as sad as Eve expected when he said this, ‘They got me to steal things for
them and they punished me if I failed or got caught. I sometimes went for days
without food and I was locked in a cupboard or threatened with a teum.’


‘That sounds awful,
I’m so sorry I didn’t know,’ said Eve, putting her hand on his shoulder. ‘Could
you not go to a care home or something, like for children?’


‘I had a certain
distrust for adults at that point,’ said Sebastian. ‘I must have been about
thirteen when I ran away, and then I spent the next five years or so living on
the streets avoiding hunger.’


Despite it being
the only life she knew, Eve was keenly aware that she had a very fortunate
upbringing and that others were not always so lucky. ‘How does Anghus come into
this?’ she asked.


‘Well, that sad,
boring, law abiding, joyless and uninteresting person found me sleeping rough
one night when I was about eighteen,’ said Sebastian, making Eve smile. ‘Down on
the cobbles of Baradoohn in a back alleyway, he generously tried to help me.
I’ve never known why, but as he did, a large group of rather skilled kreeths
tried to mug him and they got in a few surprise lucky punches which hit him for
six. When I gradually woke up, we fought them off together like a tag team. I
guess we have been stuck with each other ever since.’


‘He doesn’t like
fighting does he?’ asked Eve.


‘He detests it,’
agreed Sebastian. ‘But just because he doesn’t like it, doesn’t mean he can’t,’
he continued. ‘He lives a somewhat easy and peaceful life. For the last few
hundred years or so he has been a big brother, getting both of us out of the
trouble that I to get us into. It then usually ends in a lecture from him.’


‘I think he cares
for you deeply you know,’ said Eve. Sebastian sighed and nodded back as he knew
it. ‘Something I don’t understand is why people duel? Why do you all have
teums?’


Eve had raised a
good point. She had earlier overheard Anghus explaining earlier that duelling
was a tradition that dated back centuries ago. Eve kept asking herself why so
many people needed to fight in Baradoohn? Given that they had been alive for so
long, she began to think they would have moved past being violent. 


 ‘Do you remember
the peelerpots?’ he said. Eve nodded back as she was hardly likely to forget their
tartan cladded uniforms. ‘There are not enough of them to properly police
Baradoohn. There are so few that the day to day crimes like theft or vandalisms
do not always get investigated. Immies have always therefore taken matters into
their own hands and delt with it themselves. This has always been the way. Duelling
can be a way to settle the matter. Fighting with a teum is much engrained in
our culture. There are no other common weapons in our world, not like the ones
in your society anyhow.’


Eve took everything
in. She felt that she wanted to absorb every bit of history and detail about
immortals that she could, in the shortest amount of time. 


‘Some argue that
immies have evolved past glummies, because we have no need for big armies or
war anymore,’ continued Sebastian. ‘However, I disagree, as we are still
fighting each other with crude objects over small things. Perhaps you three can
be the judge after all this is over?’


Eve certainly
understood the point Sebastian was making, and she got the impression that he
could be very mature when he wanted to be. This was a side that no one got to
see from him very often. They continued to talk for a while and they swapped more
stories with one another, making themselves laugh. They even had a quick sneaky
read at Tristan’s love letter that had fallen out of his pocket, giggling away
as they did. 


Eve eventually grew
tired and went back to sleep, leaving Sebastian to continue reading in the
flickering candlelight. Just before she closed her eyes, she had a quick look
at Albert, who seemed to sleep on his back with all four of his sock covered paws
sticking up in the air. 


It seemed to grow
into a restless night for most, as soon enough, Tristan and Charlie also woke
up and began talking to each other. They were deep in thought whether Tristan
had made the right call or not. 


‘Are we doing the
right thing?’ asked Charlie.


‘I don’t know,
this is all new to us,’ he whispered. ‘I’m making it up as I go along.’


‘I know you are
and you’re doing a good job. Keep it up.’ said Charlie bumping her brother’s
chin with her fist. 


‘I wish Argatha
was going with us, that would make me feel more at ease,’ said Tristan. 


‘She can’t,’ said
a voice behind them. They had not noticed that Anghus was sitting up reading a book
as well. Anghus reached behind him and handed over an opened pack of chocolate
covered hobnobs as everyone started to much away. 


‘Yes, she did
mention she couldn’t,’ said Tristan, who also remembered Anghus’ comments from
earlier on.


‘It’s no secret so
I suppose you might as well know,’ said Angus closing his book. ‘It’s crystal
clear in immie law that we do not interfere with your society, no exceptions
whatsoever.’ The children nodded along as they remembered. ‘There are some immortals,
however, who believe we should be ruling you in secret, so that they can keep
you in check, so to speak. They wish to have immies secretly infiltrating
glummie jobs like government posts, councils and big influential corporations.’


‘Well that doesn’t
seem fair,’ said Charlie. 


‘That’s exactly
why the law is very strict on this,’ said Anghus. ‘It was decided long ago,
even when we weren’t underground, that there would be a clear divide between
our people with no significant interference on important matters.’


‘So who are these
people?’ asked Tristan. 


‘Some make no
secret about their desires, whereas others are far more elusive,’ said Anghus.
He had a certain tone while he spoke and acted as if he knew one or two. ‘There
are some even within the DM that have been rumoured to be sympathetic to these
views, which is extremely dangerous in my opinion. Of course, the majority of
people believe you should be free to live as you do.’


‘But what’s that
got to do with Argatha?’ said Charlie. 


‘Don’t you see?’
said Anghus. Charlie and Tristan gave each other blank looks. ‘These people are
after Argatha’s trix. Her skills are on such a level that they want to exploit
her. Imagine someone with her power within your government, she could trix people
to do things they might not usually do. With someone like her near top, it
would give some immies total, but secret, control over your society.’


‘Surely she could
just refuse, I mean, they can’t make her?’ said Tristan


‘She’s worried
about being forced against her will, if someone threatened to kidnap or hurt
one of her family you see.’ Tristan and Charlie quickly understood his point,
as they thought that would be an awful situation for anyone. ‘This is why Argatha
is in a self-imposed exile from Baradoohn. She could sense what was coming and
left and never came back.’


‘She doesn’t
appear to be hiding that well, near to one of the entrances of Baradoohn?’ said
Tristan half joking. 


‘People tend not
to find what’s right in front of them, don’t you think?’ said Anghus with a wry
smile. ‘Besides, most immies rarely venture topside, and Argatha keeps away
those that do by making them think the cottage is empty.’


The children were
beginning to understand a little more about Argatha, and the sacrifices she
must have made over the years. That also included having Albert as company.
That being said, Tristan thought he still would feel more comfortable and safer
with Argatha going with them, but he finally understood why she could never do
that. There was a bigger picture that he knew he had to respect.


‘Of course, you
have already heard of one person who believes glummies should be ruled by us.
The biggest one of all probably,’ said Anghus. 


‘Markaeyla!’
shouted both Tristan and Charlie, before realising that everyone was still
sleeping. Albert snorted but rolled over and began drooling again. It looked
like he had swallowed a shoe and left the laces hanging out the corners of his
mouth. 


‘Can you tell us
what kind of woman she is?’ asked Charlie apprehensively. 


‘A rotten and
unsympathetic woman if there ever was one,’ scowled Anghus. ‘Markaeyla owns a
large property miles away from the centre of Baradoohn, as well as all the land
around it. She is a tyrant of a woman. Less fortunate and poor immies live on
her land in squalor conditions and pay her rent, and she punishes those when they
can’t.’


‘That sounds
terrible,’ said Charlie. 


‘Her family is one
of the oldest and wealthiest amongst immies, and she and Argatha are two of the
oldest immortals in existence, if not the oldest,’ continued Anghus. ‘You
may soon find out that such traditional families like hers hold some dangerous
beliefs. For centuries she and others like her have desperately tried to
control parts of the glummie world. She believes that your people are beneath
us, and that your rightful place is under our control. She loathes that fact
that we have resorted to living underground.’


Charlie was
getting irritated just by hearing this. She was the sort of person that
disliked being belittled or looked down upon. She especially hated, particularly
by boys, being told that she was not able to do something as well as other
people. She was definitely not going to let the likes of Markaeyla tell her
that her rightful place is being a servant to an immortal.


‘This is what
makes her so dangerous you see,’ said Anghus doing his best to paint a picture.
‘Markaeyla will stop at nothing in obtaining her goal. She will relentlessly
pursue any avenue she can that will help her, such as obtaining a beenaich, and
this is why we think she is after you. Though we don’t know the connection yet.’


Tristan and
Charlie sat there munching on their chocolate hobnobs, both hoping that they
would never have to meet such a woman. Even if she was not trying to kidnap
them, she was certainly a person they would rather not know.


‘Does she have any
friends in the Divisional Ministry?’ asked Tristan with a very relevant point. 


‘Her power and
status certainly allow her to retain a close relationship with some people
within the Ministry,’ said Anghus. ‘She has friends that try and stealthily change
the law regarding interfering in glummie affairs. But of course, the decision has
always been no.’ 


Charlie suddenly
remembered that she had something in her pocket. She had torn out the page from
Uncle Arthur’s old book that contained the picture of Krazzar. Tristan was not
exactly best pleased on seeing this as having thought if their uncle found out,
Charlie would be mopping out the cows for a week. 


‘What is Krazzar
doing in this picture if immies can’t interfere with us?’ she said handing it
to Anghus. He appeared to recognise what the photo was straight away.  


‘I remember this!’
said Anghus recalling as he tutted. ‘This was a time where Markaeyla and
Krazzar had crossed the line, they managed to secretly get themselves on the
local Auchindowen council without the knowledge of the DM. They began to run
things for a while topside.’ The children could see the slight anger underneath
Anghus’ breath. ‘Their theory was to start off small, with councils, before
taking over bigger establishments. They were eventually found out by the
Ministerial Guards and punished, but got off lightly to say the least. Wealth
has a lot of power you see.’


‘Does Argatha know
Markaeyla well?’ asked Charlie. 


‘Well enough,’
said Anghus, as he sighed and handed the picture back. ‘They were very close at
one point.’ This was not an answer the children were expecting as they had it
in their mind that these two were mortal enemies, and certainly never friends. 


‘The short version
is that somewhere, a long time ago, they both developed different beliefs which
violently drove them apart,’ said Anghus. ‘Markaeyla was obsessed with power
and hell bent on trying to control the glummie world, while Argatha was always
the more peaceful one, just wishing on a quiet life and not wanting to get
involved. As time drew on, Markaeyla’s hatefulness and power-seeking
aspirations just infested inside of her, which drove people away,’ said Anghus.



‘Like Argatha?’
said Tristan. 


‘Especially
Argatha,’ said Anghus. ‘It was not through lack of trying as she desperately
tried at length to persuade Markaeyla, to drive the hatred out of her and let
her see the errors she was making, but she had no success.’ The disappointment
on Anghus’ face was plain to see. 


‘How did all end?’
Charlie and Tristan were sat there intrigued, trying to gather as much
information as they could on their potential kidnapper. 


‘Long standing
tensions finally boiled over. Legend has it they eventually ended with an
almighty duel, the most skilled the world has ever seen,’ continued Anghus. ‘Both
of them were severely battered and bruised, and neither had the conviction to
go any further against their own friend and they went their separate ways. They
have not talked or seen one another ever since.’


Upon hearing this,
it made Tristan slightly more apprehensive. Every time the children learned
something new about Baradoohn, the more they realised they were caught up in a
world that was beyond what had ever been in their wildest dreams.  


After they all
finished off the packet of hobnobs, Anghus suggested everyone try and go back
to sleep as the next day was going to be busy. Sebastian had long since nodded
off during their conversation, and Anghus wet his thumb to put out the candle. 
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The next morning everyone rose sharply. They
scoffed down big bowls of porridge that Sebastian had made, a further minor
punishment from Argatha for his previous behaviour. The children were surprised
to learn that Albert was going to join them, he said that he had a meeting of
some sort to go to and he would tag along. He laid what looked like a specially
made tweed jacket down on the floor with his mouth, before rolling into it,
much to Eve’s amusement. 


Argatha gave the
children an individual hug each before they went. They saw her call Sebastian a
buffoon, before giving him an affectionate hug as well. They guessed that as
much she picked on him she still clearly cared a great deal about him. The last
words she spoke were ‘Sìth agus Alba.’


Before they knew
it, everyone was in the old Bentley hurtling down thousands of feet below the
ground. The children still had no idea how deep they were. Soon enough they
were at the gates and then with the cobbles beneath their feet.


Everyone began
walking past the same shops and buildings again, and it was still as busy as
ever. The children kept seeing countless people in a multitude of different
clothing from various eras of history. What would usually make everyone stop
and stare at someone for wearing such unusual clothes, everyone instead smiled
and waved and chatted away on the streets of Baradoohn. 


Eve observed
something rather curious as they walked past one of the markets. She overheard a
person complaining about the scar on his face after duelling with a teum with
someone. She could still just about see a glare illuminating from the scar,
much like she had seen when other people had teums brushed against their skin. 


‘Why do teums
cause weird marks on people’s skin? It glows?’ Eve asked curiously. 


‘Everyone’s teum
is unique to them, made of materials found only deep underground.’ Began
explaining Anghus. ‘This is deeper than you can ever imagine. They have a wood-like
substance and the material is actually poisonous to our skin. Every grain is
different though. But with our own teums, we grow accustomed to its fibres and
build up a natural resistance to it. It’s painful as a child as our hands burn,
but it eventually becomes safe in our own hands only. But if we are touched or
hit by someone else’s then it’s a different matter, it creates a severe chemical
reaction.’


‘So they can
actually hurt you even though they are not sharp?’ said Eve. 


‘Absolutely. A
flicker of light makes the scar, but this will usually disappear if the contact
is stopped quick enough,’ said Sebastian this time. 


‘Have no illusions
though my friends, although we are called immortals that does not mean we
cannot be hurt or be killed, despite what my brother thinks of himself,’ said
Anghus. This forced a frown from Sebastian. ‘Repeated contact attacks by a teum,
even just a short time, can have a lethal effect. I’ve lost more friends than I
care to remember.’ Eve could sense the regret in Anghus’ face before he quickly
moved on. 


As they continued
down the cobbles they arrived at a small café that Albert wanted to be dropped
off at for his meeting. The children had no idea what kind of meeting a talking
immortal dog would actually attend, so their nosiness got the better of them. They
walked in and were somewhat surprised at what they saw. 


Sitting around in
a circle of chairs were a dozen or so other dogs, all wearing jackets and coats
of all sorts of fashions. Some in tweed, one in a pin striped suit, and another
in a fancy three piece with a waistcoat. As everyone walked in, all the dogs
gave a shout of ‘hello’ with their paws in the air which took the children by
surprise.


‘Ok, so that’s a
bunch of talking dogs all wearing coats. Because that’s what you expect in a
café isn’t it?’ said Charlie staring in disbelief. 


‘What is this
Albert?’ asked Eve. 


‘This is just my
bi-monthly meeting with my fellow canine immies. We discuss relevant matters of
action that concern us,’ said Albert proudly. ‘We know we are fortunate in our
positions and our evolution, but some of our canine brothers and sisters are
not so lucky. Some dogs are not immortal, some can’t talk, some are in the
circus, others are bewilderingly kept as household pets. Can you believe it?
Pets!’ A loud hiss and shameful barking came from the other dogs in the room as
Albert mentioned this.


 ‘The shame!’
shouted out another dog with his paw in the air and some drool sliding out the
corner of his mouth. 


‘Therefore, many years
ago we created this group to help our brothers and sisters in need when we see
them being mistreated,’ continued Albert. ‘We use our skills and connections
when we can. We call ourselves the Protection Of Ordinary Dogs Law Enforcement
Society.’


‘So…um…P.O.O.D.L.E.S.?’
sniggered Charlie as Tristan elbowed her. ‘Do…do…the Paw Patrol pups attend?
Maybe lassie?’ she continued as she tried to bite her own lip. 


‘Oh will you stop
it!’ said Tristan as Charlie struggled to contain herself. 


‘I’ll have you
know the work we do is very important, as one can imagine,’ said Albert
offended. ‘For example, Hubert over there with the stripy tie, observed a shop
keeper kicking away a stray golden retriever last week. So he has been leaving
him a small nasty dollop of a present on his doorstep every day this week, if
you get my meaning.’


Eve giggled and
had to resist the urge to go round all the dogs and pet them on the head,
through fear of any other accidents that might purposely happen over her feet. 


‘Yes, well, enjoy
your little tea party won’t you Albert. Be seeing you and all that,’ said
Anghus, who clearly wanted out of there.


As they all left
and closed the door everyone burst out laughing. Anghus and Sebastian had seen
the society hundreds of times before, yet they still had to control their
laughter when they went in with Albert. They explained to the children that
this was something of extreme importance to him and that they only went along
with it as it got him out of the cottage for the entire day, and he usually
came back in a rare cheerful mood. 


As they walked
further through the centre of Baradoohn towards the DM headquarters, Tristan
and Charlie were curious about what it would look like and who they might find
in there. There were also quizzing Anghus about how they would go about making
an official complaint and what it would entail. 


‘You need to take
your case to the Department of The Safeguarding of Glummies,’ Anghus explained.
‘All three of you must tell one of the Ministerial Inspectors your story,
separately, and in private. Then all of you must provide a written statement
which needs to be copied in triplicate. Because of the information we have
learned we then need to go to the Department of Mythical Research and cross
refer our case. Verbal accounts and statements in triplicate must be completed
again, before a committee will sit down in due course and decide the best
action to take. After the preliminary rounds of voting, of course.’


‘Oh, of course,’
remarked Charlie, acting as she understood what on earth Anghus was talking
about. 


‘That just sounds
like the most convoluted approach to our problem that I’ve ever heard,’ said
Tristan. 


‘Unfortunately the
DM like paperwork and procedure and nothing gets completed quickly,’ said
Anghus. 


‘The only good bit
of news is that after we lodge our complaint we can make a case for protection,’
said Sebastian. ‘The fact that you’re glummies in Baradoohn will instantly make
them look at it more carefully, and while they are deciding what to do, the
minsters will have to ensure you have some extra protection. This is the reason
why we came.’ 


As they wondered
along not knowing exactly how they were getting there, Eve saw one or two of
the peelerpots with their bright tartan caps and their cloaks. They had teums
in their hands in the shape of old police batons that they swung about. They
appeared to just be walking on the beat, as Sebastian called it, and every now
and again they would have a quiet word with someone. Eve saw two of them move
along a group of kreeths who were hanging around. Luckily, they did not get a
good look at their faces last time and so they did not recognise them. 


When they walked past
the shops and cafes, the children were surprised to see several roads and
paths, just like country roads with markings on either side. The only
difference being the entire journey was lit up by the great big lights that
dangled down from hundreds of feet above them, as well as the streetlamps.  


‘Anghus, how exactly
does one get to the DM?’ said Charlie.


Before he could response,
Charlie got her answer. They had just walked into Baradoohn train station. The
entrance was as big as Kings Cross in London, it was huge. There were hundreds
of people going about their daily business, all wearing different time period
outfits, some with suitcases, others with baskets, and some with items wrapped
up in a sheet and carried with a stick. The children were in awe that all this
had been built underground.


There were station
staff wearing blue tunics and helping people with their luggage. Some were blowing
their whistles and using some very complicated hand signals to each other.
Charlie saw a member of staff carrying the luggage of what looked like to be a
Viking, a great giant of a man wearing a silver helmet with horns on the side.
She thought this was rather unfair of the relatively small station worker
trying to carry four bags under his arms.  


Eve noticed that
the trains did not quite look like the ones from back home, as they were old,
very old. The front engines had great steel guards on their nose and the tops
had steam chimneys. They towed carriages behind them, with each one split up
into different compartments. 


‘You’re all acting
like you have never seen a train before,’ said Sebastian. ‘You didn’t really
think we were going to walk to the Ministry, did you? It’s miles away.’


‘How on earth have
you built an entire train system underground and under oceans? That must be
miles deep!’ said Tristan. 


‘Our builders and
engineers have been alive much longer than yours,’ said Sebastian proudly. ‘It
just takes time, patience and skill. Something almost every immie has.’


Anghus went off to
see about organising tickets, while Eve was still admiring the old trains. 


‘The most
efficient trains in all the world, little one,’ said Sebastian as he could see
Eve staring. ‘There’s no pollution or needing to refuel.’


‘You mean like
nuclear stuff?’ said Charlie listening in. 


‘Good heavens no
hen. You glummies would do well to move on from that,’ continued Sebastian.
‘Miles below the surface there is a rare plant that is very difficult to find
and even more difficult to extract. But if you do, and you heat it up, it lets
off a tremendous amount of steam and it lasts forever. Plonk that in a train
engine and hey presto, you have a steam train.’ Both Eve and Charlie were
highly impressed at immie technology. 


As everyone was preparing
themselves for a train journey, Eve spotted that Anghus had suddenly froze
before he even reached the ticket office. He just stopped in the middle of the
station with people whizzing by him, and he appeared out of sorts. Something
was not quite right. He walked back to the group slowly with a stern look on
his face, but he kept looking over his shoulder and at the people walking past.



‘We’re missing
something,’ said Anghus. He looked towards his brother and words were not even
needed. When something was afoot they were usually on the same wavelength. ‘I
can’t quite put my finger on it. There’re too many people out of place, just
not behaving normally. I’ve been trixing them all for a few minutes now.’


The children began
to look around themselves but they could not really spot anything out of the
ordinary. There was no one lurking or hiding behind objects, and no kreeths
were in sight. They observed hundreds of immortals just going about their daily
business, purchasing tickets, running late for trains and buying the daily
newspaper at the shop. They were not sure what had got Anghus so spooked. 


Anghus now stood
completely motionless and had stopped looking around the station. Instead, he
was looking straight ahead of him with his eyes fixated on a person a short
distance away standing outside the station shop. The individual was wearing an
overly large dark raincoat which appeared far too big for him, a scarf round
his neck covering his chin, and a bowler hat. Unfortunately for the children
they did not know exactly what stood out as unusual in a place like Baradoohn,
as so many things were odd in their eyes. 


Anghus nudged Sebastian
with his elbow and nodded towards the person in the distance. They both tilted
their heads to the side and squinted their eyes slightly while staring at him.
The children had no idea what exactly there were concerned about, as the person
was just stood reading a paper. Anghus’ face suddenly tightened, before grabbing
the hand of Eve. 


‘Perhaps we should
flee brother?’ said Sebastian calmly. 


‘Yes, perhaps, but
just act normal,’ replied Anghus. ‘Ok, about turn, we need to leave. Calmly
now. We will seek alternative transportation.’


Without rushing
they all turned around and began walking out the station just as normally as
they had entered it. The children still had no real thoughts on why they had
changed their plans, but they were learning to just go with it and trusted
their guides. 


‘You see, another
person who uses the word flee!’ said Tristan who whispered to his sister while
laughing.  


‘Oh bugger off,’ said
Charlie.  


They walked out
towards the courtyard entrance, but the station was getting busier and they
were now bumping into people. It was just like Kings Cross station during rush
hour thought Tristan. Eve was curious and kept glancing over her shoulder, and
interestingly a group of similarly dressed people were behind the man that had got
Anghus so concerned. They all dressed in what appeared to be clothes far too
big for them. 


Everyone came to a
stop just short of the station entrance. It finally became clear to the
children why they were trying to leave. They did not quite know how Anghus knew
initially, but they were being ambushed. Between them and the exit stood very
recognisable and unwelcome people right out in the open. Krazzar, Athol,
Elspyth and the kreeth, Tambrado, stood there. All the people wearing the
oversized clothes had now moved in behind the children. 


Everyone stared
directly at each other. Krazzar and Athol had big smirks on their faces as they
looked to be enjoying themselves, while Elspyth was expressionless. Sebastian
had a fist clenched and his other hand poised to reach behind his back under
his coat, while Anghus stood with a calm face. The only movement he made was a
flick of his eyes to his left and right, constantly watching what was going on.



A rather awkwardly
long pause had gone by without anyone doing anything. Everyone stood still. As
the children looked around they could not see any peelerpots nearby. It
appeared they were on their own. 


‘What are we
waiting for?’ asked Sebastian eagerly. 


‘For them to make
the first move,’ said Anghus, who had a steadfast gaze. Still no one did
anything. ‘I suppose talking this over would be futile? Perhaps making you see
the error of your ways?’ shouted Anghus across. No one said anything in
response. ‘Always the aggressive path,’ he continued with a sad sigh. 


As Sebastian
peered over his shoulder, he saw the strange people who had been walking behind
were all taking off their hats, scarfs and coats. To everyone’s surprise, they
were kreeths! All dressed up in regular clothes and their faces had been
covered up. They stood there with gleaming eyes in their bony faces looking as
they were poised to pounce. For all of his abilities though, Anghus could not
figure out what everyone was waiting for or what they were going to do. This is
why he chose to do nothing. 


All of sudden the
kreeths started to make their move, as they had now grown in number when more
arrived. What they did, however, was something that no one expected. Every
single kreeth spread out and started to pick a fight with the nearest random
person next to them. They bumped into people, tripped them up, tried to steal
their bags, pushed them on the floor, and even began swinging punches. It was
completely unprecedent and utterly barbaric behaviour. Anghus and Sebastian had
never seen such random and flagrant aggressiveness within Baradoohn. They could
not work out why they were doing it. 


Consequently, the members
of the public who were being attacked began retaliating with full force, and
rightly so they probably thought. These were all innocent people who were simply
going about their business, nevertheless, they were all still very determined
immortals who were not just going to stand around while being assaulted. Sebastian
had earlier explained to Eve that immies were not ones just to take things
lying down. 


Kreeths were now being
pushed flat on their backs and some were put in headlocks, while others were
chased off the platforms. Some people produced their hidden teums, and there
were quick random flashes of fire dotting about the place. It was a full-scale
skirmish where no one was really getting the upper hand. Whether this is what
the kreeths expected was unknown. Baradoohn train station had become a mass
brawl between hundreds of people, and the number only grew when a few
peelerpots turned up and attempted to restrain those who could. Their numbers
were too few though, and if anything, they made the riot worse and their tartan
caps were flying in the air soon enough. 


 More troubling to
the children was that the riot had spilled over to them as hundreds of people
were fighting in and around them. A kreeth managed to pick up a smartly dressed
man and swung him round by his hands, where he was then let go and crashed
straight into Charlie, knocking her off her feet. Sebastian made sure she was
ok, but knowing it was not the man’s fault, he picked him back up as well, and
threw his bowler hat straight into the mouth of the kreeth who was
responsible.  


Members of the
public and kreeths were beginning to crash into the children left, right and
centre, as the group was splitting up. It was getting very difficult for them
to stay together. They no longer had line of sight of each other, let alone
able to hold hands. 


Sebastian and
Anghus drew their teums from under their coats, and the stream of jet fire was
the only way that Tristan could tell where they were. They did their best to
fight off as many kreeths as they could, swinging away with full force as there
was no time for grace manoeuvres. They did their best to only shove or slightly
whack the members of the public, as they had no real quarrel with them. They
were doing anything and everything they could to desperately get back to the
children. 


Anghus saw from
the corner of his eye that Eve had been knocked over and grazed her elbow. Luckily,
she was not crying or looked like she was scared, but instead she pulled
herself back up and had a determined look on her face. Eve was doing her best
to shoulder barge anyone who came near her with gritted teeth, and she tried to
look for her brother and sister. Anghus came agonisingly close to grabbing her
hand, but Tambrado had crept up behind him and smashed a metal pole over his
arm which sent him on to one knee in pain. 


Charlie was
equally getting bumped around and ended up having scratches on her head and
hands. To her own surprise she was exceptionally efficient at dealing with the
kreeths. She had never been one for fighting, but with all the anguish the
kreeths had caused her, she was feeling just a slight sense of satisfaction
when she was going around kicking the shins and knees of them. She could be
heard shouting, ‘you’ve clearly never tried to walk around London you muppets,
I’m used to this!’ One kreeth even made an attempt to grab her by the hair
during the riot, at which point she shouted out, ‘But I now live in Scotland,
so take that doll!’ as she clocked him right on the chin with her fist. She
held her hand afterwards and realised that was the first time she had ever
punched someone properly in the face. But she thought to herself what else
could she do when people were trying to kidnap her?


Sebastian saw that
Athol, Krazzar and Elspyth had still only just started to move in and walk
forward, as despite what was going on, they had been standing still the entire
time. Sebastian knew that he could not do everything, he could not take them
all on while at the same time fighting off kreeths and look for where the
children were. 


Anghus had risen
to his feet while holding his arm in pain still. He efficiently used his teum
fending up off kreeths and thumping others out the way. Anghus’ fighting was
best described as clumsy at that precise moment, but it got the job done. He
did not have the time or space to worry about looking good. There were just too
many people in his way and he needed to get through as quickly as possible. 


Amidst all the
fighting, Anghus finally saw Krazzar and the others moving in. He could not see
the children anywhere, which worried him. What concerned him further was that
Krazzar and Athol were now fiercely fighting only a few yards away, in what he
thought was the area where he last saw Eve and Charlie. He agonisingly tried to
move his way through the blockade of people he was facing, but it was too much,
it was a like a full-scale wrestling match with everyone involved. 


Sebastian found
himself in the same situation. Fighting always came more naturally to him than
his brother, but even he was not enjoying this. There was too much at stake,
and especially now that he had lost sight of the children. Sebastian barely had
enough room to us his teum in the manner he wanted, and because of this, he was
getting easily picked off by kreeths. He was getting battered from every angle
and constantly being knocked down on one knee, then bumped on the head. With
one eye closed, due to it being hit, he saw with blurred vision in the other
what looked like Tambrado and Athol grabbing hold of some small people. It must
have been the children he thought. 


He rose back to
his feet, and out of nowhere, Eve had been thrown back into his path by sheer
luck. A small fat traveller used his large belly to bump her in his direction.
Eve had not noticed that Sebastian was right behind her yet. 


Sebastian wanted
to grab all the children himself and just run to safety, but he could only see
Eve. Therefore, without any pause for thought, he picked up what looked like a
very large disused sack from the floor, and he grabbed Eve with one arm from
behind and put the bag over her entire body. He picked her up and ran in the
opposite direction where a small gap had formed, and he used all of his might
to rugby tackle anyone on his way out of the train station. He did not want any
of the kreeths to see who he was carrying. 


He eventually ran
down a side alleyway that he recognised. Down there he ran past a crowded
market and disappeared from sight in an old shop. He did everything he could to
get Eve to safety. 


Back at the train
station, Anghus was shouting out in a rare fit of pure anger, not that anyone
of course could hear him. He had reached out his hand through the blitz of a
dozen rioting people in the blind hope someone would grab it, and to his
amazement, they did. It was Tristan! He had been honourably defending himself
against people much bigger than he was, and had the bruises to show it. Anghus
grabbed hold of Tristan’s arm and headed in the other direction. 


Gaps opened up
behind them and Anghus swung his teum at anyone who came near them, crashing it
down on hinges of legs and ankles, never wanting to truly injure or hurt anyone,
but just enough to make them move out the way. Tristan kept trying to turn
around to go back and find his sisters, frustratingly though, he was trying to
get out of Anghus’ grip and ended up screaming at him. Tristan did not
understand why they were going the wrong way, and why he was not trying to
help. He never thought he could ever be angry at Anghus, but at this moment, he
was. 


Soon enough, Anghus
had led Tristan down a side exit by crashing into a heavy door, and they
eventually found refuge where no one could see them. Through a lose brick in
the wall, Tristan could still spy on what was going on, but he was strictly
told by Anghus not to go back out there. He still held on to him as a
precaution, which pained him to do so. 


Tristan saw that within
a few minutes people were beginning to disperse. Tiredness had clearly kicked
in and the riot was beginning to die down. The kreeths were making off, some
injured and limping, while others had got the better of people.


The members of the
public were equally a mixed bag, with bumps, scrapes, scratches and cuts
everywhere. Some of them merely brushed themselves down, picked up their coats,
and began waiting for their train on the platform again as if nothing had happened.
Others were attending to their minor injuries and speaking with the very few
peelerpots that had actually made it there. 


Anghus began
peering through the hole as well. He could not see anyone. No Krazzar, and no
Elspyth or Athol, they had disappeared. But even more worryingly, no Charlie or
Eve. He looked at Tristan in despair, feeling that he had failed.  











Chapter
14


 


Picking
up the pieces


 


 


Charlie tried to open her eyes, and after
a few flutters she managed to come round properly. It was pitch black. She
wondered where on earth she was as it was certainly where she was not supposed
to be. She could not remember the moments before she woke up. One minute she
was involved with the outrageous riot that had occurred, kicking and toe
stumping anyone that came near her, and now she was in the dark.  


Charlie called out
for her brother and sister but heard nothing back. The only sound she could
detect was a faint muttering of voices in the background, but they were not clear.
She soon realised that she was not overly injured, but did have an awful
headache. She could not see properly, but quickly realised that was because she
was under a big pile of coats and bags. After removing some of the things out
the way she could see again. It was not a room she recognised. Charlie thought
she had obviously not been captured or been taken prisoner, as there would be a
jail of some sort, and no guard would just leave her under a pile of coats. 


She walked over
and peeked her head out of an open door. Much to her surprise she was pretty
much where she left off, on one of the station platforms. The general mutterings
she could hear were people just waiting for their train and nattering to one
another. She realised that she had been in some kind of store cupboard where no one
knew she had been lying.


So many questions
were now racing through her head. How did she get here? What happened? Where
was everyone else and how would she get back to them? All of these thoughts
were taking away her breath. After a few deep puffs, she managed to collect her
thoughts and calm down. 


She desperately tried
to remember the last thing before she woke up. She remembered that a station
guard was trying to help her. However, trouble came from behind in the manner
of a short sharp pain to back of her head. She felt the rear of her head and touched
a large bump, now realising that during the scuffle she had been knocked out
cold. The fact that she was under a pile coats, she assumed that everything was
piled together after the riot and just dumped in the storeroom. It seemed that
no one had noticed that she was right in the middle of it. 


Charlie was about
to step out the room when hesitation grew, and she quickly stepped back in
again. What if everyone else was caught, she thought? What if Krazzar and Athol
were out there right now with a group of kreeths trying to look for her?
Charlie found the best coat, hat and scarf she could on the pile and put them
on. They appeared to be clothes from decades ago, but she realised that too
many people might be looking for someone wearing modern day clothes. Anything
she could do for the time being to blend in, she would.


Charlie made her
way off the platform and out of the train station. She looked for anyone who she
might have recognised, but there was no one at all. She could not see her
brother and sister, nor Anghus or Sebastian either. Despite hundreds of people
walking by her, she felt completely alone in a world that was not hers. 


After walking back
down the street and eventually reaching the familiar cobbles of the city centre,
Charlie was forming a plan in her head. She knew the way home, or at least
roughly, and she knew how to get back to the main gates where hopefully the old
Bentley would work for her to go back up topside. Maybe she could run straight
to Argatha, she thought? She would know exactly what to do. 


She eventually stopped
and lent on a lamp post to fix her shoe. From the corner of her eye she spotted
someone who looked familiar, it was Elspyth. No one had really talked about her
much and she knew very little of her. Elspyth was a very young looking immortal,
with a body of someone in their early twenties, although Charlie obviously
guessed she was a few hundred years older than that. She was slim and looked
very athletic, with straight tied back red hair where not one strand seemed out
of place. 


Charlie noticed
that Elspyth was walking from shop to shop and café to café. She knew she was
clearly trying to look for her. Elspyth was not being overly subtle in her
pursuit either, going in and aggressively asking shopkeepers if they had any
knowledge of her whereabouts. 


‘You are to find
me or send a message to my family the instant that she comes anywhere near here.
Do you understand?’ shouted Elspyth to a café owner, as she pushed him up
against a wall. ‘Glummie children should stand out like a sore thumb here, so I
don’t expect to hear any excuses.’ She absolutely roared at him. 


Charlie slid round
the other side of the lamppost she was leaning on, hugged her coat in tight,
and lowered the hat as far over her face as possible. She slipped past the café
as inconspicuously as she could. She knew had to get to the gates and back into
the Bentley as quickly as possible. Argatha was her only help. 


While she was speedily
walking in that direction, she paused, as too many 'what ifs' were now pondering
in her head. If Tristan and Eve had been captured and taken to Markaeyla, then
Krazzar and Athol, and whoever else, would also be looking for her. Charlie
tried to break down a logical response. She began thinking that whoever it was
would certainly know that the only way she could go for help would be back up
in the car to alert Argatha. ‘The entrance! It must be being watched,’ she
whispered to herself. Charlie immediately started walking the other way and
towards the only place she really knew; The Speak Easy. 


 


*


 


Tristan and Anghus had finished waiting as
long as they could down the side alley they were hiding in. Unbeknown to them,
they were only a few streets away from Charlie. 


‘What are we
doing?’ yelled Tristan in despair. ‘Why have we been waiting here? Why? We’ve
sat here waiting until everyone left, when my sisters are still out there somewhere,
or worse, have been taken. I thought you were trying to help us?’ Tristan
continued his shouting as water filled his eyes. 


Anghus sat on an old
crate and looked Tristan in the eye while placing an arm on his shoulder. ‘Master
Tristan, sit down with me, please,’ he said calmly. He understood the
frustration that Tristan bore. ‘I’m sorry, but during the riot I saw someone
running away with a small child in a sack. I couldn’t see past everyone to know
who it was, but I recognised the feet as Eve’s. I don’t know what happened to
Charlie, but I can only assume she has been taken too.’ Anghus had not realised
that it had actually been Sebastian that carried Eve. ‘The first and only place
they could be taking her is to Markaeyla’s home.’


‘Then why are we
waiting here doing nothing?’ said Tristan, almost to the point of screaming. 


‘I’m truly sorry,’
empathised Anghus. ‘I did all I could to get to them both but we were all just
caught off guard.’ Anghus tried his hardest to calm him down. He had not seen
such emotion from Tristan, as if something had snapped. ‘If I’d seen even the
slightest chance of grabbing hold of them, I would have crawled over broken
glass to get to them. I grabbed the only person I could save at the time; you.’


Tristan had no
idea what to do. The unthinkable and unimaginable had happened to him. He did
not know whether to shout at the top of voice or burst out the door and start
finding them right away. He felt an unbearable pain that he imagined no one
else could feel at that time, that he had disappointed his parents somehow, by
letting harm come to his sisters. 


However, if there
was anyone who could match the wretched feeling that Tristan had at that
momement, it was certainly Anghus. Not one for failure, he obviously cared a
great deal about the welfare of those intrusted to him. 


‘I feel your pain,
but we must think about this as rationally as we can,’ said Anghus. ‘Argatha
tasked me with your safety, so I’m responsible.’


‘No, you’re not, I
am!’ yelled Tristan back. ‘They’re my sisters, I’m responsible for them. I’m
responsible for making sure that nothing bad happens to them and that nothing
happens to my family again. Don’t you see? My parents left me in charge and
I’ve failed at the one bloody thing I was left to do.’ Tristan collapsed in the
shoulder of Anghus in tears, who did his best to comfort him. 


‘Aye lad, that you
are. And a fine leader of the family you have been so far, there’s no question
of that.’ Anghus patted him on the back and comforted him. ‘But you have been
up against odds that no one in this world could have imagined. To have lasted
for this long is remarkable.’ Tristan eventually lifted his head up and looked
at him. ‘Did your parents ever think you would have a bunch of dangerous
immortals hell bent on getting their hands on you? They would have been proud
of what you have achieved so far.’


‘You think so?’
said Tristan, wiping his eyes. 


‘Without a doubt
laddie,’ said Anghus. ‘It’s your responsibility, you’re right, and I’m going to
help you. You needn’t worry about Eve or Charlie for the moment, they will be
perfectly safe. Markaeyla wants them for a reason, she isn’t going to hurt
them.’


‘Whatever needs to
be done, let do it. Markaeyla or anyone,’ said Tristan with real purpose. He
seemed ready to pounce at anyone who came in the room.


‘We’ll make a true
Scotsman out of you yet,’ quietly laughed Anghus.


‘Where do we start
looking?’ asked Tristan. 


‘We can’t,’ said
Anghus. ‘Eve must have been taken to Markaeyla’s, and given that I haven’t seen
Charlie, we must assume she has been taken there too. We are split up now and
they hold the upper hand. We can’t just brazenly walk about in the open as they
will be still be after us, to get you.’


‘Let them,’ said
Tristan without an ounce of fear. 


‘Admirable lad,’
said Anghus. He admired his bravery. ‘But we would easily be picked off
separately, then we would truly be buggered, as Charlie might say. We need to
do the last thing they expect and be in the last place they would look for us.’


‘Where?’ asked
Tristan. 


‘To get your
sisters back we need to go straight to Markaeyla’s house,’ continued Anghus.
Tristan looked on with a baffled face. 


‘Isn’t the best
thing to do to go the Divisional Ministry, like we were? Now more than ever we
need their help.’ Tristan thought this made more sense. 


‘I’m afraid that
plan will have to change,’ explained Anghus. ‘We can’t risk the time it will
take for the Ministry to act. We need to act now, together.’


‘But why go to
Markaeyla’s?’ queried Tristan. ‘Why not just let Athol or the kreeths get us
and they will take us back to her house far quicker?’ A valid point he thought.



‘Because we will
be sneaking into the building unnoticed, and hopefully, with a bit luck, get
Eve and Charlie back before anyone realises,’ said Anghus. Tristan’s expression
now changed, as if he now relished the challenge. ‘We don’t want to be taken
there as prisoners all tied up, do we? The nearer we get, we’ll come up with a
plan of getting in and out. Leave that to me, I know a few people who owe me a
favour or two. It’s the last place they would imagine to find us.’


‘But we could race
back to the Bentley and get word to Argatha. Surely she could help?’ said
Tristan. 


‘Markaeyla’s
minions will now be watching the gates. It’s what they would expect,’ said
Anghus. ‘We’ve no way of reaching her.’


‘So how do we
actually get to Markaeyla’s mansion? I’m going to assume it’s not easy,’ said
Tristan, still showing little fear.  


‘Getting there is
very easy believe it or not. Getting in there without being noticed, that’s the
tricky part, but let’s cross that bridge when we come to it.’ Anghus seemed to
have some confidence about the plan, as if they stood some chance. 


Anghus led Tristan
back out into the train station, and it looked like nothing had ever happened,
it was spotless. The station staff had cleared up everything very efficiently.
He scanned the area quickly and gave the signal the coast was clear. Anghus
quickly purchased train tickets and informed Tristan that they still needed to
travel a decent distant to get there, and a train carriage would keep them
reasonably well hidden.  


‘So we can
actually catch a train to her house?’ asked Tristan. 


‘Almost, but we
can journey by train a good portion of the way, and then it’s a walking job. I
have a few contacts nearer the end,’ said Anghus, though he seemed purposely
vague on that point. 


They both stood
and waited patiently on the platform for their train to arrive. While they
waited, Tristan noticed a short and rotund man standing next to them wearing a
pin striped suit and a bowler hat. He recognised him as the man he accidently
punched in the belly as he was spun round during the fight. He did not mean the
man any ill will, as Tristan did not know who was fighting who in all the
struggle.


‘Oh don’t worry
old boy, I’m quite alright, yes, yes, ha-ha,’ said the man in a very posh voice,
recognising Tristan too. ‘It’s been over a hundred years since I’ve been in a
good square go with people. You gave as good as you got, yes, ha-ha, good show
old boy!’


Tristan gave a heartedly
smile towards the man who was clearly in good spirits. They boarded their
train, which was an old-fashioned locomotive with separate compartments and
sliding doors. They found an empty one and settled in. 


Tristan was aching
in every muscle and joint. He placed his head on the window while he sat, and
soon enough he felt the clatter of the train moving off. 


The train journey
was an unusual one he thought, a sought of mixture between the underground in
London and catching a normal train. He was already underground so there was no
real view to look at out the window, but he did not care. 


‘Anghus, what got
you so spooked earlier?’ asked Tristan as they set off. 


‘What do you mean
lad?’


‘The train
station, when we first started running?’ said Tristan. He was stumped at how
Anghus knew something was wrong.


‘The man in the
big raincoat reading the paper,’ he explained. ‘Even Sebastian knew straight
away. Look close enough and you could just about see a hint of a kreeth face,
just the tip of a pointy nose.’


‘You managed to
sus all of that out just by a pointy nose?’ said Tristan, clearly impressed. 


 ‘All the clothes
were too baggy for their skinny builds as well,’ added Anghus. ‘Kreeths do not
get dressed up, I can assure you, and if they do, it’s for one thing only, to lay
a trap. Never underestimate their resolve for what they have been promised in a
contract. Their rewards mean a lot to them.’


‘Hmm, I’ll have to
take note of that one,’ said Tristan. He eventually tried to relax against the
window but he felt his knee twitching up and down continuously. The
uncomfortableness of not being with Charlie and Eve had not left him. Tristan had
never spent more than a day without the company of his sisters, and not knowing
exactly where they were made his hairs stand on end, and his skin feel like
something was crawling inside it. 


‘Unfortunately for
us, Krazzar did something we did not expect,’ said Anghus. This momentarily
took Tristan’s mind off things. ‘Here’s us expecting to be ambushed, but we
failed to think outside the box. It would have been difficult for Krazzar to
have gotten hold of you with Sebastian by your side, he’d have to go properly mob
handed to get the better of him. Do you not see what they did?’ 


Tristan had to
think hard about what had gone on, before he realised. ‘Ah, a distraction you
mean?’ he said.


‘Couldn’t have
planned it better myself,’ said Anghus with his fists clenched. ‘Markaeyla’s
family are incredibly cunning, and there we all were, stood at the station
believing them to be direct like before. But instead they instructed the
kreeths to cause a distraction. They were trying to snatch you when we couldn’t
protect you, when we were unable to see you.’


‘So that’s why the
kreeths were randomly attacking people, to cause a distraction,’ said Tristan
as the penny dropped. He was horrified at who would plan such an act of
violence on innocent people. ‘What kind of a cruel person orders hundreds of
innocent people be attacked?’


‘I hope you never
have to meet her,’ said Anghus. He then pulled the hood over his head, getting
comfy. 


Tristan lay down
on one of the seats and used his jumper as a pillow. They both needed rest as
they knew the journey ahead was going to be unpredictable at the very least. He
was asleep before he even knew it. 











Chapter
15


 


The
Speak Easy, revisited


 


 


Charlie entered The Speak Easy still
clutching her disguise as tight as she could and tilting the hat over her face,
looking ever more like a gangster from 1930s Chicago. She actually thought that
is where the clothes were most likely from. The place looked the same with the
mixture of clientele like before, as well as the smartly dressed waiters. A
jazz band all wearing tuxedos were calmly playing on stage while customers were
sipping their drinks. 


Charlie felt far
more apprehensive than the last time she had been in, she had the comfort of
being with her family and Anghus before, rather than being hunted like she was
now. The building seemed somewhat less wonderous now that she was concentrating
on not being discovered. After the conversation she overheard between the café
owner and Elspyth, she did not know who would turn her in or let someone know
of her presence. Therefore, she decided the hat and coat were staying on.


Walking over
towards the main bar, Charlie immediately spotted Finyella sitting on a bar
stool and barking orders at everyone in her usual manner, while she looked
through some documents. Charlie sat further down and a barman came up to take
her order. 


‘It’s ok George,
I’ll serve this customer, take a break,’ said Finyella, who had wondered over without
Charlie knowing.  


She kept her head
down, almost appearing like a talking hat to whoever was in front of her. Interestingly,
she noticed there was an additional walkway built right behind the bar, so that
the very tiny childlike Finyella could walk about and lean over the counter. 


‘What can I get
you stranger?’ said Finyella loudly. ‘We have the best selection of drinks in
Baradoohn, second to none. The finest range of immie brew, some of what can be
tailored to your particular needs, if you know what I mean.’ Finyella gave a
little wink, though Charlie had no idea what she meant. 


‘Cranberry juice
please,’ said Charlie. She tried putting on a Scottish accent, though having
never attempted one before in her life, it came out her mouth like no other
accent anyone had ever heard of. As soon as she heard it herself, she rolled
her eyes and muttered under her breath in anger. 


‘Cranberry juice eh,
would you like a little snakebite in it?’ said Finyella, nodding her head
smiling. 


‘No thank you,
just cranberry juice,’ said Charlie. She desperately hoped no one recognised
her. 


‘Certainly, the
customer is always right in my establishment. Until they’re wrong obviously,’
said Finyella. ‘I’ve not seen your face around these parts of Baradoohn before,
I’ve yet to see your face just now to be honest.’ 


Charlie tilted her
hat down even further and clung to her coat tighter. ‘I just want to be left
alone, thank you,’ she said.


‘Well of course,
if you chose,’ said Finyella. ‘I just thought that a glummie all alone could
use some company. Also, why such a pretty girl like you, Charlie, would want to
cover that face?’ Finyella began whispering now and leaning in.


Charlie did not
know how to react. Was it bad that she has been easily recognised? Could she
use a friend right now? And could she actually trust Finyella? Anghus certainly
did, and at this precise moment she did not have a choice. So many thoughts
were racing through her head. 


‘How did you know
it was me?’ she sighed. 


‘Hunni, I’ve been
running this place for 400 years, even before it was this prohibition theme. I
know everyone who comes here,’ said Finyella. ‘I served a lassie once, about 392
years ago, and she’s never been back here since. But you’d be darn sure I’d
recognise her if she walked in again dressed as a monkey. I never forget a face,
even if I can only see your chin. Now what on earth has gone on and why are you
alone?’ Finyella’s style always appeared blunt and straight to the point. 


‘We were ambushed by
everyone!’ blurted out Charlie. She was trying her hardest to hold back a tear.
‘I don’t know where Eve or Tristan are, I think that Krazzar or whoever else
managed to get them. I managed to get away by a lucky accident.’ Charlie then
rubbed the sore part of her head. 


‘Anghus?
Sebastian?’ queried Finyella. 


‘I don’t know,’
said Charlie shaking her head. ‘I just keep imagining Tristan and Eve being
dragged along to Markaeyla’s house, wherever or whatever that is.’


‘This doesn’t sound
good, not good at all,’ said Finyella concerned. ‘But you’ve come to the right
place my dear. Here, have a sip of this.’ She duly poured Charlie a chilled
glass of bright red cranberry juice, the freshest she had ever seen. She then
produced a small white porcelain corked jug from the shelf above, and put a few
drops of some sort of black syrupy sludge into the glass as well, before
stirring it round with her little finger rather than a mixer. 


‘What was that?’
asked Charlie.


‘Oh, just a little
pick me up, so to speak,’ said Finyella. She then curiously checked her watch. 


 Charlie tilted
back her hat so she could drink, and after a few sips she could feel every drop
inside her stomach warming up. She surprisingly felt less achy, and the bump on
her head did not feel as sore and she was instantly rehydrated. This of course
was followed with an almighty burp, which made the saxophone player in the jazz
band mess up one of his notes. 


Charlie then
explained everything that had happened, why they had come back to Baradoohn,
the train station and the rioting. Finyella calmly stood there and listened
while she broke out a packet of something labelled sheep scratchings. 


‘You three just
cannot catch a break, can you?’ she said sincerely.  


‘It doesn’t seem
like it,’ agreed Charlie. ‘I think Anghus and Sebastian were going to try and
find out if there was any truth in this ‘beenaich’ rumour, after we went to the
DM.’


‘What? Where did
you hear that word?’ said Finyella, snapping up straight upon hearing it. ‘What
do you mean by a rumour?’ she eagerly continued.  


‘It’s a word that
Argatha and Anghus talked about, meaning something about a weapon that
Markaeyla might be after. It is a real word, isn’t it?’ said Charlie unsure. 


‘It sure is my
dear, one I’ve not heard in ever such a long time. Well, not seriously anyhow. Only
drunken silly conversations in this place.’


‘Do you know much
about it?’ asked Charlie. 


‘I only know as
much as any immie does, just the myths and legends that go with it,’ said
Finyella to Charlie’s disappointment. ‘Unfortunately, the whispers amongst my
customers is as far as it gets. It is slightly concerning hearing that word at
the same time that Markaeyla seems to want to get her hands on you lot.’
Charlie could not have agreed more. 


‘We don’t think
it’s a coincidence,’ she said. ‘We think she believes we must hold some
information of where a beenaich can be found. But we haven’t got a clue where
or what one is.’ 


‘So that old witch
actually has information on where to find a beenaich hey?’ said Finyella
rubbing her chin. ‘A valuable piece of information I would say. But I’ve no
idea how you’re connected with it either.’


Charlie was a
little dejected and frustrated that Finyella was unable to tell her more. She
thought someone like her may have been able to help her piece together what the
connection was. 


‘Right now, we
need to think,’ said Finyella. She now had a far more urgent tone. ‘Where did
you last see your brother and sister, and where did you go before here?’ As she
listened, Charlie noticed herself looking round the place more and more often,
wondering if anyone in the bar was maybe loyal to Markaeyla. Perhaps someone
who might turn her in?


‘Do you think it
would be better if I came round the back and we spoke out of sight?’ she said,
thinking it would be safer. 


‘No my dear, sit
where you are and act normally. Try and smile as if you’re having a nice
conversation with me,’ said Finyella. ‘No one ever comes behind the bar or in
the office, except me or my staff. You’re still disguised very well, and if
anyone in the bar right now is on the lookout for you, it would look strange if
they saw me talking to you in private. At the moment you’re just a normal
customer who I’m having a good old chin wag with.’


Charlie was
beginning to feel more at ease, but only slightly. She had no reason to
distrust Finyella, and every part of her was convinced that she was genuinely
trying to help her. In a place where she was a complete stranger and cut off
from everything that she knew, here was a person who was potentially putting
herself at risk by assisting her.  


As Charlie was
trying to recall extra little details of what she knew, a familiar and less
than desirable sight had entered the building; a kreeth.   


‘You glummie
children don’t half attract these chaps, don’t you?’ whispered Finyella out the
corner of her mouth. 


Charlie’s first
instinct was to get up and run, or hide, or any number of desperate things.
Finyella though, calmly and slowly stretched out her hand and placed it on
Charlie’s arm without even looking at her. Just the slightest of moves to tell
her to stay put. She knew exactly what Finyella meant and tried to act natural,
hoping to not put on such a bad Scottish accent again if she had to. The only
thing she did was discreetly move the hat back over the brow of her forehead. 


Both Finyella and
Charlie recognised the lone kreeth straight away, it was Tambrado. He looked as
gaunt as ever, with his two skeletal fingers next to his normal ones. He slowly
walked around the bar and stared at all the customers. 


Charlie began to sense
that Tambrado was not quite like the other kreeths she had encountered. She had
no doubt that he was just as horrible, and that he was at the mercy of his
employers, however, he just appeared somewhat more intelligence and more
controlled than the others. Charlie had the impression that he might have
previously been a disciplined man that may have fallen on hard times. Nevertheless,
it did not weaken her disdain for him. 


Tambrado walked
with patience around the bar, touching the back of the chairs as he went along.
He stared most of the customers in the eye, and even pulled down a few
newspapers that were covering people’s faces with his bony finger. He walked by
every table and even lifted some of the fancy table cloths to check underneath.
There was no doubt that he was there with the sole purpose of looking for
Charlie. 


Some of the
customers did appear to be apprehensive about Tambrado coming near them, and
would rather not have anything to do with him, but Charlie noticed the majority
did not even take notice that he was actually there. 


Tambrado walked up
to the bar and began taking note of the other customers sitting on the stools. Charlie
was putting her trust in Finyella that he would not recognise her.


‘Oi you, fat boy,
are you going to buy a drink or just wonder around playing ‘I spy’ with my
customers?’ said Finyella sarcastically. It was clear she was not afraid in
talking to him in any way that she pleased. 


‘Leaf grog,’
husked Tambrado with his whispery voice. Charlie got the impression that he was
not really the talkative type. 


‘Ah the nasty
stuff hey,’ said Finyella. ‘Are you sure you want that? Quite high on the old
fat content. I thought you were on a strict diet, given the obvious obesity
problem you seem have.’ She continued with a deadpan expression. Despite being
terrified, Charlie could not help a little snigger under her hat. Tambrado
merely groaned back. 


‘I’ll just pretend
you said please at the end of that noise, that way we can both be friends can’t
we?’ continued Finyella. Tambrado took a very old coin out of his pocket that
was riddled with holes, and flicked it up onto the counter. He picked up his
pint of grog, which Charlie thought looked like someone had just mashed up
nettles in a muddy puddle of water. It was filled with lumps and bubbles, but Tambrado
certainly enjoyed the drink, giving a rare sign of approval to Finyella in the
form of an ever-so-slight nod. 


While he leaned
against the bar, sipping away, he still scanned the room in a highly suspicious
manner. He had yet to notice Charlie, but she was definitely not out the woods
yet. When it seemed like he was going to sip his drink and leave, he finally
stared directly at her from the other side of the bar, and this time he did not
break his stare.  


Charlie only
caught a glimpse from the corner of her eye, tilting her head up just enough to
see what he was doing. Tambrado had walked over to her and stood directly in
front of her barstool. She was expecting, if not hoping, that Finyella might
step in and try and distract him at the very least. But she saw that she was
still down the other end of the bar reading her newspaper as casual as ever.
She had not even looked up at them. 


Tambrado gave a
groan towards Charlie and managed to just grizzle out a single word, ‘you!’ Did
that mean he knew who Charlie was? Or was he merely addressing her as a
stranger? She guessed she was about to find out. 


Charlie could not
exactly turn around and ignore him, nor could she keep the hat over her face as
she knew he was bound to lift it off. She sat up straight and tilted her hat
back, looked at him in the eye, and prepared to accept whatever happened. However,
Tambrado merely stared back at her with the same expression. He gave a simple
nod and unexplainably just kept on sipping his leaf grog while he walked away. 


Finyella had still
yet to acknowledge what was going on. What had happened wandered Charlie? Tambrado
knew who she was as he had seen her before. Why was he just walking away
without doing anything at all? 


She got her answer
quickly enough. She caught the reflection of herself in a pint glass, and she
could not believe what she saw. The reflection did not appear to be her. Charlie
eventually looked properly in a mirror behind the bar, but it was the same
reflection. Her face was not her face anymore, or at least, not as normal
anyhow. It was covered in spots; big puss filled white headed greasy spots,
mixed with boils and warts and random thick hairs that sprouted out the side of
them. No one, not even Tristan or Eve, would have recognised her. 


Charlie sat there
trying to minimalize her reaction as much as possible. She could not help her
eyes widening when she saw her reflection, but refrained from screaming out. Oh
how Tristan would be laughing now, she thought. She sipped on her cranberry
juice when she saw no one was paying attention, and as she did, she stroked her
cheek with her fingers on the way down, to be sure those disgusting warts were
really there. Unfortunately for her, they were. 


Tambrado finished
his drink and started to make his way out the building. 


‘I’ll make sure to
have diet leaf grog next time, don’t want that face to get any podgier, do we?’
said Finyella, without even looking up. Tambrado merely looked out the corner
of his eye before walking out the door. 


When Charlie saw
he had left, she was about to race over to ask what had just gone on. She got
one foot off her barstool when Finyella, still reading her paper, just lifted
her childlike finger and wagged it from afar. Charlie stopped immediately and
sat back down. She understood what she was being told and Finyella was right.
What if Tambrado burst back in as a surprise? She knew she needed to sit calmy,
and so she stroked more of the warts and boils on her face and waited. 


Finyella finally
came over a few minutes later, keeping up the pretence that Charlie was just a
regular customer for everyone to see. 


‘I know what
you’re going to ask and I’m sorry,’ said Finyella. ‘Whether we like it or not,
kreeths can be regular customers in here as everyone is welcome in The Speak
Easy. I still need to earn a living and pay my staff.’ Charlie grudgingly
understood. ‘I’ve served Tambrado for years, and if I had acted differently he
would have known something was wrong. It needed to play out the way it did.’


‘But what’s
happened to my face? I’m hideous!’ said Charlie panicking. 


‘Oh cockleshmock,
you’ll grow into them,’ said Finyella. ‘Don’t all teenagers get spots? I for
one have never had that problem, cursed with this young beautiful exterior.’
Finyella joked as she stroked her eight-year-old face. 


‘Are you kidding
me? How did this happen?’ asked Charlie. She was certainly failing to see the
funny side.  


‘Are you enjoying
your cranberry juice my dear?’


‘Yes, but what’s
that got….’ Charlie stopped herself halfway. ‘That black stuff you put in it,
that did this to me didn’t it?’


‘I’m afraid so,
please forgive me but we didn’t have a choice. Seemed to time out perfectly
though didn’t it?’ said Finyella with a big smile on her face. 


‘But how did you
know Tambrado was going to come in here?’ asked Charlie. 


‘He comes in the
same day each week, same time, like clockwork. This has always been rather
strange for a kreeth to be honest, as I’ve never really associated them with
time keeping,’ explained Finyella. ‘But anyway, I knew we didn’t have a lot of
time before he walked in here, but we couldn’t exactly start flapping about in
a panic. So those black herbal drops worked a treat.’


‘What was it?’ said
Charlie. 


‘There are plenty
of plants in the caves of Baradoohn that can have certain medicinal purposes,
such as getting rid of warts. Equally, there are shrubs that cause them. Just
got to know where to get hold of them, as they are not strictly legal,’ winked
Finyella.  


‘I’m going to be
hideous for the rest of my life! I’m supposed to have my school photo next week.’
Charlie still frantically rubbed her face in terror. 


‘Don’t worry, it’s
only temporary and will wear off after a while,’ reassured Finyella.


‘I’ll be honest, of
everyone I’ve met so far, that guy gives me the absolute chills. I can’t
believe how close he got to me. It’s not a sight I want to remember,’ said
Charlie. She was still sipping on her cranberry juice before realising she was
only adding to the warts and boils on her face, and then instantly spat it back
out. 


‘Mr Tambrado, yes,
such a sad tale. Part of me does feel sorry for him,’ said Finyella. 


‘Mr?’ said Charlie
with a shock at giving him a title. 


‘Oh yes, Mr Sergio
Giovanni Tambrado,’ said Finyella. ‘Italian by birth, and centuries ago he was
a doctor round these parts.’ Charlie was surprised to hear this, as it had not
occurred to her that kreeths had normal lives before their current situation. ‘Unfortunately,
a terrible accident caused him considerable pain and he became reliant on
medication. It later turned into addiction and his family left him, he lost
everything, thus he is where he is now.’


‘It certainly
explains how he seems a bit more composed than the rest,’ said Charlie. Though she
still did not quite have the same sadness for him as Finyella, after all, he
was trying to kidnap her. ‘But why do the kreeths have such scars and injuries
all over them, compared to most people?’ 


‘Kreeths don’t
carry teums to defend themselves with,’ said Finyella. ‘Anything of real worth
they sold long ago for their precious medicine.’ Even upon hearing this,
Charlie still felt little sympathy for them due to all the hardship they had
caused her. 


They continued to
discuss what had occurred and Finyella began to help as much as she could. She
was trying to come up with the best way to get Charlie reunited with her
family, and if possible, with Anghus and Sebastian at the same time. She
praised Charlie for being extremely clever in avoiding the main gates near to
the old Bentley, as she too agreed there would almost certainly be someone
watching all the passageways.  


‘I saw the owner
of a café being yelled at,’ said Charlie. She began to divulge more information
while this time sipping a normal cranberry juice. ‘He was ordered to speak up
if he were to find me.’


‘Well you did the
right thing by coming here, but we mustn’t linger,’ said Finyella. ‘Out of
interest, who was the person shouting in the café?’


‘Some woman we met
briefly before; Elspyth I think they called her.’ Finyella instantly paused and
stopped drinking from her glass. She stared at Charlie as if someone and taken
the wind out of her. 


‘Did you say
Elspyth?’ she said worryingly. ‘Describe her to me?’ Charlie did her best,
which confirmed Finyella’s fears. ‘My dear we have to get you out of here right
now!’


‘What do you mean?
I thought she is just another one of Markaeyla’s family,’ said Charlie naively.



‘She is, but that
should worry you and anyone else who she seeks; glummie and immie alike. You
don’t understand, she will find you here!’ Finyella started frantically pacing
up and down behind the bar. 


‘What are you so
worried about? No one knows I’m here; no one saw me come in. I was so careful,’
said Charlie. 


‘I’ve no doubt you
were dearie, but most of Markaeyla’s family are blessed with exceptional trixes,
like Anghus is,’ said Finyella. ‘Elspyth has a trix; she’s a tracker, she will
find anyone anywhere. Its nature, its biology, she has a radar in her head. It
doesn’t matter what she has to go on, she will track you to this very bar. We
have to get you out of here.’


‘I’m so sorry, I
didn’t know!’ panicked Charlie. ‘I’ve put you in danger, I honestly didn’t mean
to, I promise.’ Her voice began to tremble now. 


‘I’m worried for
you, not me,’ said Finyella. ‘I’m not scared of that red-haired woman, as we
can take care of ourselves in here. I’m the empress, president, ruler, queen
and duchess of this place. But there’s not much I can do if she catches you
here, which she will. Finyella put her head in her hands and began thinking as
hard as she could. She quickly had to devise something that kept Charlie safe, as
time was against them. 


‘Listen carefully.
The best plan is to send you deeper into Baradoohn, as she won’t expect that.
They will have all the usual and nearest exits covered.’ This was the first
time that Charlie saw Finyella flustered. ‘Through the back door are several
delivery carts for this place, go and hide in one and they will take you
somewhere north. I don’t know where they will go or who will be driving, but it
will make you harder to track.’


Before Charlie had
chance to speak, one of the waiters quickly came over and whispered something
in Finyella’s ear. She could tell it was urgent given his nervousness. ‘A
little bird tells me she’s not far away; she’s already tracked you here. Go,
go!’


‘But…but where is
the way out?’ said Charlie anxiously. 


‘Go and get your
shoes shined, now. Go!’ Finyella ended with a wink. 


Charlie remembered
there was a shoe shiner in the corner. She had not a clue why she was being
asked to get her shoes polished, but she did not question it and ran straight
over to the small alcove. She sat in the chair and faced the man who was
kneeling down. Charlie placed her foot on the metal stirrup, but as she did,
she felt a clicking noise and cogs going round as the ground began to spin; she
was going behind the wall. Just as she was being moved, she briefly saw the
main door to the bar swing open with Elspyth walking in. Luckily for her, she
was now out of sight. 


Charlie observed
that she was now the other side of the wall. The whole alcove was a moving
platform, and the shoe stirrup must have activated a secret passageway. Either
side of the wall must have been identical, so no one would be any the wiser. It
did not surprise her that Finyella would have such tricks in her establishment.


‘An extra special polish
I must assume, if the lady of the house sent you here,’ said the shoe shiner. 


‘Do you know who I
am?’ said Charlie. 


‘I have a fair
guess, yes,’ he said. ‘I overheard that you need to slip out the back door and
get into one of those carriages.’ The man had yet to make eye contact with her.
‘Unfortunately, I don’t know where they go either. You’re on your own there, but
you need to get away from here.’


‘You’re Kroodie,
aren’t you?’ said Charlie remembering his name from Anghus. She also remembered
they apparently had a close friendship. 


‘Your servant ma’am,’
he said politely and nodded. 


‘But Anghus told
me that you’re blind and deaf. I don’t wish to be rude, but how can you hear
what I’m saying? How did you know what Finyella was saying?’


‘Sometimes it’s
the blind leading the blind,’ he said with a disappointing sigh. ‘Never
thinking outside the box.’


Just as he spoke,
Charlie deftly felt something slightly cold underneath her arm on the armrest. It
was a solid piece of metal stuck into the wood. The only reason why it caught
her attention was because it was attached to a long thin piece of metal that
was lined into the chair, it ran all the way down it and then onto the floor
and underneath Kroodie’s foot. There were similar lines of welded metal running
underneath his feet from the other side of the wall. 


Charlie initially
seemed stumped, but quickly worked out what was going on. ‘You can actually
feel people talk, can’t you? The vibrations I mean,’ she said quite amazed. 


‘You know, it’s
unfair what they say about you glummies. You’re the first person in about a
hundred years to tell me that,’ said Kroodie. ‘An ability I learned long ago.
That is my trix young lady.’


‘So people get
their boots shined, and when they speak, the vibrations conduct down this metal
lining and you can work out what they are saying?’ said Charlie. ‘That’s some
skill. I suppose one is hooked up to the bar as well?’


‘Of course,’ said
Kroodie with a smile. ‘But shh, don’t let anyone know. Good way to eavesdrop on
important conversations if people think you can’t see or hear them.’ Though
Charlie agreed, she was somewhat irritated knowing that people could not
conceive that Kroodie was a highly skilled individual. She quickly worked out
that he was probably the most powerful person within The Speak Easy with all
the information he possessed. 


‘But this is no
time for a long chat. You need to go,’ continued Kroodie.  


‘I’m not relishing
being alone in Baradoohn.’


‘You seem
headstrong enough, trust in yourself. Now go.’ Kroodie’s words had some comfort
on Charlie. She raced through the back of the building where he had pointed to
and out the door into a small alleyway. Just as Finyella had said, there were a
small group of horse drawn carts with sheets covering the carriages. She had no
time to dawdle, so she picked the first cart and flung herself under the sheet.



Within a few
minutes, she heard the driver get on and they began moving. She heard the horse
panting and its hooves on the cobbles as it steadily walked along. Charlie
could not exactly see where she was going as it was pitch black underneath the
sheet. She hoped the driver did not stop and check their cargo, or that she
suddenly started sneezing or coughing. 


While lying there
in the bumpy darkness, Charlie pondered the new dilemma she was facing. Did she
try and do everything to find Tristan and Charlie? Or put all her effort into
hiding from the people who were trying to hunt her? She knew it would be
incredibly hard to do both.











Chapter
16


 


Eve
and Sebastian


 


 


Eve was lying on a solid rock floor; it
was the first thing she noticed when she woke up as it was so uncomfortable. It
was dirty and dusty all around her, making a mess of her clothes that had not
exactly been pristine up until that point anyway. She noticed she was lying
underneath a large sack, as if used as a quilt for her. Somebody, somewhere, had
had a little TLC she muttered to herself. There was also a small fire a few
feet away from her, burning its way through little bits of kindling. 


Eve looked around
and realised that she was underground. She thought this was a particularly
stupid observation as Baradoohn was underground in any case, but this felt even
more underground, much deeper. She was in some form of cave and she was
laying right in the middle of it. The cave was slightly round with the ceiling
quite low down. There were a few entrances and exits in different directions. 


Other than the
fire, the cave was being lit up by an old lantern next to her. Eve could see
her shadow flickering against the wall, as the flame moved due the gusts of
wind coming from the tunnels. 


The first thing Eve
did was to try and think what had gone on in the train station. What had
occurred that lead her to this cave, she thought? The sack and the lantern were
not hers, so she must have been with someone. She thought she might have been
kidnapped, but then again, someone was maybe trying to help her. She had not
seen Sebastian grab her earlier at all, so the idea had not even entered her
mind. 


As she walked
around the cave with the lantern peering down the tunnels, she began thinking
of the last things she remembered, but it did not help. She knew someone had
put a bag over her and then picked her up and ran. Eventually she concluded she
must have passed out and ended up in the cave. 


She decided not to
waste her time on the past but focus on the present. Usually forth right and
never shy about making decisions, she was, at this time, stumped at what to do.
Endless possibilities were jumping through her head. She could take the lantern
and follow one of the tunnels in the hope she would come out somewhere. But
what if she chose the wrong one and got lost? Or perhaps she should wait for
the person who brought her down to come back. But what if they had been
attacked and were never going to come back? The indecisiveness of it all
irritated her. 


Before Eve could
make up her mind though, she heard a voice from one of the tunnels ahead. It
was a single voice, then several voices, and they soon drew nearer. It never even
occurred to Eve to be afraid, as she thought she would be glad of company. The
voices soon materialised and Eve could see it was a group of five or six men. 


The men were all
wearing similar grubby brown and grey clothes. Their faces were blotched with
mud and coal dust. The men each carried a lantern or a torch and stopped
suddenly when they saw who was in their way. They were definitely not the ones
who brought her down here, Eve figured out, as they were just as surprised to
see her as she was them. 


‘Well hello there,
I suppose we’re lost, are we?’ said one of the men. 


‘That’s right. I
was out for a walk and lost my way. Can you help me?’ said Eve with a little
hopefulness.


‘Who are you and
what on earth are you doing down here?’ the man continued. 


‘I’m, umm, a
friend of Finyella’s’. It was the first name that came into her head. ‘You
know, she owns The Speak Easy. I was just visiting for the week. I’m a friend
of the family.’


‘I know the place.
Never been there though,’ said the man. 


‘You’d think after
300 years I’d learn my way around and not get lost in Baradoohn!’ said Eve
pretending to laugh. She had no idea why she was lying to the men as there was
nothing to suggest that she was in any danger. But it occurred to her, in this
world, she could really pretend to be anyone who she wanted to be. She was also
still keeping her promise to Anghus by not letting anyone know she was a
glummie. As long as she did not slip up, no one would be any the wiser, she
hoped. Therefore, she had to sound as mature as she could, and old beyond her
appearance. 


‘We were just
going to stop for a brew and a pie,’ said a man politely. ‘Ah, I can see you’ve
already got a fire going, so we’ll just join you if that’s alright?’ Eve agreed
and nodded away with a smile. ‘Come have a brew and you can just follow us out
afterwards, we’re going back up to the cobbles anyway.’


The men sat down
around the fire and got out their metal cups and teabags. Eve did not at all
feel uncomfortable, they all seemed like regular people who looked like they
were working down there. The men just talked and nattered to themselves while
the water boiled, laughing at stories and trying to clean off some the muck on
their faces. Without a mirror though, they were just swirling dirt from one
cheek to the other. 


‘So you decided to
go for a walk away from the cobbles? Surely it can’t be that boring up there?’
said the man with a friendly chuckle. ‘You have to watch yourself underneath
Baradoohn, there are mazes and tunnels down here. It’s not like where you’re
from you know…which is where by the way?’ It only just occurred to the man to
ask. 


‘I’m from London,
but we moved to Germany a few years ago, my parents wanted to start a new
business there.’ Eve was having to think extremely quickly on the spot to not
to give herself away. She could not pretend she was from Baradoohn, and she remembered
that Anghus spoke of other countries that had immie cities. Germany was the
first country that came into her head. 


‘Oh the Munich cobbles,
very nice indeed,’ said the man. ‘Never been there myself but I’ve heard the
Christmas markets are amazing.’ The man offered Eve some tea and biscuits.


‘What are you
doing down here?’ asked Eve. 


‘We’re just a
group of old miners trying to make our living. It’s a dirty job but someone’s
got to do it, right lads?’ said the man. The other men nodded along while
tucking into their pies. ‘Baradoohn’s lights need to keep on burning someway or
other.’


For a short while
everyone continued making conversation and eating, slurping down the rest of
their tea. A few of the men fiddled with their torches and replaced the
batteries. 


Suddenly out of
nowhere, the sound of rocks being trodden on could be heard from a short
distance away. All of the men instantly stopped talking and snapped their heads
round towards the direction it came from. It was mixed with the sound of very light
footsteps, but Eve could not quite be sure. She was very glad she had met the
miners if this turned out to be trouble, no one was going to mess with six men
she thought. 


The miners had not
actually stood up, but they stayed patiently still and concentrated very hard
on where the noise came from. It was drawing closer and closer, but no one
heard a human voice. 


‘Could be a sewer
rat,’ said one of the men. ‘As big as foxes down these tunnels.’ This did not
exactly fill Eve with comfort. She would jump at the chance to tackle anything,
but rats were one of the few things that terrified her. 


The noise began to
disappear. It put everyone at ease. A few minutes went by and the men had not heard
anything again, and they slowly began to casually pack things up. Just as everyone
stopped paying attention though, Eve saw a figure silently appear from one of
the tunnels; it was Sebastian. It was only a silhouette she saw, but it was
just enough that she knew.


Sebastian took a
few more steps forward, and to Eve’s surprise, he drew his teums with a
thunderous streak of fire that lit up his whole body from the shadows. He charged
towards the miners, who were completely unprepared, and had barely enough time
to rise to their feet when Sebastian began knocking them over flat on their
backs. Some of them just about managed to draw their own teums, but it was
little use. Sebastian hooked one of his daggers behind the ankle of a man,
flipping him over on his front, before sweeping the other dagger behind the
knee of another as he tried to get up. Much like Eve had seen before at the
duel, Sebastian moved as gracefully as ever with each move flowing on to the
next. There were no pauses in his fighting, it was as if he could anticipate
the men’s every move and it looked more like a dance. 


Sebastian raced
away with his hands firmly gripped on his teums, but Eve began shouting and
screaming at him. ‘Stop! They were just trying to help me! Please stop!’ she
said. She pleaded with him and could not work out why he was attacking them. Her
calls were completely ignored though. 


Sebastian
continued hitting and hooking the men at an alarming pace, round the ankles,
wrists and knees. He had a fierce look in his face and there was certainly no
joking around. However, Eve did notice that he appeared to be not properly
hurting anyone, as these were all in places purely to knock them off balance. All
the men were beginning to become battered and bruised, sustaining minor scrapes
and grazes as they landed on their backsides. 


Eve tried to get
in the way of everyone fighting, but could only muster grabbing hold of Sebastian’s
shirt and tugging on it. This had no effect on him as his sheer strength and
determination could not be matched by anyone there, let alone Eve. Though he ignored
her words, Sebastian managed to smoothly grab her with one hand while knocking
over a man with the other, before elegantly turning around and plonking her
down away from everyone. 


The man who had
been talking to Eve was the only one left standing now. Filled with misplaced
confidence, he charged at Sebastian with his own teum. Sebastian though, was
able to throw one of his own teums out of his hand at an electrifying speed,
and hit the man’s knee before he could even reach him. The man had been stopped
in his tracks in agony, and before he knew it, Sebastian had flanked round the
side to hit the hinge of his other leg and bashed him over. 


Eve saw the
fighting had left the man’s trousers with a small tear in the leg, which resulted
in the bright light starting to make an illuminous scar. It looked as if
Sebastian had not remembered to remove his teum, before then he quickly let go
of the man and the scaring went away.


‘I suggest you all
get out of here before I feed you to the tunnel turtles. Do you understand!?’ snarled
Sebastian. These were the only words he had said during the whole encounter. 


All of the men,
apart from one, struggled on to their feet as quickly as possible and scarpered
down one of the tunnels. They seemed to have little care for the one who was
left still lying on the floor unconscious, though he did not seem hurt. 


‘Sebastian, what
have you done?’ cried out Eve. 


‘Are you ok little
one? Did they hurt you? Did they touch you anywhere?’ said Sebastian. He
frantically pulled at Eve’s every limb, checking her over. ‘I’d only left you
for a short while, I’m sorry, that was my fault.’


‘So it was you?
You took me down here. What has happened? Where are Tristan and Charlie?
Anghus?’ said Eve, equally as frantic.


‘Aye, I’m so
sorry, we weren’t in a good position and I had to make a judgement call.’


‘What do you
mean?’ asked Eve. 


‘Back at the train
station we were in a bad way,’ explained Sebastian. He appeared bitterly disappointed
in himself. ‘If it had carried on the way it was going, we would have lost all
of you hen. We would have been too distracted and someone would have swooped in
and taken all three of you right from under our noses. I made the best decision
I could in the moment and I grabbed you. I’d rather keep one of you safe than
none of you. I popped a bag over you so no one saw it was you I was carrying.
At the minute, this is the safest place to be.’


Eve definitely
agreed that this was not exactly a place that she would expect to bump into
Krazzar or anyone else. Even though she admitted she did not exactly like being
in the cave, anything was better than being taken by Markaeyla. Now that she
was with Sebastian, she was raring to go again.  


Sebastian had a
somewhat gloomy look on his face, not just because of their current
predicament, but he feared Eve would be angry with him for only saving her
during the fighting. He seemed a fallen figure and sat on a rock in the middle
of the cave. Eve could see the expression on his face as the light flickered
from the lantern, as perceptive as ever, she knew what was going through his
head.  


‘I don’t blame you,’
she said cheerfully. ‘I’m so grateful we have friends like you and Anghus who
are doing all of this for us.’ She lifted Sebastian’s head up and he gave a half-hearted
smile. It was only a few words, but it seemed enough to lift his spirits. 


‘How did we even
get down here? I don’t remember,’ asked Eve. She dragged across a big rock and
sat next to Sebastian. 


‘I’ve always got a
few contacts and an escape route or two up my sleeve,’ he said with a quick
smile. ‘I carried you down the animal limbs market on Old London Avenue and
into the caveman café. Give the correct password to the owner and you can use
the loo. Behind the toilet is the revolving wall, through that is a winch lift,
then down a few hundred feet, then unfortunately it’s a dry mud slide down to the
bottom where we are. My backside does hurt because of that.’


Eve just stood
there and smiled along, not understanding half of what Sebastian just said.
Legless animal market? A caveman’s café? She thought it was best not to ask
right now. She was, however, somewhat confused and cross at him for fighting
with the men. 


‘I don’t know
where the others are, or even if they are with Anghus. We need to find out as
soon as we can,’ continued Sebastian. 


Eve desperately
wanted to see her brother and sister, but she understood that it was not going
to happen right away. 


‘But what about
those men? They were just trying to help me. Why…what…just…why?’ stuttered Eve.



‘Well thank
goodness they didn’t hurt you,’ said Sebastian.


‘Hurt me? I told
you, they were helping me and going to show me the way out,’ said Eve with
uncharacteristic annoyance. 


‘No, they were not,’
said Sebastian rather insistently. ‘They had other things on their mind, believe
me.’


‘They didn’t, we
just sat down and drank tea,’ said Eve adamantly.  


Sebastian hung his
head down as his teums disappeared behind his back and beneath his coat. He let
out a deep puff of frustration and walked over to the unconscious man, who was
still there lying on his stomach. He rolled him over with his foot, and as Eve
looked down, she saw that clasped in one of his hands was a needle and syringe
filled with some sort of yellow liquid. She was almost lost for words. 


‘This is what they
were going to do to you when you least expected it,’ said Sebastian. ‘It’s a
powerful sedative designed to make you sleep for hours. Trust me, I know from
previous experience.’


Eve was shocked at
what she saw. The men were so polite and helpful towards her, they all looked
like normal everyday men who would assist anyone in need. Nothing about them
seemed suspicious. 


‘But I had no idea,’
she said. 


‘Of course you
didn’t, no one could blame you.’ Sebastian knelt down on one knee and looked at
her directly in eye while holding her hand. ‘Listen little one, a life lesson
for anyone in this world, people are naturally untrustworthy, both here and up
there. Trustworthiness is a rarity. Always remember that.’ 


Eve could not
agree with Sebastian, and was disappointed that he held such a view, but she just
nodded in reply. She was sympathetic to his troubled background, which she knew
only strengthened his belief in what he said. 


‘I truly admire
how forthright you are,’ he continued. ‘To go through what you have so far, you
have been braver than ten Ministerial Guards, and that’s saying something.’ As
immature as he could be at times, Eve could tell that Sebastian was no fool.
She sensed his life was probably even harder than he had previously described
to her, and on the whole, he trusted almost no one.  


‘There are still
many things in our world that you don’t know, people and creatures alike,’ he
continued. ‘You, of all people, should not be near these men.’


Eve did not like
the fact that Sebastian mentioned creatures, as her mind began to wonder. She
had heard him mention ‘tunnel turtles’ and could only imagine what he meant by
this, but it was definitely not good. 


‘So who were they?’
Eve asked.  Her friendliness with the men had now clearly be erased. 


‘They’re smugglers,’
said Sebastian. He continued prodding the man on the floor with his foot. ‘Baradoohn
has hundreds of secret caves and tunnels beneath it that most immies don’t know
about, that’s where we are just now. It’s the perfect hiding place.’


‘What do they
smuggle?’ said Eve.  


‘Anything illegal
they can get their hands on; forbidden plants, dangerous technology, rare
animal eggs and such things.’ Sebastian then stopped and looked down at Eve.
‘Glummies also.’ 


‘You mean me?’
said Eve shocked.  


‘Yes, I mean you
little one,’ he said. ‘Unfortunately for you they knew you were a glummie from
the moment they laid eyes on you.’ Eve continued to be flabbergasted at hearing
this. ‘It’s very difficult to tell immies and glummies apart just by looking at
them, even I can’t, but one type of person who can, is a smuggler. They are
experts in their own field.’


‘Why on earth
would I be smuggled?’ said Eve. 


‘Glummies,
especially children, are a rarity in Baradoohn,’ said Sebastian. ‘To have a
glummie child and keep them down here without anyone knowing, is a highly sought-after
prize for some individuals.’


‘Why?’


‘There are many
people who agree with Markaeyla views, that glummies should be controlled by us
and dominated and ruled,’ said Sebastian. He quickly picked up the syringe the
smuggler had and broke off the needle, but pocketed the rest. ‘A person like
you is worth a lot of money to those type of people down here. To have a
glummie child as their secret house servant, reinforces their self-belief of superiority.
You would be a trophy to them. Thankfully it’s not happened for an age, but it
has happened before.’


Eve looked up at the
sad face of Sebastian, and she could quite easily tell that he was not lying or
exaggerating the truth. She fully believed him in that such things had occurred
in the past, and a little anger made its way from her brain to a now clenching
a fist.  


‘Thankfully, it’s
extremely difficult, if not impossible, for glummies to accidently stumble
across Baradoohn now,’ continued Sebastian. ‘It’s even trickier for someone to
smuggle one in, but, if anyone came across a rambling one like yourself, I
shudder to think where you would have ended up.’


Eve felt a very
dry gulp in her throat. The thought of being someone’s servant in a dungeon, or
wherever, did not exactly appeal to her. As much as she loved an adventure, she
thought this was definitely not it. 


‘They could try
and take me, but I’d put up the biggest fight they’d ever seen!’ said Eve,
raising her fists in the air and punching the wind. Sebastian did not laugh at
this. 


‘Why are you so
fearless, little one?’ he said concerned. ‘Does nothing scare you? Does nothing
hold you back?’


‘Not any more,
no,’ said Eve. She shook her head with a staunch look on her face. ‘I’m not
afraid of anything anymore, not since…’ but Eve stopped herself in mid-sentence
and stood their quietly. 


Before Sebastian
could ask her further, the man on floor eventually came around enough to start
rubbing his face and his sore backside. He sat up and took a look around,
quickly realising what had gone on and that his friends had left him. He did
not even need to think or speak, he just ran off in the same direction as fast
as he could. Sebastian was content enough to let him leave. 


He decided not to
discuss the earlier topic with Eve further, and poured more oil in the lantern.
The only supplies they had were a water cannister and some chocolate bars. 


‘So what are we
going to do now?’ said Eve. 


‘There’s no easy
answer I’m afraid,’ said Sebastian. ‘The reason I left you in the cave was to
go and speak to an associate of mine in a different tunnel far down the line.
He said he overheard what looked like a glummie teenager making their way to
Markaeyla’s house.’


‘What does that
mean?’ said idea.  


‘Can’t say for
certain, but it might be wise to assume that Tristan or Charlie, or both, have
been caught by the others and are being taken to Markaeyla.’ Sebastian had
mistakenly thought that the others had been caught, when in fact they were all
searching for each other. 


Sebastian
explained that they could not wander back up to the cobbles and have a look
about. The risk of them being spotted was far too great, and they could not try
and make a run for it through any of the main exits, as he knew they would be watched
by Markaeyla’s people. 


Sebastian
explained that very few smuggler’s tunnels led to a feasible way out of
Baradoohn and straight to topside. Even to the criminal underworld, the ways in
and out of immie worlds were strictly guarded by the DM. The fact that they
were underneath Baradoohn, even deeper, made it even more difficult to get
anywhere topside. 


‘There is one plan
that is slightly daft,’ said Sebastian, as Eve looked up from her chocolate bar.
‘If Tristan or Charlie have been taken Markaeyla, then someone has to go get
them. No one else is coming to help, and we can’t easily get a message to
Argatha either.’


‘You mean we go to
her house? How?’ said Eve. 


‘There are tunnels
down here that lead in that direction, and get very close. Unfortunately, it
won’t be us, it will just be me,’ said Sebastian. ‘One tunnel leads back to a
place in Auchindowen, very few people know about it, not even the DM, and it’s
a tough slog to get there.’ Eve knew what he was now about say. ‘I plan on
taking you back to your aunt and uncle this way where you will be safer. I’ll
then go and look for everyone.’


‘You can’t expect
me to sit at home while my brother and sister are missing, something may have
happened to them. I’d be worried sick,’ blurted out Eve. 


‘I’m used to being
on my own. Anghus is the brave leader, not me, and he’s used to keeping people
safe,’ said Sebastian being too honest. ‘I don’t think I’ve done a good job so
far, I mean, look where it has got us. I can’t keep myself out of trouble let
alone another person.’


‘I’m safe, aren’t
I?’ said Eve. She was desperately trying to argue her point further. ‘These
things seem to be out of anyone’s control and you’ve done a fantastic job.’ Eve
held Sebastian’s hand as he was still kneeling. ‘I’m not going home, I’ll just
run back into the woods as soon as you leave me,’ she joked. Though Sebastian
knew she was being somewhat serious at the same time. 


Sebastian looked
down at the ground and puffed out his cheeks. He thought Eve had the mind of a
much older person trapped in a younger body, much like an immortal. ‘This is
where Anghus usually slaps me over the head for even agreeing to taking a child
with me, least of all to Markaeyla’s house,’ he said. 


‘If Anghus was in trouble,
and the DM told you to stay home while they sorted it, would you?’ said Eve.
Sebastian simply shook his head and agreed with her.


There was nothing
to pack up except to make sure the lantern had enough fuel in it. Eve dusted
herself down slightly and was ready to go. She was growing weary of the cave,
feeling it was getting smaller, wetter and hotter. Sebastian explained it was
going to be a long journey and that there may well be surprises up ahead, but
Eve did not seem fazed at all. 


Sebastian showed
the way down one of the tunnels, lighting up the way with lantern. As they
walked down, Eve began chatting away. 


‘So, who is this
Elvis chap you have down here?’ she said. 











Chapter
17


 


Mothers,
fathers and wives


 


 


Tristan had been asleep for a while on the
train, his head resting against the window and feeling the vibrations of the
tracks. A small bit of drool worked its way down his chin, but he woke up just
in time before it went any further, hoping that no one noticed. He and Anghus were
travelling towards Markaeyla’s house, in a plan to rescue his sisters. Mistakenly,
however, they had not discovered that neither Charlie or Eve had actually been
captured. 


Anghus sat there
reading a paper, looking like he had never even slept. Tristan saw the name of
the paper was The Cobbler Gazette, where the frontpage article showed
pictures of apparent tensions between the Tudor and Roman sections of
Baradoohn. 


Anghus began
explaining what his plan was now that he had time to think. He wished to get to
one of his friend’s house. 


‘We need to visit
Broden, he’s our only hope in getting into Markaeyla’s house,’ he said, putting
his hood up from his cloak. He suggested Tristan put his jacket hood up as well,
to dissuade any potential spies on the train.


‘Who’s that?’
enquired Tristan. He pretended he had not heard the name before, even though he
had read off it the piece of paper the messenger had sent Anghus back at The
Speak Easy. 


‘One of my oldest
friends, and one of the very few we can trust,’ said Anghus. ‘Though he doesn’t
share her political views on glummies and immies, he is from the same ilk as
Markaeyla.’ Tristan sat there quite worried at this thought, but Anghus tried
to reassure him. ‘Broden is from a wealthy family of class and status.
Historically speaking, these types of families tend to side with each other.’


‘So how can he
help us?’ asked Tristan.


‘His property is
not so far away from Markaeyla’s. His family regularly visit her for business
dealings and the like, it wouldn’t be out the ordinary for his house staff to
attend there.’ Tristan nodded along as if he knew where Anghus was going with
this. ‘If we can somehow be concealed by the staff as they went, we have a
chance of zipping in, finding your sisters, and zipping out without anyone
noticing.’


‘I like the plan
already. Stealthy and lightening quick,’ said Tristan enthusiastically.


‘We will need to
butter Broden up first, as they say’ said Anghus, irking his face a little. ‘You
don’t just knock on his door and ask him to risk himself, as well as his
business relationships.’ He did not look overly comfortable with randomly
dropping in on an old friend, but he felt he had little choice. They agreed to
talk more about this when they got there, as there was no point worrying about
anything until they did. 


Tristan tried to
take his mind off things. He was still impressed at the scenery when he looked
out the window as the train hurtled on. The open tracks and tunnels were lit up
by lamp posts, just the same as any street in London. Every now and then he
could see a collection of small houses with people from different eras. 


‘You know I’ve
been meaning to ask,’ said Tristan curiously. ‘When exactly does an immortal
stop aging? How is it that Argatha looks older but Finyella a young girl?’


‘It’s not really
known when and why unfortunately, it’s a mystery,’ chuckled Anghus. ‘We all get
to a random age and then we simply stop. Sometimes it’s in the body of a hundred-year-old
person, sometimes it’s when they’re a child.’ This was one time where Tristan
did not see the wonder of living life like an immortal, as not knowing when one
would stop aging must have been highly anxious. 


‘It gets more
interesting learning what trixes some immies have, I must admit,’ said Tristan.
‘I never know what I’m going to hear next. I’d love to be able to read people
and see if they’re telling the truth, or what’s on their mind just by looking
at them, like you.’


Anghus sat there
with a look on his face as if to express that Tristan did not understand the negative
side of trixes. ‘It’s not the most consoling of abilities, be aware of that,’
he said. ‘I can always tell if people like me, love me or hate me, so sometimes
I wish I could turn it off. Sometimes I just don’t want to know.’


‘Can you not stop?’
asked Tristan. He did not seem to see the difficulty in doing so. 


‘No, the ability
is stuck there in my head,’ said Anghus, tapping his forehead with his finger.
‘The reason why not every immie has a trix is because they lack discipline to
carry it through. It takes training and time, but it starts off having a knack
for something, then you need to knuckle down and hone that skill in for centuries.
Most immies have no special abilities due to the commitment it takes. It’s not
a gift, it’s hard work.’


Tristan had never
thought about it this way before, he now appreciated the amount of dedication
it took to be able to do the things that Anghus and Argatha could. But then
what else did immortals have on their side other than endless time, he thought?


‘If Markaeyla is
such a terrible person, why can’t we find someone who has the same trix as
Argatha and march down to her house?’ said Tristan. He realised that he was
speaking a little too loudly, so he sunk back into his seat and lowered his
voice. ‘Why couldn’t someone try and trix Markaeyla to hand over my sisters?
You know, plant an illusion in her head.’


‘If only it were
that easy,’ said Anghus regrettably. ‘Those who already have a trix, cannot be
trixed by others, if that makes sense. It’s impossible. No one knows of
anyone who has ever managed to do it. I couldn’t trix Krazzar or Markaeyla by
trying to read them, much the same as Argatha couldn’t plant thoughts or
illusions in my head.’


‘Why not?’ asked
Tristan.


‘Because of the
discipline it takes to learn a trix. We are inadvertently also trained to not
give anything else away or allow our minds to be manipulated,’ said Anghus.
Tristan was beginning to understand as he nodded. ‘The sheer focus and
determination in one’s abilities means we are impossible to be trixed by others,
our minds are too sharp. If you’re disciplined enough to develop a trix, your
mind is disciplined enough to protect itself.’


‘But did you not
try and read Athol at The Speak Easy?’ wondered Tristan. 


‘Athol has never
developed a trix, he’s just a big strong brute that destroys anyone who gets in
his way,’ explained Anghus.


‘I see, I
understand now,’ said Tristan. 


‘This is why Argatha
couldn’t go and fool Markaeyla into thinking or do something,’ said Anghus. ‘It’s
an old immortal rule, and many of us over the centuries have tried to do it,
myself included, but failed. It’s impossible.’


‘We are truly
alone in this then, aren’t we?’ huffed Tristan.  


‘I’m afraid so
lad.’


The immortal world
grew ever more complicated to Tristan. While interrupting his thought, there
was a knock at the carriage door with the tea service trolley. A man wearing a
colourful bowtie and shirt offered Tristan and Sebastian endless snacks and
refreshments, which they politely refused. 


‘I do not wish to
pry lad, but talking of being alone, you live with your aunt and uncle. May I
ask why?’ Anghus wished to changed to the topic, but asked as caring and as
kind as he could. Tristan did not immediately answer as he looked out the
window. He stayed silent for a while and did not make eye contact. It was as if
he was thinking of excuses to not talk about his past. Afterall, this was
something that he and his sisters had never even fully discussed properly. 


Anghus saw the
response that he was getting from Tristan. He clearly knew that it was a
sensitive topic for him, even without trying to trix him, which he could easily
do. He would have liked to have known more about his family, but thought it was
maybe a bad time and just said, ‘that’s ok lad, perhaps next time, aye?’ Anghus
then just sat back and continued reading his paper. 


‘There was a man
once, back in London a few months ago,’ said Tristan suddenly. He was still
staring out the window but Anghus dropped his paper and listened. ‘I didn’t
know him at all. From what I’ve been told he was a fairly ordinary man, and had
a decent job and tried to live as a good a life as anyone I suppose. He gave to
charity, abided by the law, helped out his neighbours and his family when he
could.’


Anghus was
surprised that Tristan had begun talking after the long awkward silence. He was
not entirely sure where Tristan was going with this, but he did not want
interrupt. He kept listening and giving him his full attention. 


‘One day this man
had a particularly bad day at work apparently,’ continued Tristan. He now
started to look at Anghus. ‘He was fired from his job after being accused of
stealing some items out of his office. It was later found out this was completely
untrue and the man didn’t actually do anything wrong, but at the time, he was
still sacked and obviously very angry and upset by this.’ Tristan paused for a
little just gather himself.


‘That sounds
awful, a miscarriage of justice. Poor guy,’ said Anghus. Tristan raised his
eyebrows and hummed a little under his breath. 


‘The man went home
feeling hard done by, which I guess I understand, and began drinking bottles of
wine to get blinding drunk,’ said Tristan, now fidgeting with his fingers and
looking down. ‘He stupidly decided to get into his car and go for a drive, and
because he lived alone, there was no one there to stop him from doing it. As he
recklessly drove around London completely drunk in the middle of the night, no
one really saw how bad his driving was.’ Tristan began to have a hint of anger entering
his voice. ‘I don’t know how long he was driving for, but I do know that he was
all over the road wherever he went. He drove through a park at one point,
tearing up mud and plants as he went. Luckily not many people were walking
there that time of night. He drove the wrong way down a one-way road. He began
testing how good his breaks were on his expensive car by speeding up just
before a brick wall and then slamming them on, narrowing missing everything.’


‘A bad day is no
excuse for such behaviour,’ said Anghus. Tristan nodded with him, and he felt a
slight sense of relief at sharing the story for the first time. 


‘At one point the
man turned down a street near to a theatre,’ continued Tristan. ‘His driving was
out of control and he mounted the curb with both wheels and hit a large wheelie
bin, knocking it into the road. He managed to get back on the road, before
somehow driving back to his home address without hitting anyone. 


‘So what happened
next?’ said Anghus intrigued. Tristan paused again, taking a deep breath before
continuing. 


‘When he got home,
he received a call from his work. They said they had just found out they made a
mistake in sacking him.’ Anghus noticed Tristan grew sadder as the story
continued. ‘They apologised and immediately gave him his job back. His family
were worried about him as he had not answered their calls the whole night, so
they were all relieved when he let them know he was ok.’


‘That’s
indefensible to drive like that, but at least no one was injured and the wrongs
were put to right,’ said Anghus. Tristan then looked at him with the saddest
eyes he had ever seen. 


‘During his drive,
when the man hit the wheelie bin into the road, a few seconds later my parents
were driving on the same road the opposite way,’ said Tristan. He stared back
out the window, unable to properly look at Anghus. ‘My parents had turned a
corner and they didn’t have time to react. My Dad struck the bin with some
force and the car ricocheted off and lost control, rolling down a nearby hill.
They crashed into a river with no one watching and no one there to help them.
Their seatbelts jammed and the locks on the door didn’t release. I’m told it
only took about a minute, but they died right there, drowning.’ Tristan sat there
still looking out the window, wiping away a tear from his cheek that had
escaped. It was the first time he had told the story out loud to anyone, though
oddly the sense of relief was still there. 


Anghus sat in
total shock and was unable to find the right words to say. He had no idea that Tristan’s
parents had met such a terrible tragedy. He thought carefully about what to say,
but before he could speak, Tristan carried on. 


‘Unfortunately, it
doesn’t end there,’ he said. Anghus wondered that surely there could not be
anymore more heartache. ‘The police turned up at the man’s door and arrested
him in connection to what happened.’


‘I assume that man
must now be in prison where he belongs?’ asked Anghus. Tristan just sat there
and slowly shook his head. 


‘Even though he
caused my parents death, he desperately tried to be found not guilty in court,’
said Tristan, now showing some rage. ‘He knew it was his fault, everyone knew,
even his lawyer in court knew, but he didn’t want to take any responsibility.’


‘What happened?’
wondered Anghus. 


‘His lawyer
successfully managed to get the man found not guilty,’ said Tristan. ‘I’m told
that he got him off on a ‘technicality’. The police officers who arrested him
failed to follow the correct procedure, or something like that, so when they
checked his breath for alcohol, it wasn’t allowed to be shown in court.’ Anghus
just sat there stunned. ‘In the end he got off scot free. He never apologised,
he never looked like he showed remorse, and he just went back to his old job.’


Anghus got up out
of his seat and went to sit next to Tristan who was still staring out the
window. He put his arm round him to provide even the tiniest bit of comfort and
reassurance.


‘That man caused
my parents death. What that man did to my sisters is just unforgivable,’ said
Tristan. He rubbed his eyes more and more. Anghus noticed that he never
mentioned himself when saying this, as he was always putting his own welfare
last. ‘So when you mentioned a miscarriage of justice, it was, but just now how
you thought.’


‘I’m so sorry laddie,
 I had no idea,’ said Anghus quietly. ‘You three, nor any child, should ever
have to go through that.’ Tristan nodded away agreeing, thinking again only
about Eve and Charlie. 


‘It must be good
being immortal, never having to see your loved ones die,’ said Tristan with a
sigh. Anghus instantly knew that Tristan did not mean this in a horrible way,
but he could see that he still had a somewhat misguided and naïve view about
being able to live forever. 


‘I wish that was
the case laddie,’ said Anghus, who chose not elaborate any further.


They sat in
silence for a few moments with Anghus’ arm round Tristan still. On hearing the story,
it only increased Anghus’ resolve to help him and get to the bottom of what was
happening to them. Anghus certainly felt a close bond between him and the children,
a feeling of responsibility as to what was happening to them. At sixteen and
fifteen, Anghus thought that Tristan and Charlie should never had to have gone
through what was just described to him. He could not even imagine what Eve must
have went through, given how young she was. 


‘It’s a terrible
responsibility that you’ve been placed with, one that should never have come
your way at your age,’ said Anghus. 


‘Tell me something
about your family that I don’t know. I just want my mind taken off it,’ said
Tristan. He was experiencing a rush of different emotions all at once. Anghus
sat there and was not really sure what to say. He thought for a few moments
before speaking.  


‘I suppose Eve
told you how me and Sebastian met?’ he said. Tristan nodded that he had. ‘I was
somewhat of a scoundrel in my youth also, though not as bad as Sebastian,’ he
continued as they both smiled. 


‘Who did you grow
up with?’ asked Tristan. 


‘We were both
raised by Argatha, from a time.’


‘Argatha? She’s
your mother?’ said Tristan totally surprised.


‘Adopted mother, I
suppose you could call her,’ said Anghus. ‘We were already adolescents when we
met her. Me and Sebastian were both living on the street at that point and
nothing was going our way really. We made the really stupid mistake of trying
to pick Argatha’s pocket in one the markets on the cobbles. It was wrong, I
know, but we were desperate. Argatha, of course, was far too switched on and
felt my hand from a mile away, catching me in the act with Sebastian behind
me.’


‘Was she not
angry?’ asked Tristan.


‘Furious,’ laughed
Anghus. ‘But she looked at us with pitiful eyes, and wanted to help rather than
turn us in to the peelerpots. To this day I’ve no idea why she took us in, but
she did, and she taught us a better way of life. I learned a little better than
Sebastian, but even though he is generally an immature idiot, if it weren’t for
Argatha, he would far worse than he is now. Despite how she picks on him, she
loves him dearly.’


‘I can imagine he
challenges too many people to a duel?’ said Tristan summing it up in one. 


‘Unfortunately,’
sighed Sebastian. ‘He’s never been the restrained type, but it’s as if he was
born with this innate skill with his teum, it’s frightening.’ Tristan had seen first-hand
how skilled Sebastian was and could not really argue. ‘To this day, Argatha
still tries to teach him curb his temper. Perhaps one day he might rival her at
duelling.’


This was an
interesting thought, as Tristan could just not imagine Argatha running around
with a teum and waving it in the air. He knew that immies could be any age
despite how they looked, but Argatha had the body of an old woman. She was
extremely wise with a very powerful trix, but how formidable could she really
be in a duel he thought? 


As Tristan
pondered this over, something else had been nagging him for a while. Anghus had
previously mentioned that Argatha and Markaeyla had been close at one point,
but why? He turned to Anghus and said, ‘what exactly did you mean when you said
they knew each other well?’


Anghus sat there
and bit his lip a little. He took off his glasses to clean the lenses with his
shirt. ‘I suppose you would have found out soon enough,’ he said with reluctance.
‘Argatha and Markaeyla were partners, they were married; wife and wife.’ 


Tristan sat there
and clearly did not expect this. ‘They were married?’ he said surprised.


‘Aye, for over seven
hundred years or there abouts,’ said Anghus casually, believing this was a
standard length of time. ‘That’s why Argatha knows her better than anyone else
alive. They didn’t just know each other well, they shared a life
together; love, passion, friendship and commitment. They were each other’s
entire world, or so Argatha describes it.’


‘No one told me
anything,’ said Tristan slightly miffed. 


‘Not a lot of
people know lad, most people think they were just close friends,’ said Anghus.
‘It doesn’t matter that we are immortals, it doesn’t matter which world you
come from, even in our history people were just not as understanding back then
as are they are now.’ Anghus sat there looking down at the floor as he put his
glasses back on. ‘A thousand years ago it was not exactly common for a woman to
marry another a woman, so they kept their relationship a secret for several
lifetimes.’


Tristan sat there
astonished. The sheer thought of having to keep someone you loved a secret for
seven hundred years, was unthinkable. He was now beginning to understand that
being immortal did not always have its good points. 


‘A thousand years
ago, yesterday, today or tomorrow, immie or glummie, none of that should
matter. You love who you love,’ nobly stated Tristan, who had friends in his
old school who were in same sex relationships. 


‘Well said
laddie,’ agreed Anghus. He now smiled and sat back up. ‘You will soon see that
while we immies still have our own problems, we have long since moved on from
discriminating or out casting people because of their sexuality. You could say
we have evolved past it; it doesn’t exist anymore in Baradoohn.’ 


Tristan was not in
any position to judge. He knew all too well that immies still had questionable
and unwanted behaviours, the sheer fact that some were relentlessly hunting him
and his sisters was proof, but he was still very happy to learn that they had
achieved something glummies had not.  


‘Markaeyla’s hatred
of glummies must have really hit Argatha hard?’ he said, changing the topic. 


‘The hardest thing
she ever had to do, but Markaeyla’s views became too drastic and so deeply went
against everything Argatha held dear,’ said Anghus upset. It almost appeared as
if he shared some of the pain. ‘Though she hides it well, I can’t imagine how
she feels now that she knows Markaeyla is trying to kidnap glummie children.’


Tristan and Anghus
sat in the carriage in silence for the second time, mulling over what they had
just discussed. The discussions had affected them both, and they each found it
difficult to talk about them. The conversation had indeed taken Tristan’s mind
off his parents, for now. He was glad that he now knew a little background. He
could finally put some context behind a person who he had still never met,
which strangely cheered him up ever so slightly. 


Anghus had earlier
noticed that Tristan’s knuckles were wrapped tight and turning white when he had
talked about his parents, but now he could see he was now far more relaxed. He
had listened to him and sincerely empathised with his past, and Argatha’s story
seemed to distract him.  


A short while
later, Anghus told Tristan that they would be arriving at their stop within the
hour. They saw a little more movement from within the corridors with people
starting to pack their things away. Anghus got out his newspaper and decided
they should both complete the Cobbler Gazette crossword together to pass the
short time they had left.


‘Obnoxious animal,
six letters?’ he read. 


‘Albert?’ they
both blurted out as they laughed for the first time in ages. 











Chapter
18


 


Walking
through history 


 


 


Charlie had been lying in the horse drawn
cart for some time now. She had accidently fallen asleep on the journey,
despite telling herself not to. The slight rocking and bumping as the cart went
over the cobbles had gently put her to sleep. She had no idea how long she had
passed out for, but the only thing really on her mind was deciding when to get
out. Charlie did not know who was driving or where she was, and she could never
really be sure when it was going to be safe for her to get out. It was going to
be complete guess work. 


As the cart
hobbled along, the ride eventually became much smoother as it entered a flat
road and off the cobbles, which must have gone on for miles thought Charlie.
She had a terrible ache in her back after laying on the cargo for so long. She
had no clue what she was on top of, but it definitely was not comfy. She reached
beneath her back and grabbed one of the many items that all felt the same, they
were apples. It was rather fortunate as she had not ate in a while, and
therefore chomped away. 


Before Charlie
made up her mind on when she would get out of the cart, she was trying to face
the dilemma in front her. Did she continue just trying to hide, or attempt to
find her brother and sister? After mulling it over, unless anything got in the
way of it, she decided on a third option; escape from Baradoohn undetected and
find Argatha. She believed that she was going to the be the only person who she
could trust and help her. But Charlie knew this was easier said than done, as
it meant finding a passageway out that would not be guarded by anyone. 


As the cart
travelled on the now smooth road, Charlie was always reminded that she was
underground. From a tiny eyehole in the sheet covering her, she could still see
the ever-impressive ceiling of earth that covered Baradoohn, and the never-ending
huge dangling lights that lit up the entire area from hundreds of feet above.
There were no gusts of wind, or sunshine or rain, the atmosphere was always the
exact same, and the giant concrete pillars holding up the earth could always be
seen everywhere. 


Charlie began to
hear voices in the distance. At first it was just one or two but then a few
dozen or so, and she could hear other horse drawn carts riding around. She
thought that this was going to be the best chance she had. If she jumped out
onto a long and deserted road then she would stick out from a mile away, but in
a crowded market place or a village, she had a chance of blending in. A thought
had crossed her mind though, what kind of underground place would she come out
at?


The sounds grew
even louder and Charlie decided she had no choice but to jump out while the
cart was still moving. She gently lifted up the sheet and hopped out the back,
hoping the driver did not see her. Remarkably, given this was her first time
jumping out of a moving cart, she landed on her feet quite comfortably, but she
was not exactly in a place that she was expecting. 


She stood in the
middle of a road and was surrounded by hundreds of people walking by her. She
had entered what she could only describe as a small village. There were market
stalls, horses, carts, wooden houses and other things one might expect for a
village to have, that is to say, an old village. She realised that this was not
like the centre of Baradoohn, as the people were not a mishmash of different
cultures. This time they all wore the same clothes and spoke more or less in
the same way. 


Charlie looked
around and saw dozens of women walking by the market stalls trying to barter
for things. One woman was wearing a long gown that went right down to the
ground, and beneath it was a somewhat dirty large frilly top that looked as if
it was ten sizes too big. On her head she wore a white cap that was tied
underneath her hair at the back. Much of the other women all wore the same, and
carried baskets in their arms. 


On the other side
of the market, Charlie saw a man impeccably dressed in fancy clothes. He wore fancy
large puffy shorts that had frilly bottoms, and what Charlie could only
describe as tights underneath them. He wore a colourful jacket and a thick
white piece of material around his neck. 


Charlie knew her
basic history, but it was not exactly her area of expertise in school. Eve
loved it more than her. But after watching the strangely dressed people walking
by her, who equally gave her just as much of a strange look back, she figured
it out. Charlie had come to a Tudor village. This must have been one of the
sections that Anghus had talked about earlier, these were immortals that were
hundreds of years old, probably born in the fifteenth century, and had chosen
to remain living that way of life. 


Her hope at trying
to blend in was not currently going to plan. She stood in the middle of a Tudor
village wearing 1930’s gangster clothes, she could not have stuck out any more
if she tried. She walked over to a woman who was bartering fruit from a stall
to see if she could help her. 


‘Good afternoon, um,
I think, could you tell me where I am exactly?’ she said. Charlie forgot it was
hard to know what time of day it was in Baradoohn as she was not wearing a
watch. 


‘Well good morrow
to you, how art thee?’ said the woman. A strange response thought Charlie.
‘Thee art in Tudor Baradoohn.’ Charlie found it difficult to understand the
woman.


‘Do you know if
there is a place where I can get topside? I need to find someone urgently,’ she
asked. She knew she had no time to be anything other than direct. 


‘Wherefore would
thee wanteth to wend thither? Tis far better down hither would thee not
concur?’ said the woman, making Charlie ever more confused. It was as if they
were both speaking the same language, but not, at the same time. 


‘Is…there…a…way…up?’
she slowly shouted while pointing upwards, as if talking to someone who did not
speak English at all. 


‘No!’ very clearly
said the woman. She now appeared to get irritated. 


Charlie could see she
was getting nowhere talking to the woman, so she moved on walking through the
streets. She took off her big coat and hat and discarded them, thinking that it
did not really matter now what she was wearing. 


Charlie decided to
walk down another street and speak to someone else. She was completely on her
own and at the mercy of anyone who could help her or give her some information.
She believed it was a necessary risk she had to take, especially with Elspyth
trying to track her down. Time was of the essence. 


On the other side
of the street, she saw another impeccably dressed man who seemed to have half a
cloak draped over his shoulder, and a massive white collar around his neck.


‘Hello there mate,
err, sir,’ rumbled Charlie as she interrupted the man. ‘Do you know if there is
anyone around here who could help me get topside by any chance?’ The man did
not immediately respond, instead he just looked at her rather perplexed, especially
at the clothes she was wearing. Charlie rolled her eyes and decided on a
different tact and said, ‘do youeth, knoweth, howeth, to geteth,
umm…topside…eth?’ She had no idea how to speak the Shakespearian language
everyone seemed to be using, but she gave it a go. 


‘Good morrow to
you, stranger,’ he said somewhat apprehensively. ‘You art wearing strange robes
for being neareth these lodgings.’ He pointed at her jeans and shirt with a
stick he held. 


Charlie could just
about get the gist of what he was trying to say. She was about to ask again
when she stopped herself, she did not see the point. She felt she was not going
to get anywhere with anyone. As she went to walk away, the man spoke again. 


‘You doth not
knoweth the consequences of asking such a question,’ he said. This time he
stared down at her sternly with a gentle whisper. ‘Of what thee seek, I doth
not knoweth of any places near here, as tis meanteth to beest that way,’ he
said more casually this time. ‘But wend and speaketh with Oswyn, he liveth at
that house thithero. Tis Oswyn who thee seek, as that gent knoweth things that
others doth not.’


‘Oswyn? You’re
telling me to find a person called Oswyn?’ Charlie had to confirm what the man
was saying, as it was not easy. 


‘Oswyn, yes. That
is gent who knoweth all things,’ said the man nodding. 


Charlie also just
about understood the general direction that the man explained. She sprinted off
round the corner and down a side ally, back on to a main street and over a
road, past a few houses and straw shelters, and then stopped at what could only
be described as a small stately home. The entire house was made from wood, and
all the more impressive that it was this far down underground. She had been to
the Tudor house of Hampton Court once with school, and the place reminded her
of it. No matter where she was she always wondered how the immortals built such
things in secret.


Charlie did not
have time to admire the view, and she ran down the long courtyard that
proceeded the house. Although no one was chasing her, it was constantly in the
back of her mind that Elspyth was out there somewhere. Any time she wasted may
have put further distance between getting to Argatha.  


She halted at the
main wooden door, where she was met by two men who looked to be standing guard.
They stood to attention and had very harsh looks their faces, they did not seem
the friendliest of people. Charlie thought they were dressed even more
ridiculously than the man she met on the street. For some reason they carried
spears in their hands, which had colourful flags attached on to their wooden
handles. 


‘Who art you? Where
doth thee bethink thee art going?’ barked one of the men. He looked like he was
almost poised to start pointing his spear at Charlie. 


‘Um, I was told I
could find Oswyn here? I was told he might be able to help me?’ said Charlie
nervously. She could not take her eyes off the razor-sharp spears. 


‘Thee cannot
cometh hither unless thee art invited,’ said the man as his spear lowered even
further. ‘Now wend!’ Charlie got the hint that that word meant go away. She
took a few steps back before she stopped. She thought to herself that she did
not have time to be nice anymore, something she happily excelled at. 


‘Listen Tweedledee
and Tweedledum, I happen to be a friendeth of the person who liveth here,’ said
Charlie quite forcibly, making fun of them as she went. ‘So are you going to
let me inneth, or do you just enjoy standing around looking like you’re a clown
going to a children’s birthday party?’ The two men stared back at her, unsure
how to make sense of what to do next. ‘I don’t think your boss would like me telling
them that one of his closest friends was stopped at the door by you two idiots.
So what are you going to do?’ Charlie continued with a roar as she stood still
with her arms folded. She was flat out lying in the hope of getting somewhere. 


A stroke of luck
finally went her way as the men held their spears upright again. They both
looked at each other with uncertainly. It seemed they had fallen for her bluff
and did not want to get into trouble. One of the men eventually said, ‘very
well, cometh with me please and I will show you a yonder.’ Charlie knew she was
winging it, and she had not a clue what she was going to say to the person when
she met him.  


As the three of
them walked together through the main doors, Charlie was escorted down several old
creaky corridors with dozens of ancient paintings on the wall. They went
through a great hall with the shiniest polished floor Charlie had ever seen, so
much so, that she skidded about on it. She then went through several more
corridors before arriving at room that had a sign on it saying The Master.



As one of the
guards knocked on the door, Charlie heard a voice shout through, ‘Enter!’ it
said.


‘Someone hither to
meeteth thee mine lord, she sayeth she is a friend,’ said the guard. 


‘Thanketh you,
Tweedledee,’ said Charlie. She walked in trying to contain the snigger under
her breath. The man in the room motioned for the guards to leave and wait outside.
He was vastly overweight with a big brown beard. He wore a long golden robe and
a furry cap on his head while he sat at a desk. He reminded Charlie of the
Henry VIII portrait she had seen in various schoolbooks. 


‘My lordeth,’ said
Charlie as she curtsied, having no idea why she did and rolled her eyes
afterwards. ‘I’ve cometh to asketh…’ Charlie was struggling to get the right
words out of her mouth, but luckily for her she was interrupted. 


‘Oh there’s no
need for all that nonsense,’ said the man. This came as a refreshing change to her.
‘We rarely get visitors in this section and most of the residents are fanatics,
they have long since forgotten how to speak any other way.’


‘Thank goodness,’
said Charlie relieved. 


‘But you best
speak quickly as I think we both know that you are no old friend of mine,’ said
the man, who had a quick change of tone. ‘I should have you horsewhipped for
lying to the Master of the house. Don’t think that young pretty face will deter
me, you’re probably over a thousand years old. Speak quickly I said!’ Charlie
no longer felt so relieved, as she stood there nervously. 


‘I’ve come here to
see Oswyn, I was told that he could help me? Are you him?’ said Charlie quickly.


‘Are you he? I
believe you mean,’ said the man correcting Charlie. 


‘I’m now debating
grammar with a Tudor immortal, who knew eh,’ said Charlie under her breath.
‘Yes, are you he?’ The man paused and then got out of his seat. He paced a
little in the room with his hands behind his back. 


‘Tell me why you
want to find Oswyn?’ said the man.  


‘I need to find a
way to get topside. Specifically, one that is very well hidden and unguarded,’
said Charlie. Upon hearing this the man rushed over to her and stood nose to
nose. 


‘You truly do not
know the repercussions of what you ask!’ he said in a strange loud whisper.
‘Because if you did, you wouldn’t brandish such a request willingly out in the
open.’


‘I’m sorry, I
didn’t know,’ said Charlie, but was interrupted again.  


‘Ministerial spies
can be everywhere you know, especially in these sections my dear,’ he said. ‘An
undocumented and unguarded exit to the glummie world is almost impossible you
know. The DM have strict sanctions on those who try, or even those who enquire about
such things. You should know that.’


‘So you won’t help
me?’ asked Charlie. 


‘I said it was
almost impossible, not completely,’ the man replied. ‘I get the feeling you
must be knew to this?’ Charlie thought the game was up, and that he must have
now known she was a glummie by the way he was talking. But then he continued
and said, ‘you must be trying to hide from something? Maybe wanting to smuggle
something in from the glummies above, eh? Or smuggle out?’ Charlie felt a sigh
of relief as her secret was safe for now. 


‘Something like
that, I guess,’ she said, trying to fake a little confidence. 


‘I remember
smuggling things to Queen Elizabeth throughout the 1580’s, ah what a time that
was,’ said the man reminiscing. ‘I wouldn’t be who I am today if I wasn’t
willing to bend the rules slightly,’ he continued with a wink.


‘Can you help me
then?’ asked Charlie. 


‘Perhaps. But I am
not Oswyn, I am merely a spokesperson,’ said the man, much to Charlie’s dismay.
‘This is where people come to speak with him, to be told where he is and
appointments made. You cannot just go uninvited as only I can refer you,’ he
now said rather pompously while stroking his robe. He appeared proud of his job
and seemed to think he was very important. 


The man scribbled
his name on a piece of paper and handed it to Charlie. He then yelled loudly
through the door for the guards to come back and escort her out of the building.



‘Show that to
Oswyn when you find him and it should help you,’ said the man. ‘He’s very easy
to find, just continue on to the next section, you can walk it, then straight
through into the one after that. Look for the ugliest tavern you can see and
you’re there.’


Charlie did not
really know how to take the Tudor man. His attitude seemed so over the place,
up and down, but nevertheless he had helped her and she was grateful for his
assistance. 


‘But have a care
my dear,’ said the man suddenly as he raised his finger. ‘The price you’ll need
to pay for what you’re looking for maybe steeper than you think, and trixes
won’t help you there I can assure you.’ Charlie was not overly sure what he
meant by this, but it uncomfortably played on her mind as she was walked out. 


The guards had not
taken kindly to Charlie’s earlier comments, and out of spite, they held her by
the collar as they walked her back down the same old corridors. Charlie felt
she had no time to be walking anywhere, especially while being held. She
slapped the guard’s hands away and sprinted from them. Always a top athlete in
school, she was easily able to lose them as she ran out the courtyard.


She made her way
back on to the main path as before and began running in a random direction,
hoping it was the right one to the next section. She thought that even these
places must have road signs pointing the way, and she was right. She quickly
saw a sign pointing the direction of the next section, and it was only a mile
away. 


Full of energy
from all the apples she ate on the cart, Charlie had covered that distance in
no time. She was still endlessly amazed at how long Baradoohn went on for. Within
a few minutes she was dashing through another section, but she had no time to
stop. 


As Charlie jogged
on, she observed much of the same as in the Tudor village. There were houses,
shops and markets. She saw women wearing long frilly dresses that covered all
their arms and legs, while wearing oversized hats and holding umbrellas. Odd
she thought, as there was no sunshine underground. Most of the men wore dark smart
coats and top hats, and walked with a cane. Although she was only guessing, it
appeared she was running through the Victorian section. 


Charlie ran
through the entire section reasonably quickly. She was even more surprised that
no one stopped her or asked her questions regarding her clothes. She quickly
realised that blending in was not easy in these parts. 


Having not stopped
once, she located another sign which pointed the way. Luckily, they appeared quite
close to one another. She kept her pace, but was starting to get a stitch in
her stomach. She must have run at least one or two miles, but she could finally
see the beginning of another gathering of people in the distance. 


As she drew nearer,
Charlie did not have to look far. Right there on the very first corner was a
sign saying Tavern & Inn. She knew there might have been more
taverns in the town, but it was certainly the most horrid and dirtiest building
she had ever seen. She was quite confident this was where the Tudor man meant. 


She walked in and
quickly noticed it was the not the nicest smelling place she had visited, and
there were quite a few flies buzzing about the place. She walked by a few rooms
that had little more than what looked like beds made out of straw, with some
blankets sprawled over them. She thought to herself that people could not
possibly pay to sleep on those things. 


Charlie walked
further through the tavern and came to a main hall that was very noisy. It was
a far cry from The Speak Easy, which had a certain amount of elegance to it. This
on the other hand, was only a few steps above a pigsty thought Charlie. There were
random tables strewn about the place, and tree stumps as stools. There was
straw on the floor that had been walked in from the lodging rooms, as well as
crumbs and other things she did not even want to imagine what they were. It was
certainly the least enjoyable place she had visited while in Baradoohn, and it
stunk. 


The majority of immies
in the tavern were too boisterous and engaged to notice her. Their clothes were
very far removed from the fancy Victorian ones she had just ran past. The woman
wore long gowns made out of thick cloth, looking like they had cut and stitched
them themselves. Some of the men wore grubby tunics with a cloak round it. 


From looking at
everything, Charlie worked out what section she was in; the Medieval section.
She guessed it was probably early Medieval, but she was no expert. She was
quietly becoming pleased with herself at being able to put together all this
history, something she thought she would never have to do. 


‘Good evening girl,
how art thou? Doth thou need lodgings?’ said a woman out of the crowd. Charlie
rolled her eyes to suggest that she had had enough of the historical dialects. ‘Thou
art wearing strange clothes?’ she continued. 


‘So I keep
hearing,’ mumbled back Charlie. ‘I’m here to see Oswyn.’ The woman’s face
changed immediately, as if far more concerned now. 


‘I doth not know
any Oswyn?’ said the woman. 


‘I think you
probably do, I’ve been given an appointment,’ said Charlie. She then handed her
the card that was given to her. ‘I’m looking for a secret way to get topside.’
The woman looked at Charlie and the card with scowling eyes, and she could not
quite tell what was going on in her mind. 


‘Come with me,’
said the woman bluntly, now appearing to speak modern English. She led Charlie
through the Tavern, where the smell only got worse, behind what looked like the
bar and into a private room. 


When they entered,
the door was immediately closed and locked by two large men who stood behind
it. There were several people in the room, all in the same period costume and
looking very grubby. At the end was an unkempt looking man sat behind a table
with others, who appeared to be laughing and agreeing with every word he said.
He had short scruffy hair, a chipped tooth, and a fly that continuously circled
around his head. They were all playing a game that involved money and trinkets
changing hands, which Charlie recognised immediately; they were playing Kuzzle.
She had seen people play it in The Speak Easy.  


The woman escorting
Charlie walked up to the tooth-chipped man and whispered something in his ear
as he drank, and handed him the card. The man looked at it and flicked it over
a few times, before nodding to a few other men. Before Charlie knew it, she was
being grabbed by her arms by two big brutes and lifted right off her feet. She
was hoicked up and walked across the room where an empty iron cage was waiting
and hanging off the ceiling. She desperately tried screaming and struggling,
but it was no good, as the men were far too strong. She had been locked inside
and everyone in the room carried on about their business as if she was not even
there, all except the man who had the card, who just stared at her with beady
eyes. 


Charlie sat and
hung there as upset as could be. She thought to herself that she had failed, just
when it appeared she was on to something. She now had no way of getting to
Argatha to get help. She thought she was probably miles from her brother and
sister, and the longer she stayed in one place, the more of a chance that
Elspyth would eventually track her down. She had nothing to do but wait and
worry. 











Chapter
19


 


Rescued
by a feelo


 


 


Eve’s feet were beginning to ache. It was
not the length of time that she and Sebastian had been walking in the
smuggler’s tunnels, but that the ground was so uneven. There were potholes,
rocks and slippery surfaces, all of which meant her feet had to work harder than
usual. Sebastian had no trouble at all and seemed to walk absolutely fine. 


They had not
talked much while on the journey trying to get to Markaeyla’s house, as
Sebastian had warned Eve that there were always smugglers down in the tunnels
who could not be trusted, and voices had a tendency to travel for miles down
where there were. On a more positive note, Eve did eventually manage to find
out who Elvis was. 


The tunnels never
felt like real tunnels to Eve, they were not exactly built to impress anyone. They
were not wondrously carved out like the vast space of the centre of Baradoohn,
but rather it seemed to have been done with the crudest of machines, possibly
even by hand. There were no neat paths and they were extremely basic and rough
in their design. It looked like only a handful people ever used the place.


They approached a
tight section where the ceiling was very close to the ground. Huge stalagmites
and stalactites covered their approach, but if they were careful enough, they
could pass through. Just as Eve began, Sebastian suddenly pulled her back
sharply and signalled for her to crouch low like he was. 


‘Down there,’ he
whispered ever so gently. They both crawled and lent on a ledge which looked
down to a lower section, which is where they needed to go. The area was lit up by
several lanterns, and it began to fill with people. Sebastian put his fingers
to his lips as Eve nodded she understood. 


Eve recognised one
of the individuals straight away, it was Athol. The giant ogre of a man was
being as loud as ever, virtually unable to speak any quieter than a small
shout. Around him were people wearing the same shabby overalls as the men she
had previously encountered. She did not need Sebastian to tell her that they
were obviously smugglers. She realised that some of the men were in fact the
same ones from earlier, but there were now at least two dozen more of them,
plus Athol. The odds did not seem in their favour. 


Eve quietly
whispered, ‘what are they doing?’, although even if she had made a noise it
would have been drowned out by Athol speaking. 


‘Bad news. Seems
like Athol is recruiting their help,’ whispered back Sebastian. ‘They both want
the same thing; you!’ He saw that they were blocking exactly where he and Eve
needed to go, and there was no other way round. Sebastian turned around and
slumped on his back, as Eve could see he was clearly annoyed.


‘How did they get
down here?’ she asked.  


‘Must have come
down an entrance further ahead,’ said Sebastian. 


‘What do we do
now?’ said Eve, trying to her best to remain quiet. She received no reply this
time. 


Eve stayed on her
front and peered over the ledge to see what was going on. All of a sudden, she
could feel her foot slipping as she had not realised that she had been pushing
herself up by a loose rock, which had now given way. She inadvertently lost her
grip and pushed out a few stones with her hands, which went trickling down the
hill towards the smugglers. They all instantly looked up and saw Eve’s eyes
peering over the top. 


‘Get her!’ yelled
Athol at the top of his voice, as a deafening round of echoes filled the
tunnels. The smugglers charged up the hill at them straight away. Sebastian
bolted to his feet and knew he had to act quickly, and within a split second,
streaks of flame appeared from behind his back as he drew his teums, and with
all his might he struck them into the wall. The stalactites came crushing down,
and other rocks were smashed from their holdings and ended up in a big heap of
rubble. Sebastian had managed to block the smuggler’s and Athol’s path just
when they were seconds away from grabbing them. 


Eve did not even
have time to amaze herself in just how strong and powerful teums actually were,
to smash through solid rock. Nor did she have time to get herself up, as she was
scooped up with one hand by Sebastian, who carried her while running. She
looked back as she was being bobbed along, never once with a look of alarm on
her face, but rather a staunch gaze at what might be coming after them. As she clasped
on to Sebastian she was shocked at his innate strength, and the fact that he
was carrying her and a lantern at the same time. Eve noticed that the rough
terrain did not slow Sebastian down at all, and even whilst carrying her, he
was able to glide over every hole and rock in his way. 


After a few
hundred feet or so, they stopped at a large round boulder. Though seriously out
of breath and sweat pouring off him, Sebastian clutched his hands round the
boulder and somehow managed to roll it to one side. Eve looked at what it was
covering, and saw a pitch-black hole where one could not see a thing what was
inside. She could hear water running, but nothing else. Sebastian then took off
his jacket and wrapped it around the lantern, before unexplainably throwing it
into the darkness. 


‘Forgive me for
this,’ he said while rushing.  


‘Forgive you for…’
but before Eve could finish her sentence, Sebastian lifted her up and chucked
her through the hole and into the darkness as well.  


Eve landed on a rock-hard
surface, but felt she was sliding along and now soaking wet. She could just
about see the lantern ahead of her, which appeared to be racing away, and it
shone just enough so she could make sense of things. She quickly realised that
she was moving down what looked to be a natural water shoot, and not a
comfortable one at that. Water rushed behind her and pushed her down the smooth
and slippery surface that winded in every direction possible. It certainly was
not enjoyable, and Eve was unable to control herself properly. She was being
rag-dolled about, slipping on her side, then on to her front, before managing
to lay on her back. She did not want to sit up in case she banged her head on
the low ceiling that she could just about see. 


After a few more
minutes of tumbling about and getting even more soaked, Eve felt herself drop a
considerable distance in the air before finally landing in a pool of water. It
was still almost pitch black except for the slight glare coming from the
lantern, that was covered up in Sebastian’s coat and floating on the surface.
She quickly picked it up to stop it from going out. ‘Sebastian!’ she screamed.
‘Sebastian! Sebastian!’ She was not thinking of herself, she wanted to know if
he was ok. 


Eve did not
receive a response back, and began to take stock of the situation that she was
facing. She was shivering frantically in the freezing cold water, and when she
shone round the lantern she could see that there was only a few feet between
the water line and the ceiling. This made it all very claustrophobic. The water
was reasonably deep for her height, coming up to her neck, which made it all
the more difficult to shine the lantern above her head. 


Just as Eve was going
to panic about what to do next, she heard the groan and rumble of Sebastian
coming down the shoot as well. He had a far less graceful landing than she did,
belly flopping straight into the water. She also observed his head was covered
in bruises, cuts and scrapes. He was a lot taller than she was, so she knew he
must have repeatedly struck his head off the ceiling as he came down. 


‘Sebastian, are
you ok?’ shouted Eve as she helped pull his head out the water. 


‘No rest for the wicked,’
he remarked, ‘that’s going to be sore in the morning.’ Without a thought for
his injuries, he grabbed Eve’s hand and began wading through the water. It was
much harder for him as he could not stand up properly, so he kept on having to
crouch everywhere. 


The lantern was
getting wetter and wetter by the second, which meant the light was fading fast.
The big lights of Baradoohn did not exist in the secret smuggler tunnels, so without
the lantern, and especially in the water filled cave they had just entered, it
was going to be completely dark. 


When they could
finally go no further because of reaching a wall, Sebastian stopped and looked
at Eve. He seemed to know where he was going. 


‘It’s not going to
be easy, but I need you to trust me,’ he said out of breath, while wiping Eve’s
hair out of her eyes. ‘Beneath this wall is an opening, but there is no way to
come up and breath. The ceiling is completely submerged. We need to go through
and come out the other side.’ 


Eve looked back at
him with stunned eyes. ‘What? Are you kidding me? There must be another way.’ Eve
was upset for the first time Sebastian had ever seen. 


‘I’m afraid not
little one,’ he said. ‘Take the deepest breath you can, feel for the opening,
and pull yourself along with the gaps in the wall. You will know when it ends
because the walls on both sides get too wide for you to hold on to. When you
reach that, go to the surface. It will be there.’ Eve reluctantly nodded at
Sebastian as she shivered. ‘You needn’t worry about a thing; I’ll be right
behind you.’


‘Can we go
together?’ pleaded Eve close to tears. She now had an uncharacteristic look of
terror in her eyes. She was not particularly afraid of the dark, or the cold,
or even being underwater, but all of these at the same time took its toll on
her. 


‘We can’t, it’s
not wide enough for two. You need to go now, we need to get out of sight,’ urgently
said Sebastian pleading back. 


As scared and
upset as she was, Eve knew she had no time to argue with him, and took three
deep breaths and sank herself under the water. She could feel the opening in
the wall straight away, but it was far too narrow for anyone to pass through. Almost
like a triangular shape, she had to dive deeper, at least six feet or so where
it got wider. She remembered her instructions and eventually found a wide
enough gap to pass through. 


Swimming through
was a lot harder than she expected. Even though she was a competent swimmer for
her age, all the air in her lungs gave her too much natural buoyancy, which
meant she kept on floating to the top and bumping her head off the ceiling. Eve
had to keep on pushing herself back down. She had felt claustrophobic by just
being in the pool earlier, but now she was swimming through an underground crack
just wide enough to fit her, and nowhere to surface for her to breath. Despite
all this, she carried on and trusted in Sebastian. She believed him when he
said the surface would be there. 


Eve could still
feel either side of the wall with both her hands as she kicked through the
water, scraping her fingernails as she moved. She looked back to see if
Sebastian was behind her, but of course, it was utter darkness without the
lantern and she could not see a thing. She was doing everything by touch. 


After a few more
feet she suddenly felt the gap between the walls widening slightly, and then
more and more as she kicked further along. Soon enough, she could not touch
both sides at the same time anymore. She had held her breath for as long as she
could and desperately needed air. Eve tried to kick to the surface, but to her
shock, there was not one there. She hit her head right off the ceiling and was still
submerged underwater. 


Eve had nowhere to
go and she needed to breathe right away before she passed out. She even put her
lips against the ceiling to see if there was a small air pocket, but all she
felt was more water. In an act of pure desperation, she stuck out her hand and
hoped that Sebastian would come and take it and drag her to safety, but her
hand remained empty. 


Without realising,
however, she had stuck out her other hand, and just with the last millimetre of
her longest finger, she felt a rock edge. She could feel that the ceiling
suddenly dropped off and went higher. About a second before Eve was about to
breath water into her lungs, she clawed her way in that direction, and with her
fingernails she was able to push herself off. With utter relief, she had
reached the surface and took the biggest breath of her life. 


She was not out of
trouble yet. Soaking wet and shivering almost uncontrollably now, she could not
see a thing. Eve could feel with her feet that the water was getting shallower,
and with her hands, that the ceiling was getting further away which meant she
could almost walk normally. But she dared not move more than a foot in either
direction, as she could not see a thing. There could have been a sudden drop
off at any point. More importantly, Eve had to wait for Sebastian, but she did
not have to wait as long this time as she soon heard his mumblings behind her
as he surfaced. She wanted to race over and help him, but she could not exactly
see where he was. 


‘You made it!’ she
said with huge relief. 


‘Of course little
one, never worry about me,’ said Sebastian, somehow finding the effort to
remain cheerful. ‘Ouch!’ he then yelled.  


‘What is it?’
asked Eve. 


‘I forgot how low
the ceiling is in this place,’ he said rubbing his head. ‘It gets higher, I
know.’


‘What are we going
to do now? Where are we? How can we go on if we can’t see? We’re trapped!’ said
Eve, as she panicked and shivered. Her sense of adventure had now finally worn
off during her time underneath the cobbles of Baradoohn.


‘Hey, hey, none of
that,’ said Sebastian. He slowly felt his way towards her and managed to grab
her hands to warm them up a little. ‘As Anghus would often say to me, there’s
always a way.’ He clasped Eve’s hands together and put his own over them,
rubbing as quick as he could to heat up her freezing fingers. 


‘I’m too cold to
move,’ stuttered Eve through chattered teeth. She might have been crying, but
she shivered so much while she spoke that Sebastian could not tell. He stopped
rubbing her hands for a moment, and he took off a string necklace from his neck
that had a small egg-shaped wooden holder attached to it. 


‘Do you remember
when I told you how the trains work in Baradoohn?’ said Sebastian, shivering
himself. 


‘Yes,’ chattered
Eve. She did think it was a very strange time to bring up such a subject. As
she spoke though, she could see a glare coming out of Sebastian’s hands, as
between his fingers there was a strange glow of blue light beaming through. While
he breathed between his hands, the blue glow got stronger and stronger until
the hole cave was lit up enough for them both to see each other at last. It was
all coming from this thing between his hands. 


Eve opened
Sebastian’s fingers and found a small blue illuminous rock in his palm. The
light was not blinding at all, it was just enough to see what they needed to.
She picked it up herself and stared in wonder, mesmerised by its beauty. She forgot
how cold she was and how sore the bumps on her head were.  


‘We simply need to
add the smallest amount of heat,’ said Sebastian. 


‘What is it?’
calmly asked Eve, whose mind had been taken off everything. 


‘Feelodopimous
Dilinguishum or feelos as everyone knows them,’ said Sebastian. ‘Very,
very expensive, and very illegal to keep. Ownership is strictly controlled by
the DM. Anghus would go off his head if he found out I had one.’


‘How does the rock
do that?’ asked Eve. 


‘It’s actually a
very hard plant,’ corrected Sebastian. ‘This is a much smaller version of what
you will find on the trains in Baradoohn.’ And just as he said that, Sebastian
put it to his mouth and breathed a little more heat into it. Before Eve’s eyes,
she saw the plant producing small amounts of warm steam, not boiling, just
enough to put some heat into her hands. 


‘You have no idea
how hard this was to find, but this is all we need for now,’ said Sebastian.
‘Ironically, I had to go through a smuggler to get it,’ he laughed. 


Eve was very
surprised how quickly her whole body warmed up just by holding it in her hand.
Sebastian then squeezed past her in the tight cave and lead the way to a more
comfortable spot. Eve could see looking back that the water ended pretty much
where they both emerged, almost as if it was a small beach. 


They walked round
a narrow bend, letting the blue glow lead them, before they began climbing some
makeshift steps up a slope made out of small boulders. Eve could guess they had
now departed from the human made smuggler tunnels, and she got the feeling they
were now just making it up as they went along. Was there even a way out, she
thought?


They soon reached
an area that opened into a larger cave where they could sit properly. They
agreed to sit for a short while so they could catch their breath and warm up.
Sebastian explained that they were out of danger for the meantime. They were
still soaked through, but the feelo amazingly dried them both up in no time at
all. 


‘Have you forgiven
me yet?’ said Sebastian. He referred to the moment he threw Eve down the water
shoot. 


‘I forgave you the
moment I landed,’ said Eve as she rubbed his grazed forehead. ‘So what are we
going to do now?’


‘We can’t go to
Markaeyla’s house,’ said Sebastian as he groaned while cracking his back. ‘We’re
penned in now, that direction is blocked by Athol and what appears to be a
small army of smugglers. They’re hunting us. To get to her house we need to go
back the way we just came, which we can’t do.’


‘I guess he’s
promised them a stupid amount of money if they get me for him?’ suggested Eve, as
Sebastian nodded in agreement. ‘Did you know where to go or something?’


‘Aye, I knew what
that boulder covered. Not a lot of people do mind you, and even fewer know
where it leads and how to get out of that pool,’ said Sebastian. 


Eve looked round
the cave they were now in; it was not a dead end, and apart from where they
entered, they were two small tunnels leading out the way in opposite
directions. Both looked as an uncomfortable journey as the other. 


‘Beyond that tunnel
there’s an exit back up to Baradoohn, about an hour walk or so,’ said Sebastian
as he pointed at one.


‘Let’s go then!’
said Eve about to get up. 


‘The trouble is
that the smugglers would have now told Markaeyla’s people where that exit is, and
without a doubt, it will be guarded by them as they know we are down here now,’
explained Sebastian. Eve halted in her tracks, she looked disappointed as she
longed to finally hear some actual positive news. ‘On the other hand, the other
tunnel leads back to Auchindowen. It’s a fair old slog but there is a direct
exit from here right up to the topside. An exit that even the Ministry don’t know
about, as well as our nasty friends looking for us.’


‘That would seem
like our only plan then,’ said Eve, taking this as her good news instead. ‘But
what can we do from there?’ 


‘I’ve got a
contact in Auchindowen, a friendly, but, well, they’re not strictly legal,’
said Sebastian. Eve scrunched her face up a little as this was a phrase she was
hearing more and more from him. ‘I’ve never been much for following the rules so
I’ve always had a glummie friendly, off the books, as it were. This contact has
not been approved by the DM, but I still exposed her to our world.’


‘But I don’t
understand why?’ said Eve. 


‘Surely you can
guess?’ said Sebastian. Eve paused for a moment and thought about it.


‘So no one knows
where you were if you got into trouble?’ she said.  


‘You’re the
brightest girl of your age I’ve ever met,’ said Sebastian delighted. ‘No one
knows this person is a friendly, there’s no trail to link me to them, and no
one knows of the passageway up to topside, so we’ll be safe. Of course, Anghus
and Argatha would give me the world’s longest lecture if they ever found out.
They’d probably hand me over to the Ministerial Guards just to teach me a
lesson.’


‘I’d bet they’d be
glad if they were down here though,’ said Eve raising a good point.  


’I suppose they
would,’ said Sebastian agreeing with a grin. ‘Getting out of here and finding
someone who can help us is our priority right now. That’s why we must go this
way.’


‘Anywhere has to
be better than here,’ said Eve. ‘I’d never thought I’d hear myself say this,
but today, I’ve had quite enough adventure.’ Eve was tired and aching all over,
and had no issues admitting that she had had enough for one day.  


‘We are not out of
the woods yet though,’ warned Sebastian, to Eve’s surprise. ‘Smashing the wall and
hiding down here would have only slowed them down. They’ve too much knowledge
between them to not work out how to get here, so we best get moving.’


Eve duly agreed
and reached into her trouser pocket to get a chocolate bar out, only to be met
with a handful of squidgy soaking wet chocolate running between her fingers.
She picked it out and threw it away as her stomach rumbled on.


 As she wiped her
hands on the wall, however, she suddenly heard a sound. It was not something
that overly concerned her, it was a chirping sound.  She stood dead still and
heard it again, this time there were two chirps. She turned round and saw that in
the corner of the cave there was a small rock ledge only a few inches across,
and sitting on it, was a solitary dark green bird. 


‘A cave sparrow!’
said Sebastian excitedly, seeing it too. 


‘How on earth can
that survive down here?’ said Eve curiously. 


‘That’s a cave
sparrow, very rare native only to Baradoohn and nowhere else in the world,
including immie territories. This is their natural habitat,’ said Sebastian. 


He put down the
feelo on a nearby rock while he clapped his hands quietly, and then whistled in
a very peculiar pattern to the bird. To Eve’s surprise, it came flying down and
landed straight in the middle of his palm and stood there quite happily. She
had never seen a wild bird willingly fly into someone’s hand before. 


‘They are not
usually so docile, you just need know how to handle them,’ said Sebastian. ‘Cave
sparrows have remarkable talents, they can find their way out of literally anywhere,
and squeeze through the smallest of cracks to get where they are going. The
perfect escape artist. 


‘Pity he can’t
take us with him,’ said Eve, as the bird allowed her to stroke its chest
gently. 


Eve then got
herself ready for moving on, she cracked her knuckles, shook the ache out of
her legs, and stretched as much as possible. She went back over to the feelo
and put her hands over it, still amazed how much the tiny ball could heat her
up so much. She then observed Sebastian doing something rather odd. He had the
sparrow cupped in both hands and brought it to his mouth. She could not hear
anything but she saw his mouth moving as if he was saying something. It only a
last a few seconds but eventually she just thought that, much like he did to
her, he was just trying to put a little heat into the bird. Before she knew it,
the bird chirped and flew away out of sight. 


‘Right, the road
is long,’ said Sebastian as he took the feelo from Eve. 


‘Ready when you
are,’ she said. They then walked out through one of the tunnels and away from
the sound of running water.  











Chapter
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A
grim journey to Broden


 


 


Anghus and Tristan had already got off the
train and were walking out of another station, with the plan of finding Anghus’
friend Broden for help. They still draped their hoods over their heads as they
walked. Anghus was not expecting any trouble in this area, or to bump into any
of Markaeyla’s people as it was much less populated, but he was being cautious
nonetheless. 


Tristan could see
how quiet it was; gone was the frantic pace and liveliness of the centre of Baradoohn.
There were only a few people wandering about and there seemed to be little joy
in this section. He thought that the dozen or so people he could see, looked
homeless and were begging for money or food. They wore shabby clothes covered
in dirt and holes, with odd shoes on their feet. Most of them wore hand
stitched ponchos as jackets and they looked like they had not had a decent wash
in years. They still wore a mixture of clothes from over the centuries, but
whatever era they were from, they looked grubby. 


Unlike other
sections of Baradoohn, this one did not appear to have any real historical connection.
People were not trying to preserve a certain way of life from a particular era.
It was almost a baron wasteland. The huge dangling lights from the giant earth
ceiling above seemed to glow a little darker, which gave a somewhat depressed
feeling to the land. As with every section, the concrete pillars could always
be seen.  


Tristan observed
that there was just an empty road in front of them, and there were no houses or
shops like he had seen previously. The only thing that stopped it being
completely empty were a few scattered old tents here and there, or wooden
shacks that looked like they were going to fall apart. Surely no one could live
in there, thought Tristan?


‘What is this
place?’ he asked. He felt pity for those who he saw walking around, wishing he
could help. 


‘It’s not the
nicest, I know,’ said Anghus sharing the same feeling. ‘Just because we are
immortal doesn’t mean we don’t face some of the same problems as glummies. Up
topside there can be hunger and homelessness, the same is true of down here as
well.’ It had never even occurred to Tristan to consider this. ‘This isn’t
anything yet, there are more people and tents as we go further in; this is just
the outskirts. 


As Tristan walked
by several of the impoverished people and their tents, he realised that none of
them made eye contact with him and they all went about their business. 


‘I thought you
said Broden was a wealthy person?’ said Tristan. 


‘Unfortunately,
you will find a lot of the wealthy people are only so, because they surround
themselves with cheap labour,’ said Anghus explaining. ‘Their marvellous big
houses and factories are situated in places like these, they utilise all these
poor people and exploit them, paying them pittance.’ 


‘There are actual
factories this deep underground?’ said Tristan surprised, as Anghus nodded back
to him. ‘But this Broden doesn’t sound like a friend you would have to be
honest,’ he continued. Tristan hoped by saying this that he did not offend
Anghus. 


‘No, you’re right,
but Broden’s father runs the business. Broden himself is a good man, a
charitable man when he can,’ said Anghus. It was quite clear he had fond
memories going through his mind as he spoke. ‘You can often see him walking
through these areas and dishing out clothing, food and water to these people.’
Tristan quickly apologised upon hearing this. ‘You should see the area leading
up to Markaeyla’s house, and she is even richer.’ Tristan shuddered to think. 


As they kept
walking the area was becoming more populated, but it was more of the same, and
it upset Tristan to even look. Poverty could be seen at every turn. People were
cooking in rusty pots by campfires outside their tents, with barely any food in
the pots to begin with. Children were running around in equally squally
clothes. Tristan did not know if the children were actually very old, or if
they were real children who had yet to grow up. In either case, it did not
matter, as no one should have been living such conditions he thought, especially
when a wealthy business was on their doorstep. 


As Tristan’s eyes
dotted around the land and soaked up the uncomfortable scenery, he felt a surge
of different emotions, but none more than guilt. He was about to ask Anghus if
there were any charities or organisations in Baradoohn that could help these
people, but it was obvious to him that there probably was. The guilt built up
inside of him because he had never truly concerned himself with the problems of
others before, or at least, those out his immediate reach. His parents had
always tried to teach him and his sisters that they should look beyond their
own scope, something he never really understood. But now he saw such poverty
first hand, walking by it, through it, and absorbing it all in. He saw a young
child staring at him with an empty bowl, and it was something he could not
ignore. 


‘This is unreal,’
he whispered to himself under his breath. The guilt further enraged inside of
him because he began thinking to himself, did he ever donate to charity? Did he
ever give away any of his spare change from his pocket money? Was it ever too
much to volunteer at a charity even just once to help out? He began thinking
that feeling upset for these people, and those in his world, was not the
answer, but that actions spoke louder than words. 


Anghus could tell
that the experience was upsetting to see, for anyone, and therefore put an arm
over Tristan’s shoulders as they walked on. 


The further they
walked, the nearer they got to a large property in the distance. It was not a
castle, but it almost looked like one thought Tristan. It was huge and certainly
bigger than his aunt and uncle’s farm. It towered over all the baren land in
front of it, and there was iron fencing marking the start of the courtyard. Tristan
began thinking how little glummies really knew, walking about on the surface and
having no idea what was under their feet. 


The large estate had
people coming and going from it with horse drawn carts. Surrounding the
boundaries were a mass of tents and shacks with people begging for work.  Tristan
assumed that these people were the cheap labour that the estate employed,
within arms distance whenever they were needed. What the nature of the business
was, he did not want to know. 


They both walked
towards the steel gates and Tristan sae there were serval cameras on very tall spiked
poles that followed them, eerily turning as they walked nearer. 


‘Are sure this is
a place where someone is going to offer us help?’ asked Tristan unconvinced.
From what he had seen, he was beginning to question how friendly the place was.



‘I know it doesn’t
give a good impression, but Broden is one of my oldest friends,’ said Anghus
again, though he did not sound as confident as he usually did. ‘He’s never
really fitted into the wealthy type, a sort of a rebel of the establishment
from the inside really. In any case, we have very few options available to us.’
Tristan wished this was not the case, but he knew all too well. 


The gates opened
for them and they both made their way to the main door, which was covered by
even more security cameras. Anghus rang the bell and gave a friendly wave up to
one of the cameras while taking down his hood to show his face. Very quickly
the door opened and an immaculately dressed elderly man answered the door. He
reminded Tristan of a stereotypical butler in uniform. He wore a bow tie suit
with coattails and had a completely expressionless look on his face.


‘Good evening
sirs,’ said the man in a slow posh drone. 


‘Ah, The Butler,
well good evening,’ said Anghus being overly polite. ‘We are here to see one of
the masters of the house. Is Broden in residence currently?’ Tristan noted that
Anghus had put on a fake slight posh tone of his own. 


‘Yes sir, of
course,’ the man said. He still had no expression at all and kept the same dour
tone. ‘I will fetch the master, please come in and wait in the lobby. Help
yourself to a cucumber sandwich.’


Anghus and Tristan
walked into the absolutely ginormous lobby, fitted with expensive antique
chairs and couches. Tristan was scared to sit on one in case he broke it. There
was an extensive refreshment area crammed full of fresh sandwiches and drinks.
Anghus rushed over and made himself a cup of tea. He breathed a sigh of relief,
as if a nice cup of tea was something he could not live without. 


‘Who was that?’
asked Tristan as the man walked away. 


‘The Butler,’ said
Anghus, gleefully sipping away. 


‘Well what’s his
name?’ Tristan asked. 


‘The Butler,’
repeated Anghus. 


‘Well what’s his
real name?’


‘The Butler,’ he
said again as Tristan frowned. ‘First name The, second name Butler, it’s
on his birth certificate,’ said Anghus. 


‘You must be
joking? How can that be someone’s real name?’ Tristan thought it must be a
nickname. 


‘Well, he’s been
their family butler since he was a child. He was born and raised in this very
house,’ Anghus explained. ‘He was raised to be their butler, the same as his
father, and so that’s the only name they gave him.’ Tristan was not overly impressed
as he thought of this as a rather nasty joke to a member of staff. He wondered
if Anghus really condoned this sort of thing as a joke? Why would he be friends
with a family who named their staff after their job title? Before he could ask,
Anghus had already interrupted him. 


‘Before you mention
it, no I don’t agree with it, but this is not my household laddie,’ he said.
Tristan felt slightly relieved. ‘And as I said, Broden isn’t like his family,
he would change certain things like this if he could. He’s a decent person. I’d
have no reason to ever come here if it wasn’t for him. And it’s not as if he
can wait for his father to retire and pass on the family business, as he won’t
exactly do that or pass away anytime soon, or ever really.’ Tristan smiled and
tutted to himself, temporarily forgetting who and what immies really were. 


‘Poor chap, he
looks ancient,’ Tristan said, remarking on how frail The Butler looked. 


‘Oh good lord no,
Butler is a young whipper snapper, he’s only just turned a hundred,’ said
Anghus. Tristan rolled his eyes while smiling, as it never ceased to amaze him
how immortals thought about time. 


Before Tristan
could tuck in to a cucumber sandwich, The Butler was returning as quick as he
could, which wasn’t very quick at all with his shaking frail legs. 


‘Master Broden
will be here momentarily,’ said The Butler out of breath. Anghus thanked him,
but more importantly, he took his by the arm and sat him down on one of the
cosy armchairs near the buffet. He put a cup of tea and a cucumber sandwich in
his hands, while getting a footstool to put underneath his legs. 


‘You do enough,
young man, sit there and take five,’ said Anghus with a wink. The Butler did
not know what to say or do, except munch and sip away on his refreshments. It
was obvious he was not used to such kindness. 


Before they knew
it, someone had appeared behind them smiling away with their arms folded. ‘Ever
the Samaritan, hey old friend?’ said the man who was dressed in a very formal
tuxedo with a black bowtie. Anghus turned round and looked happy, while walking
over and giving the man a warm hug.


‘Good to see you,
old friend,’ said Anghus patting his back. ‘Broden, this is a new dear friend
of mine, Tristan. Though it feels like we have known each other for ever so
much longer.’ Anghus and Tristan laughed together as the feeling was definitely
mutual. 


‘A few of my
business informants tell me that the word on the cobbles is that Markaeyla is
chasing some glummies? Glummie children of all people?’ said Broden. He continued
to smile and show his pristine white teeth. ‘Your name was thrown in their too
Anghus, so I can only surmise that young Master Tristan here is indeed one of
those glummies.’ 


Tristan felt there
was an uncanny resemblance between these two. Broden looked very similar to
Anghus, though what his real age was, he could not tell. He spoke with the same
relaxed manner and mild Scottish accent as Anghus did. 


‘As perceptive as
ever,’ said Anghus. ‘We’ve come to seek a little bit of your help.’


‘Just a little,
hey?’ joked Broden. 


‘A wee bit,’
replied Anghus with a small laugh. 


‘Perhaps you’re in
luck, as my father and the rest of the herd are away for the night on business,
so it’s just me in charge.’ Anghus got the feeling that this would stand them
in good stead. ‘Let’s see what we can do for you then, but first you look like
you need a little pick me up. Supper has just been served in the dining room.’
Broden outstretched an arm and guided Anghus through the hall way, but not
before giving the friendliest of handshakes to Tristan and welcoming him. 


Broden began
leading them to a room where he said they could freshen up before having
something to eat. Tristan was in rush to ask for help, but he was grateful to
have a little bit of rest and comfort. Things finally started looking up for
him now they had got to someone who could help them. 
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Honour
amongst thieves


 


 


Charlie had been hanging in a giant cage
for some time now, and no one had paid her the slightest bit of attention. As
she sat on a blanket, her legs were dangling through between the bars at the
bottom, which was beginning to become uncomfortable. 


She was next to
another similar cage that was open and had an item of clothing in it, and she
assumed that this was not the first time the people in the room had locked
individuals up like this. It certainly did not seem bother them carrying on
about their business. She shuddered to think what had happened to the previous
occupant of the adjacent cage. 


Just before she
was going to shout out to someone, she caught a glimpse of the very mucky man
who appeared to be in charge, the one with the chipped tooth. He whispered
something into a waitress’ ear, and along with two other men, she unlocked
Charlie’s cage and quite aggressively dragged out her. 


‘I can walketh you
know,’ said Charlie annoyed. This only resulted in a grumpy stare back from the
waitress. 


 The entire room
absolutely stunk. On the very old wooden floorboards there were scatterings of
straw, broken glass, and bits of old food strewn about the place. The room was only
one step above a pigsty. It was crowded with overly loud and ill-mannered
people, all drinking out of wooden mugs and wearing similar clothes to the main
room when Charlie first walked in. So far, she definitely thought that the Medieval
times were not a place she would like to stay in. 


Charlie was
eventually walked over to a long thin table where five or six men sat behind,
including the chipped tooth man.


‘Good morrow, err,
morroweth.’ Charlie shouted but stumbled and confused up all her words.


‘You don’t need to
speak to me like that, I’m not a simpleton,’ said the man in a very rough and
broad Scottish accent. ‘You can speak modern English here.’


‘Thank heavens,’
muttered Charlie. 


The waitress leant
in and whispered, ‘spion,’ into the man’s ear. ‘Marbh I a-nis,’
she whispered further. Though she had not a clue what she was saying, Charlie
knew the waitress was speaking Gaelic, the language of all immortals. The man
merely looked at the waitress and hummed. 


‘Spion!’
followed a few more whispers from different people around the room. ‘Spion,’
they repeated again, growing more aggressive. A few more began to shout, ‘Mharbh
I Oswyn,’ as they had sinister looks on their faces. Charlie still did not
know what they meant, but she could easily work out that there were not kind
words about her. 


‘My waitress tells
me you’re a ministerial spy, my lovely. And that I should make you disappear.
What are we to make of that?’ said the man with a very carefree attitude, as if
he were toying with Charlie. ‘And mind trixes won’t work with my dearie, my brain
is as sharp as a tack.’


‘Must be a very
small tack,’ whispered Charlie to herself. Thankfully no one heard her
properly. ‘I’m no such thing as a spy!’ she said bluntly and out loud this time.



‘Many people who
seek an undetectable route up topside are ministerial spies. The DM idiots from
the cobbles have been trying to catch me this many a century, so they can
arrest me.’ The man sat there and smiled throughout, pulling a cork out of
another bottle with his angled tooth. 


‘I’m from
Baradoohn, I’ve been there since 1788, but unfortunately I’ve gotten on the
wrong side of some nasty people,’ said Charlie. She thought that by lying it
would keep her safe and there would be less questions. ‘I have contacts in the
glummie world and I’m trying to get to them.’


The man slammed
down his bottle of unknown cloudy liquid, and walked around the table to stand
face to face with Charlie. He looked right into her eyes for an unusually long
time and said, ‘amadan, amaideach amadan.’ 


‘What does that
mean?’ said Charlie. 


‘Fool, silly
fool,’ said the man. ‘You’re as much of an immie as I’m drinking orange juice
right now my lovely.’ His breath was absolutely awful; so much so that the fly
that was circling round his head, accidently got in the way of his mouth and
dropped down stone dead due to the stench. ‘Good news for you is that doesn’t
make you a spy,’ he continued. ‘So what is a glummie, sorry, a teenage glummie,
doing down here I wonder?’


Charlie did not
know where to go from here. ‘How do you know I’m glummie? I was under the
impression it was almost impossible to tell?’ she said, quickly dropping the
pretence. 


‘Not impossible, child,
just very difficult,’ said the man cockily. ‘But when you’ve lived as long as I
have and you’re in the trade that I’m in, it does me well to learn how to spot
glummies. It’s all in the eyes you see, most people don’t know it.’ Charlie
could tell that the man was very eccentric, and in this tavern, it was clear
that he made the rules.


‘And what trade is
that then?’ asked Charlie, who had no idea why she was asking. 


‘Oh a little of
this and a little of that,’ said the man shrugging. ‘I’m a smuggler, a gambler,
a thief, a money lender, a hotelier and just an all-round beautiful nice guy.
My name is Oswyn.’ His smile showed even more hidden chipped teeth, and it was
becoming obvious to Charlie that Oswyn was rather full of himself. 


‘So it’s in the
eyes is it? Hmm, good to know,’ said Charlie to herself. 


‘But it also helps
that glummies can’t see teums unless they touch our skin,’ said Oswyn. ‘Gregor
there, to your right, has been holding his teum right in front of your eyes
this entire time and you haven’t even noticed. Tends to give it away.’ 


Charlie had not
noticed that the man next her was wearing gloves and had an outstretched hand. As
he took off a glove and used his bare skin, out came the roar of fire and a teum
dagger appeared in front of her eyes only a few inches away.


‘Now why does a
glummie child need a secret route topside?’ said Oswyn. He then casually began eating
some nuts off a nearby table. A new fly had also now begun circling his head. ‘You’re
clearly not too bright coming into a tavern like this and asking for something
like that.’ 


‘Bright enough to
maintain a standard of hygiene,’ said Charlie, without an ounce of fear. Her
patience had now worn out. The constant run of bad luck had taken its toll on
her, and she was still in a desperate hurry to get to the surface as quickly as
possible to seek Argatha.


‘What a sharp
tongue you have my child,’ said Oswyn stepping closer. ‘No one saw you come
into this tavern, so no one has to see you go out. There are no peelerpots that
will come into my establishment to rescue you. Just keep that sharp tongue as
blunt as you can inside your pretty little head.’ Oswyn tapped Charlie’s cheek
as he spoke. 


‘I need to get to
topside urgently. Why I’m here and why I need to get to the surface is my
business,’ said Charlie. ‘Now do you have a tunnel or not, because I definitely
know you don’t have dentists.’ Charlie stood there as steadfast as ever. The
mood she was in, nothing was scaring her and she was readying herself for
anything. Oswyn simply laughed back at her. 


‘Well, well, not
dissuaded at all are we?’ he continued to laugh. ‘I like that, I respect it, and
yes I do have a route topside. But what do you have for me? I doubt you have
anything on you that could pay for passage.’ 


Charlie thought
for a second, as the master of the Tudor house had warned her about this. She
genuinely had nothing to give him that would be enough, but then she suddenly
thought of something.  


‘I’ll play you for
it,’ she said. 


‘Excuse me?’
gasped Oswyn, a little taken back. 


‘Kuzzle. I’ll play
you for it. Unless you’re scared of being beaten by a glummie teenager?’ said
Charlie goading him. 


‘No one beats me
at Kuzzle,’ laughed Oswyn. The whole room began to laugh with him. He knew that
Charlie was indeed provoking him, but he could not help but bite a little. ‘But
even if I did accept, you still need something to bet with. What if I win, what
do I get?’


Charlie quickly
realised that she did not actually need anything physical to hand over. ‘I’m a
highly sought after glummie, didn’t you know? I’m on the run. A very wealthy
immie family want to kidnap me.’ Charlie had to gloat for the first time about
the situation.


‘And?’ said Oswyn.



‘And, if I win, I
go up. If you win, you get to hand me over to my kidnappers for a large reward
I would assume,’ said Charlie. She was trying to confidently ooze fake confidence.
Oswyn stood there and thought about it. 


‘What is to stop
me from just putting you back in that cage and handing you over for the reward
in either case?’ he said. 


Charlie stood and
thought long and hard, before saying, ‘honour amongst thieves?’


Oswyn merely
smiled. ‘And you’re a thief, are you?’ he said. 


‘Accidently stole
a penny sweet from a shop when I was five years old once,’ said Charlie with a
wink. ‘Plus I thought you might like the challenge.’ Oswyn laughed as loud as
he could, clearly liking her spirit. Charlie was going for broke as she did not
have anything to bargain with, and to her knowledge, there was no other way up
to the surface that would be unguarded. Much to her delight, Oswyn accepted the
challenge with a handshake. 


Charlie had a good
eye for this sort of game, having played poker at school with cookies for a
long time. She remembered the rules from Finyella; each player had six dice
that they covered up, and they would guess out loud what the total dice on the entire
table would add up to, but they could only see their own. After each round, the
players could change their answer depending on how the other guessed. Two
playing cards would be put down, and if any card matched the number on the
dice, it would wipe it out. The winner is the one who guesses correctly at the
end, or nearest. 


Charlie and Oswyn
sat down on stools at a dirty and splintered table, and the entire room had now
crowded around them to watch. They put their six dice in wooden shakers,
rattled them, and then slammed them down on the table. Both of them lifted
their shaker up only the tiniest amount, so only they could see what numbers
they rolled.


‘Guests first, my
lovely,’ said Oswyn. 


‘Oh I’m guest am
I?’ said Charlie to herself quietly in disbelief. 


She looked at her
dice and added them up in her head. She tried to read the expression on Oswyn’s
face, but there was none, he gave nothing away. ‘Forty-five,’ she blurted out,
giving a safe reasonable guess first time around. This is what she thought all
the dice, including Oswyn’s, added up to.


Oswyn relooked at
his dice and rubbed his chin. He casually started biting one of his fingernails
and said, ‘hmm, I think the same.’ 


This was something
that Charlie did not expect to hear back. How could she alter her guess next
time around if Oswyn was merely repeating the same number as her? She suspected
he maybe cheating but continued on nonetheless. Two cards were then dealt in
the middle of the table face down. 


‘You forget
something my lovely,’ said Oswyn. ‘After each card there is a round of small
betting. What little things do you have to offer?’


‘Money!’ said
Charlie. She then put a crumpled up five pound note from her pocket on the
table. 


‘Ah glummie money,
not easy to get hold of,’ said Oswyn, who appeared very happy with this. As he
folded it up and put it in his pocket he said, ‘but oh my dear I forgot to say,
I won’t be betting as I’ve offered enough I think.’ Charlie had guessed he
would do something like this, but grudgingly continued as she had little
choice. 


The first card
turned over was a two. Charlie covertly looked at her dice again to see what
difference this made to her total. Any twos she had would need to be wiped out.
Oswyn did the same as he squinted with one eye and crouched low to the table. 


Charlie thought
long and hard about bluffing with her next guess, but she could not make up her
mind. If she did bluff, Oswyn may know she had, and bluff back in turn. Where
would that have got her with her final guess, she thought? She would be
altering her answers based on a lie. The endless psychological battle went
through her head. 


‘My next guess is…thirty-seven,’
said Charlie very slowly, with a deadpan face trying not to give anything away.
She had just decided to keep it simple and offer her best real guess, hoping
that her opponent would do the same. Oswyn hummed to himself and began chewing
on a cork from a bottle, before rubbing his chin thinking. 


‘I think the
same,’ he said. 


Charlie burst up
from her stool in anger and slammed her fists on the table. ‘Oh come on that’s
not allowed, your guesses have to be different! You’re not giving anything
away,’ she said highly annoyed. 


‘Oh my dear, there
is nothing in the Kuzzle rulebook that states my guesses have to be any
different than yours,’ said Oswyn. ‘And in my tavern, I’ll play however I want
to. It’s your choice if you want to play, and the cage is right over there if
you want to stop. But if you do want to continue, I suggest you make your next
bet quickly.’ Charlie calmed herself down and sat back on the stool. Someone
from the crowd, who looked and smelled even worse than Oswyn, was leaning in a
little closer than comfort.


‘If you’re going
to stand that close would you mind chewing a mint? Even a dog biscuit will do,’
said Charlie. The man stepped back with a scowl on his face. 


Charlie thought
about what she could offer next, blindly going along with the obviously
cheating Oswyn. The only thing she had left was a small gold ring she wore on
her little finger. It was a gift from when she was a child and she did not want
to part with it, but with little emotion, she plonked it on the table. Oswyn
gave his approval with a smiling little nod. 


The second and
last card was turned over; it was a four. It quickly made both players crouch
down and look at their dices again, peering under their shakers. Oswyn silently
gestured with his hand for Charlie to give her guess. 


‘You can guess
first this time,’ said Charlie.


‘Fine. Twenty-nine,’
confidently said Oswyn. He bit another fingernail and then disgustingly spat it
out on the floor.


Charlie sat there
and took a deep breath; it was going to be now or never. ‘Eighteen,’ she said.
It was a decisively low number given there were going to twelve dice to add up.
A few gasps and laughs appeared to come from the crowd, and from Oswyn. 


‘The total is
never going to be that low my lovely,’ said Oswyn. ‘Perhaps you shouldn’t have
betted so brazenly after all. How much is that reward on your head I wonder?’
He spun round on his stool while rubbing his hands in delight and stamping his
feet. 


‘Show your dice
and let’s finish the game, shall we?’ said Charlie. 


‘Very well.’ An
ever-smug Oswyn uncovered his shaker and revealed his dice. His numbers were: 1,
3, 5, 3, 3, and 1. His dice totalled sixteen. ‘You guessed eighteen, didn’t
you? It’s going to be nowhere near that,’ he nastily chuckled.


Charlie slid her
shaker out into the middle of the table and revealed her dice. Her numbers were:
2, 2, 2, 2, 2 and 4. Oswyn’s face immediately dropped. He spat out his cork
which went flying over the table and hit a customer in the face. He slammed his
fists down and knocked all the dice away in a fit of rage. It was clear to
Charlie that Oswyn had never seen a person roll the same number five times
before. Luck handily played a part in Charlie’s win, as the two cards that were
drawn completely wiped out all her dice. Her guess of eighteen was only two
away from the real total, and she won by a mile. 


Charlie sat there
and it was her turn to have a smug look on her face. The crowd behind Oswyn
were still gasping and whispering to each other, clearly never having seen
their boss lose before. 


‘So what’s it to
be, my lovely?’ said Charlie. She relished having turned the tables, but now had
to wait to see if Oswyn would honour the agreement. 


‘You can’t let her
go, think of the money. Cage her!’ whispered a voice in Oswyn’s ear. But Oswyn
ignored it and stood up and roared at everyone as loud as he could. 


‘Fàg a nis!
Everyone out, now! Clear the room!’ he shouted in both languages. Within a few seconds
flat it was only he and Charlie left. ‘It seems you beat me, glummie, and you
didn’t even cheat.’


‘So?’ said Charlie
waiting. 


‘So, as you said,
honour amongst thieves it is to be,’ said Oswyn as he unexpectedly smiled.
Charlie genuinely had no idea which way Oswyn was going to go, and was
delighted that he was going to honour his side of the bet.


Oswyn walked over
to the long thin table where he was originally sitting, with all his might he
flipped it on to its side to reveal something. Underneath lay a small trap
door. 


‘I like to keep
the entrance close to me, can’t be too careful with all these rogues about,’ he
said. ‘Go through the door and you’ll come to a small electric winch. Not
strictly medieval I know, but needs must and all that. It’ll take you most of
the way, then after that you need to climb through a mudhole I’m afraid. Don’t
worry, there’s a ladder. 


‘Where on earth
will I come out at? I’m miles away from the centre of Baradoohn,’ said Charlie.



‘My dear child, the
cobbles are only three hundred yards that way,’ said Oswyn pointing. Charlie
looked baffled and began thinking how that was possible. ‘I can only assume you
have come full circle on your travels.’ 


It finally
occurred to Charlie that the horse and cart she was originally in, must have
travelled in a giant circle and she never even knew it. And when she ran
between towns, she was actually running nearer and nearer back to where she
started from, just from the other end. This was going to be handy she thought,
as she must not be too far away from the old Bentley. From there she could get
her bearings and find Argatha’s cottage. 


Charlie opened up
the trap door and squeezed inside. Just before she closed it, she stopped and
spoke to Oswyn. ‘Why are you letting me go? You could have just kept me,’ she
said. 


‘You seem to be a
desperate person who has everything to lose, but not afraid to lay everything
down on the line,’ said Oswyn quite proudly. ‘I know a little something about
that, by the heavens I do. But don’t you worry, I’ll make up a story to the
rest of the crowd that I gave you a good hiding before you left, and that you
had to limp out of here.’ He winked at Charlie while smiling, showing his
horrendous teeth again.’


‘Sìth agus Alba,’
was the last thing Charlie said to him. 


‘Sìth agus Alba,’
said Oswyn back while raising his hand, clearly impressed Charlie knew the
saying. 


The passage was just
large enough for Charlie to crawl along. It was almost pitch black, but in the
distance, there was a small glow from a lantern that showed where the lift was.
She reached it and realised that Oswyn was not kidding, it was tiny, little
more than a large bucket that she sat in. There was an old handle that was pointing
to the word down, Charlie merely pulled it so it changed to up, and
before she knew it, she was being whisked up into the air. She held on tight as
it was not the safest mode of transport in the world, being dangled hundreds or
perhaps thousands of feet in the air while sitting in a bucket. If Charlie
could have seen properly in better light, she would not have dared looked down.



Charlie sat there
and remembered she had completely forgot to pick up her money and her ring from
the table, given that she had won. Now was not the time for regrets though. She
had no gage to determine how far she had travelled, but the lift went at an
extraordinary speed, even faster than the old Bentley. 


She sat there
wondering when the lift would stop. She guessed that she was travelling at
hundreds feet per minute, but she had no way of knowing. After what seemed like
a good while, and after her ears popped, the lift came to an abrupt stop. She
had no torch and therefore took the lantern from the lift to light way.
Directly in front of her was an old wooden ladder, it was rotten and worm eaten
and disappeared into a muddy hole in the mucky ceiling. With no time to waste
she climbed up the ladder and hung the lantern round her neck with some old
rope. 


As soon as Charlie
went up into the ceiling, the ladder stopped. It seemed to her that it was
there only as a kickstart, just to get a person up into the mud. The tunnel
went on though, and Charlie worked out that she now had to use her hands and
feet by digging them into the walls of mud to push herself up. As she climbed
further and further, she said out loud to herself, ‘should have stayed in
London!’


Charlie did not
look down but she had climbed to a reasonable height. After a few more minutes
she hit her head on something, it was earth. ‘This must be the end,’ she said
to herself. Charlie was half expecting there to be a door, but quickly remembered
this was a secret tunnel and it could not be that stupid. She knew what she had
to do. So with all the force she could gather she punched the through mud with
her fist, over and over again. She could feel a draft on her hand as she broke
through and stuck it out. She dug both feet into the walls and lifted herself
higher, wriggling her arms and head through the smallest of muddy gaps. She had
finally made it; her top half was sticking up right in the middle of
Auchindowen wood. 


She had no idea
what the exact time was, except it was dusk outside with very little light
left. Charlie was breathing in the first bit of fresh air she had in a while,
but she had no time savour it. After climbing through the hole and covering it
back up with grass and leaves, she twirled around and began to work out which
way to go. However, she did not have to wait for long as a few hundred yards
away was the old Bentley. 


Charlie began to
run towards the car so she could get her bearings, and then hopefully find
Argatha’s house. But about halfway along she stopped suddenly. A horrible
thought had just occurred to her. How could she be so stupid, she thought? The
whole point of seeking out a secret tunnel in the first place, and going
through all that trouble, was because she had anticipated that all the main passageways
would be guarded by Markaeyla’s people, and that included the old Bentley! It
had totally slipped her mind, as she only learned at the last minute from Oswyn
that the secret tunnel was near the car. 


After pausing for
a few seconds, Charlie looked about to see if she could spot anyone, but there
was nothing obvious, yet. She turned around to go in the other direction,
thinking she would find Argatha’s cottage another way, but it was too late. She
had only taken a few steps when an unwelcome sight emerged from behind the
trees. Several kreeths eerily crept out and revealed themselves, quite clearly
having been waiting there the entire time in case anyone turned up. They were
led by Tambrado, who still had no idea that he came face to face with Charlie
back at The Speak Easy. 


‘A question of
patience,’ grunted Tambrado in his whispery voice. 


He stood there still
wearing the torn and disgusting clothes he always wore, much the same as the
other kreeths. Charlie collapsed on to her knees and was close to having tears
in her eyes. Exhausted, muddied, bruised and hungry, all the people that had
been after her had been absolutely relentless. She just felt like saying,
‘fine, I give up, take me.’


While she knelt
there, Charlie put her hands up in the air and readied them to be tied up with
something. As Tambrado stepped nearer, Charlie had a change of heart. Although
she appeared completely broken, she thought to herself that she could not go
down like this and merely whimper out. Her competitive nature was too great.
She drew on the last bit of energy and defiance that she had and picked up a
stone, and with pinpoint accuracy managed to hit Tambrado in the eye. She shot
up from her knees and ran in the opposite direction, but she knew it was
pointless as the kreeths had surrounded her. Before she knew it, she had been
grabbed by two of them and hooked off her feet. 


‘Now I feel
better, much better,’ she said, just having to get in one final shot. 


‘You won’t be
laughing later on,’ slowly husked Tambrado holding his injured eye.


Before the kreeths
could even tie her up, Charlie caught a silhouette out of the corner of her eye
that made her look twice. It was such a strange sight that even a few kreeths,
did a double look as well. It was a sight not that no one expected to see in
Auchindowen wood, or anywhere really. As everyone now looked on, what could
only be described as a very small army of dogs was running towards them at full
pelt. 


‘P.O.O.D.L.E.S…charge!’
roared a familiar voice, it was Albert. He was running at a frantic pace with
his friends from the Protection Of Ordinary Dogs Law Enforcement Society. 


Two dozen or so
dogs; German Shepherds, Labradors, Jack Russells and many more, ran as fast as
their legs could take them. They went straight for the kreeths and jumped on
them, knocking them over and biting at their ankles. Their vicious sharp teeth
made light work of anyone who was trying to fight back, and they were horribly
outnumbered. 


Albert, though
quite small, sprang into action and immediately went for Tambrado in a frenzied
attack. He did not cause any serious injury, but he pounced on him so hard that
Tambrado fell flat on his back, and then tore some of his clothes to pieces. A
few of the other dogs then joined in and began lashing out at his ankles. 


By this point, the
other kreeths had picked themselves up and started to run away. Tambrado
managed to grab hold of one of the dogs and throw them off him, but another one
gladly took his place. After a few more seconds the P.O.O.D.L.E.S. calmed
themselves and got off him, but kept on guard just in case. 


Tambrado had
always been of a different ilk from his fellow kreeths, which would explain by
he was their de facto leader. He seemed more resourceful and cunning,
and therefore did not exactly run away scared like the others. He got himself
up and dusted off the mud, not that it mattered overly as his clothes were in
tatters with tiny bite marks anyway. He stood there with the eery bony grin on
his face and pointed with a skeletal finger at Charlie. He was still no match
for the sheer number of dogs that were present, but it did not seem to deter
him. He again began walking towards Charlie with a crazed look on his face. She
was beginning to believe that whatever contract he had with Markaeyla, he was
absolutely desperate to fulfil it no matter what the cost. 


The P.O.O.D.L.E.S.
began to ready themselves again for another canine charge, but before a single
paw went into action, Charlie saw another familiar face appear, but this time
she was relieved. With a bright flash of fire that lit up the surrounding wood,
a teum in the shape of a cane had appeared and struck down with almighty force
on the shoulder of Tambrado, who crashed down on to one knee and roared out in
pain. Hamish had returned to that part of the wood.  


‘I see we are
still picking on glummie children in my wood are we Tambrado?’ said Hamish in
his ever-posh voice. He stood there in his eccentric clothes and top hat,
resting both hands on his cane in his aloof manner. ‘How many times must I tell
you? Not in my wood, no sir.’ 


Tambrado was quite
a formidable person, though extremely gaunt like all kreeths, his height would
have been imposing on most people. He was far taller than Hamish, even with his
top hat on, but such a skilled fighter that Hamish was, he never flinched. He
grabbed Tambrado by the throat and lifted him back on to his feet. 


‘I pity you,
doctor, I truly do. What a character you would have made with your medical expertise.’
Hamish was speaking very quietly, nose to nose with Tambrado while everyone
else merely watched. ‘Regardless of your misfortune, doctor, this is the second
time I’ve warned you about this. There will not be a third. Are we clear on
this matter?’ 


Tambrado could
only muster up a simple nod. His resolve was strong enough to try and take on a
group of dogs, but certainly not to challenge the likes of Hamish on his own,
and on his turf of all places. With his head sunk low, Tambrado slowly walked away
and into the darkness. 


‘Albert, Hamish,
it’s so wonderful to see you!’ said Charlie with joy. She ran up to them both and
gave them a big hug, finally feeling safe for the first time in a while. 


‘No, no, I don’t
go in for hugs remember, please remove yourself at once,’ said Albert in his
usual manner. ‘You never know where human claws have been.’


‘Tough, you’re
getting a hug, deal with it,’ insisted Charlie, as she crouched down and grabbed
him. 


‘Oh very well, but
that’ll do me for the next fifty years,’ he said. He then lifted a paw that
curled around her. Charlie thanked all the other dogs who came to her rescue
also. There was a mixture of barks and, ‘you’re welcomes.’


‘Usually we
reserve our efforts to helping our canine friends, but I suppose, we made an
exception for you,’ said Albert being snobbish. ‘Argatha would have never left
me in peace if we didn’t.’ Charlie smiled as she knew this was as close as she
would get to him to say, ‘I like you.’


‘And what kind of Keeper
of the Wood would I be if I allowed glummie children to be attacked?’ said
Hamish. ‘I just happened to be patrolling this area tonight.’


‘Did you hear what
happened at the station? Where are Tristan and Eve? Where’s Argatha?’ said
Charlie blurting out questions. 


‘Calm down, calm
down,’ said Albert as he shook his paw. ‘Word spread about the riot at the
station yes, but I do not know where your brother and sister are. I naturally
assumed you were still all together. Argatha and I haven’t heard any news.’


Charlie closed her
eyes for a second as she was upset upon hearing this. She had held out some
slight chance of Tristan and Eve having managed to get out. 


‘We’ve been split
up, can Argatha help us?’ she said. 


‘I assure you she
will do all that she can, but I think Tristan or Eve must be with Sebastian,’
said Albert, not knowing the true extent of the situation. 


‘How do you know
that?’ asked Charlie. 


‘A cave sparrow
flew our way. Sebastian must have asked him to pass on a message that he was in
trouble, and that he wasn’t alone,’ said Albert. Charlie looked confused and had
not a clue what he was talking about. 


‘How on earth did
you find me?’ said Charlie. 


‘That’s the very thing,
by random. We just came across you,’ said Albert. The other dogs now took a
rest to scratch behind their ears. ‘We were looking for Sebastian you see. Cave
sparrows only exist in the depths under Baradoohn, so we knew he was somewhere
there. But there are no direct passages that I know of that go from the deep
tunnels to topside, so our best bet was to keep on patrolling the standard
passageways, until he popped up. That’s when we came across you and the
kreeths.’


‘Oh I see, wait hang
on, Sebastian talked to a bird?’ said Charlie tracking back. 


‘Yes, why?’ said
Albert casually, as if everyone knew.


‘Oh, yes, of
course he does. I mean, why wouldn’t a person be able to talk to animals?’ said
Charlie. She had now just learned to go along with all the strange things she
came across. ‘So what do we do now? We must go to Argatha!’ she said answering
her own question. 


‘Argatha isn’t
here at present, she has fled the cottage,’ said Albert. He then noticed the
grim look on Charlie when he mentioned this. ‘With all these rumours about
Markaeyla discovering a beenaich, some people are changing their loyalties. It
looks as if someone let slip of her whereabouts.’


Bad news seemed to
always be waiting for Charlie wherever she went. However, this time she did not
let it get her down as she quickly shifted her attention on to her brother and
sister. 


‘We still need to
find Tristan and Eve as quick as we can,’ she said. 


‘Absolutely,’ said
Albert. ‘Let’s start with what we know. Given what the cave sparrow said,
Sebastian and whoever he is with is bound to turn up at one of the main
passages. Let’s put our focus there, it can’t be too long. Hamish, can you help
us in this regard?’


‘You know fine
well I’m neutral in any immortal squabbles my four legged friend,’ he said as
his teum disappeared behind his back. ‘However, if it merely involves reuniting
a glummie child with her family to keep her safe, I guess that will be satisfactory.’


Albert sighed and
sarcastically said, ‘so, in other words, yes?’ Hamish nodded. 


One of the other
dogs approached Albert and whispered something in his ear. ‘Agreed,’ he said.
The other dogs within the P.O.O.D.L.E.S. had just volunteered to travel back
Baradoohn and patrol the known entrances to the smuggler’s tunnels. Though they
were obviously hidden to most, some of the dogs knew where they were because
they tended to overhear secretive things on the cobbles of Baradoohn. Most
immies mistook them for stray dogs and talked about their business in front of
them without realising. If there were any of Markaeyla’s people hiding near the
exits, they would take care of them.  


‘Come with me my
dear glummie, we will start up here,’ said Albert to Charlie, as the other dogs
quickly ran off. 


‘How many
passageways actually are there?’ said Charlie. 


‘Some, but you
needn’t worry,’ said Albert. He could tell she was losing her energy. ‘But I
have a way for us to get around much quicker, but I need your help.’ Charlie
was not clear on what this meant, but they all stated walking off together. It
was the first time in a while that Charlie was walking somewhere without the
fear of being chased. 
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Tunnel
Turtles


 


 


Eve and Sebastian had been walking for a
while now, or what seemed like miles to Eve anyhow. Their plan was clear, get
topside to Auchindowen, get help, and then find Tristan and Charlie. Something
they could not do at present due to being hunted by Athol and the smugglers. 


Sebastian was in
front with the feelo attached round his necklace to shine the way, and every
now and again he just breathed a little more heat into it so it did not go out.
There was very little chatter between them as Sebastian had again warned their voices
would travel, and he did not know exactly where Athol and the smugglers were.
More importantly, he wanted to see if he could hear them first if they got
near, but he reassured Eve that they stood a good chance of remaining
undiscovered.    


They were no
longer in the smuggler tunnels; they were now in an even deeper underground
cave that had not been mined or cut through by humans. They were walking
through natural cave systems where there was no easy path. Although the
smuggler tunnels had been extremely rough in their design, it had been just
about clear where someone had to walk. Where they were now, however, was
completely different. They both had to climb over huge boulders, duck under
them, and squeeze past others. There were more pools of water that they had to
wade through chest deep, though luckily nothing as scary as before. 


Sometimes it would
appear as if the caves came to a dead end where they were met with solid walls,
only for Sebastian to point to a tiny letter box type opening, that he insisted
they could both fit through. Eve always doubted him when he said it, but after
a lot of wriggling and shuffling, she was always proved wrong. 


‘Sebastian, how do
you know where you’re going down here?’ said Eve, ringing the water out of her
jumper. 


‘When you’ve run
away from as many peelerpots and Ministerial Guards as often as I have, you get
to know these secret passages quite well,’ said Sebastian, squeezing through a
narrow crack. 


‘Surely the
smuggler tunnels would have been enough to hide from them, I thought they were
secret?’ said Eve. She raised a good point as she squeezed through the same crack.



‘Well, sometimes I
was in fact running away from other smugglers. There were several
misunderstandings you see,’ said Sebastian, as Eve giggled back at him. ‘You
really had to find a good place to hide and move about, especially from people
who hid and moved about for a living,’ he continued. ‘I could probably count on
one hand how many people know about these routes down here. Unfortunately for
us, one or two of those people maybe in that group that are trying to find us.’


‘When was the last
time you were down here?’ asked Eve as she climbed over a giant rock. 


‘Quite recently,
oh, about eighteen years ago or something,’ said Sebastian. Eve found this
amusing as this was almost twice her age, but as Sebastian was over 600 years
old, she understood that time frame meant nothing to him. ‘But this is just like
riding a bike,’ continued Sebastian. ‘The last section is coming up, but this
one is completely human made.’


‘Why?’ asked Eve. 


‘The cave
originally just stopped with no way through, it was a dead end,’ said
Sebastian. ‘Then someone, that being yours truly, decided to dig through and
then right up to the topside. Completely…’


‘Completely
illegal, I know,’ interrupted Eve as she smiled. 


‘That’s why I’m
the only one who knows about the last part. It only took me four or five years
or so to dig upwards, given how deep we are down here,’ said Sebastian, as if
he believed Eve also thought this was not a long time. 


‘So where does the
tunnel come out exactly? You said somewhere in Auchindowen,’ said Eve. She was
trying to picture somewhere in her mind. 


‘You’ll find out,’
said Sebastian evasively. 


They both realised
that they had been talking a little too loudly for too long, and agreed to
continue their journey in silence. They certainly did not want to draw any
unnecessary attention to themselves. 


They carried on
round a few more twists and turns, climbed some more ledges, and crawled
through additional tight gaps. They soon came across a section of a cave that
seemed relatively easy. There was a small puddle in the middle of their path and
Eve was about to walk straight through it. Before she was about to step in,
Sebastian yanked her back by her shirt.  


‘That’s no
ordinary puddle, little one,’ he said. ‘That will swallow you hole, it’s that
deep.’ 


Eve did not quite understand
as it certainly looked like a normal harmless puddle, and she did not know how
Sebastian knew just by looking at it. But she walked around like she was told.
However, as she did, she looked back and something caught her eye. In the blue
glow from the feelo, she saw a pair of tiny eyes appearing from the puddle. She
rubbed her own eyes and maybe thought it was a trick of the light, before
convincing herself that there was definitely a small pair of eyes looking
straight at her. 


‘Sebastian look!’
she called out, before lowering her voice and remembering they were meant to be
quiet. After her echoing voice had stopped rumbling around the cave, Sebastian froze.
He stood there with his back turned and let out a loud sigh, but it was not in
anger. When Eve saw his face, she got the impression that he knew exactly what
she was referring to, and through no fault of her own, what he was hoping to
avoid as well. 


Eve crouched down
on one knee and walked towards the small pair of eyes that had not moved an
inch. Soon enough, a nose and a head appeared as well, then feet and a shell as
it crawled out. It was a very tiny turtle. Eve had earlier heard Sebastian
threaten the smugglers with tunnel turtles, but now she thought he must have been
joking as they were no bigger than a tea saucer. 


‘Eve, just ease up
there slightly, one foot behind the other and walk back slowly,’ said Sebastian
anxiously. She could not see what all the fuss was about as she thought the
turtle looked extremely cute, and she just wanted to take it home with her. 


Sebastian took her
place and moved in front of her as if acting like a shield, while he cautiously
stretched out his hand and walked towards the tiny turtle. As he got closer he
kept saying, ‘easy boy, easy boy.’ He crouched down on one knee about a foot away,
and the turtle just edged towards him as playful as ever. Eve could still not
see what the fuss was about, and actually thought Sebastian was making a drama
out of nothing. 


After a rather
strange and intense staring contest between the two, the turtle eventually
crawled a little further and on to Sebastian’s hand, where he breathed a sigh
of relief. Much like with the sparrow, Eve saw him move his mouth towards the
turtle’s ear, but this time could hear that he was whispering something to it. 


‘This is a tunnel
turtle,’ said Sebastian, now a lot happier and less anxious. He walked over to
Eve while still carrying it on his hands and now stroking it’s head. ‘He’s
fully grown, but really this one is still a teenager. Mum and Dad must be
nearby somewhere,’ he continued. He now seemed to have no worries about Eve
wanting to stroke and pet the turtle.


‘Native only to
tunnels of Baradoohn and another city in Germany I believe,’ said Sebastian. ‘Glummies
don’t know they exist, and even most immies don’t as a matter of fact.’ Eve
thought he just looked like an everyday turtle, albeit a very small one. 


‘I don’t suppose
I’m allowed to take him home?’ she asked. 


‘I don’t think his
parents would like that too much, and trust me, you would not want a tunnel turtle
living in your house. They are lethal creatures,’ said Sebastian. 


‘Lethal? He’s
adorable,’ said Eve disagreeing. ‘This little one couldn’t do anyone any harm.
Anyway, if they’re so lethal how come he let you pick him up?’


‘I’ve been down
here a lot and they’re used to me, my voice and my scent,’ he explained. ‘I
still need to approach with caution just in case, but I give them no reason to
attack me.’


‘Attack you? I
don’t believe it,’ laughed Eve. 


Before she could
question him any further, Sebastian’s head had turned to the side and he stood
silently still. He still had the turtle in his hands and he carried it over
towards one of the cave walls. Eve was now holding the feelo, and shone it over
Sebastian while he pressed his ear up against the wall. 


‘In the name of
Baradoohn, they can’t have!’ whispered Sebastian. 


At first, Eve had
no idea what he was talking about, but just then she heard a tapping sound
coming the same wall. Further down near to the puddle they had just came from, the
tapping soon turned into banging, and then eventually she saw bits of rock
crumbling away. Where a solid wall once stood, dust and rocks were falling down
until a large hole appeared. 


Sebastian had been
holding the turtle in tight while Eve just stood next to him, never once
thinking to stand behind him for cover. She wanted to face the danger head on. Once
the dust had settled, they both saw that holding the handles of giant hammers
and pick axes, were the smugglers. They walked through with their lanterns
shining the way, with a smug Athol standing behind them as he ducked passing
through the gap. 


‘Can’t we make a
run for it?’ whispered Eve out the corner of her mouth. 


‘There’s not
enough time, besides, they’ll find the secret passageway if they see us going
up it, and I can’t allow them to know where it leads,’ whispered Sebastian
back. 


There was a small
bit of distance between the two groups, with the puddle right in the middle of
them. Athol and smugglers did not charge down right away, as Eve thought they
might of at first. She guessed they were in no hurry as she and Sebastian could
not exactly escape anywhere. Athol seemed overly confident that he had finally
got what he had been hunting.  


Sebastian pulled
Eve by her arm and dragged her behind him in an effort to protect her. Athol
was with at least two dozen smugglers, and there were more than enough to
overpower Sebastian in such a confined space. However, the first dozen or so
would be the ones who would bear the full brunt of any retaliation from him,
and they clearly knew it. Eve assumed this was the other reason why no one was
running in straight away. 


‘Now that you’ve
found what you’re looking for, what now Athol?’ said Sebastian. He had a
somewhat restrained tone, mirroring how his brother might act for a change. 


‘I do as I wish!’
cockily said Athol, as his hand was poised behind his back. 


‘For the love of
Baradoohn, why are you chasing these children? What have they ever done to
you?’ asked Sebastian. He now showed a little anger and pity at the same time. 


 ‘All you need to
know is that my mother wants them. They are of extreme importance and
usefulness,’ elusively said Athol. 


‘These are
innocent children! This little one is ten years old and barely the size of your
arm,’ said Sebastian. He was now trying his best to plead with him, which was
unlike him. 


‘Makes no odds to
me, but if it makes you feel any better, it is not mother’s intention to harm
the glummie children,’ said Athol. 


‘Tell me why you
want them? Right now, tell me!’ roared Sebastian at the top of his voice. 


‘Temper, temper.
And people tell me I have anger issues,’ smarmed Athol. ‘I’m not telling you a
thing.’ Eve could see that the entire mystery of why they were chasing her, was
eating Sebastian up inside. 


‘You tell me right
now or the first ten of those men who come near me or this child are not just
going to be knocked on their backside. They’ll never leave this cave again. Do you
understand?’ Sebastian’s voice echoed round the cave, even causing ripples in
the puddle. A good few of the smugglers seemed to be unsure of themselves now,
clearly showing fear in their faces and some even taking a step back. They knew
exactly what Sebastian was capable of. 


Athol took note in
the change of their stance, but he merely looked back at Sebastian and said
very quietly, ‘no.’


While all this was
going on, Eve curiously noticed that Sebastian had not once put down the
turtle, and nor did he even have his hand poised ready to reach behind his back
to grab his teum. 


‘You leave me no
choice but to resort to the turtles,’ said Sebastian. All the men simply looked
down and saw the tiny thing in the palms of Sebastian’s hands, before erupting
in a fit of laughter that must have echoed round the caves a hundred times. 


Sebastian ignored
them all. He was still clearly furious inside and would have liked nothing more
than to have drawn his teum. Instead, he composed himself and lifted the turtle
up to his mouth and whispered near its head. Eve thought this strange animal
whispering of his seemed to be becoming habit.


Sebastian then
gently placed the turtle back on the ground and it wandered off slowly towards
the puddle. All the smugglers stood still and watched it waddle along. It did
not stop and just dived straight in. 


‘Right, enough of
this. Move in men,’ said Athol after he stopped laughing. 


The smugglers had
literally stepped two paces when they noticed that something had emerged back out
from the puddle. The turtle’s eyes had resurfaced, much to their surprise, but
then another pair appeared, and another, and soon they lost count. Over thirty
or so pairs of eyes were now beadily looking their way. 


‘Just ignore them,
come on,’ confidently shouted Athol. It was not clear if the smugglers drew
their confidence from Athol, or were simply too afraid to cross him. They
complied with his orders and started walking towards Sebastian and Eve, who had
nowhere to go. 


As they walked to
go around the puddle, the thirty pairs of eyes soon emerged properly. The turtles,
all the same size as before, had swam to the surface and were standing in their
way. 


One of the
smugglers clearly had no respect for animals and went to kick one of them with
his boot. Before he could though, something happened that he definitely did not
expect. The miniscule turtle opened its mouth as wide as it could, and where
one would usually expect to find a row of small blunt teeth, were instead
multiple rows of razor-sharp ones. The turtle stood there with a sinister smile
on its face and its shiny teeth gleaming in the light. It had more rows of
teeth than a great white shark. The first smuggler was not initially taken back
by this, but then he also saw hundreds of large needle-like pins protrude out of
the turtle’s shell. It had turned into a ball of lethal like sharpness.


Within the next
few seconds all the turtles appeared to be doing the same thing, with thousands
of tiny knife-like teeth on display, and their shells covered in even sharper
pins. There was an air of silence at first as the smugglers did not know how to
react, before the front turtle leaped up at least six feet in the air, and onto
the face of the first man it saw. It began to jump on his head and prick him
with its shell, and when the smuggler tried to grab hold of it, the turtle
merely produced its teeth and gave him an almighty nip on the fingers. 


Before long, the
small army of turtles were leaping in the air and making high pitched noises.
They produced amazing jumps for such small animals, all at different heights.
They jumped onto the heads, faces, arms and bodies of all the smugglers, who
had now erupted into a frenzied panic. They were swashing their arms about
uncontrollably while trying to unsuccessfully grab the turtles. Some tried to
help others as well, but the turtles were far too quick and nimble as they bit
and pricked everyone in their sights. 


Athol was last in
the group and he was not impressed by the antics of his men. He naively drew his
giant teum in order to swipe a few of the turtles away, but all he hit was
rock. The turtles merely jumped out the way and leaped onto him as well,
nipping at his arms and pricking his shoulders with their needle shells. For
such a big man, Eve had never heard a person squeal so much. Sebastian simply
stood there laughing away, with an expression on his face as if to say, ‘I told
you so.’


After a short
manic attack by the turtles, they all leaped back on to the ground and away
from the men. Their teeth and needles were now retracting and they looked as
cute and harmless as they did originally. The smugglers and Athol stood there
covered in what looked like tiny, but harmless, pin pricks, with a few bite
marks on their hands. It certainly did not look like it would cause them any
serious injuries. 


Eve began thinking
that she hoped Sebastian had more to his plan, because as funny as it was to
watch what just happened, it did not seem likely that it would deter them from
their mission. 


Within a few
seconds though, Eve saw the most peculiar of behaviour. The smugglers began to
shout out random words at each other, and squealed even louder than Athol had
previously. They began trying to catch things with their hands that were not
there, they swung their fists into empty open air. Athol was having a very loud
disagreement with the wall, and looked terrified as if a monster was about to
attack him. Everyone kept on repeatedly changing from fighting with people who
were not there, to doing a strange loud dance while speaking gibberish. 


The whole tunnel
was erupting in chaos, but it was hilarious chaos. Their behaviour became even
more erratic and they were soon becoming terrified of each other. One of the
turtles calmly walked over to Athol, who was dancing around on his feet as if
they were on fire, and he took one look at it and screamed even louder. He then
ran back through the hole he had smashed into the wall earlier and disappeared
out of sight. The smugglers, equally babbling to themselves and dancing on the
spot, ran after him while shouting all the way. 


The thirty or so
turtles stood near to the puddle looking as innocent as ever. They turned their
heads round and Eve could have sworn she saw them give a hint of smile, before
they dived back under the water. The faint echoes of the smugglers and Athol
could be heard bouncing around the tunnel, getting weaker and weaker as they
ran back from where they came from. 


‘Sebastian, is it
just me, or did you have a conversation with that turtle?’ said Eve. She
realised how daft this may have sounded, but with everything she had seen in
Baradoohn so far, she knew anything was possible. 


Sebastian simply
winked and said, ‘something like that.’ Eve was about to ask what just went on,
but there was no time. ‘There’s no time to explain, we need to hurry in case
they come back. There’s no danger in them seeing the hidden tunnel now,’ Sebastian
continued. 


He grabbed Eve’s
hand and put the feelo back around his neck, and began running in the direction
they were originally heading. As they ran, it was more of the same; avoiding
more ever suspicious puddles, climbing boulders, and being careful not to fall
through large cracks. There was certainly none of the leisurely pace they did
previously. 


Eventually they
came to a complete stop. The light from the feelo could not shine any further
as they had reached the end. The cave simply stopped with no more tight
squeezes to pass through. In front of them were just masses of solid rock and
earth. 


‘Well now what do
we do?’ asked Eve. She stood there out of breath and sweating, thinking a
refreshing glass of juice would go down a treat round about now, as they ran out
of water a while back. 


Sebastian reached
behind his back and the cave was lit up further with the temporary streak of
fire from his teums. He dug them into the wall, where there was more earth than
rock, smashing them in as far as he could. Eve saw that the mud and dirt just seemed
to slightly melt away as it glowed, shining like when a teum touched a person’s
skin. Very quickly the earth began to crumble away which left a small gap, but
big enough for them both to climb through. 


Sebastian shone
the feelo through and showed Eve the final part of the journey. ‘Our
transportation awaits, little one,’ he said gesturing. ‘Built it myself.’


Eve peered through
and could see that behind all that rubble was another tunnel, but this one went
straight up. There was a handmade wooden ladder that disappeared into the
darkness. The steps were bound by old rope that looked like they could snap at
any moment. 


‘We’re going to
climb that?’ nervously asked Eve.  


‘Good lord no,
that’s merely a backup,’ said Sebastian as Eve sighed in relief. ‘No, the quickest
way up is the lift. She looked up and down and could not see any lift, or
anything that resembled something mechanical. All she could see were two thick
pieces of rope that were dangling down from the top, however high up that was. 


‘But I can’t see
anything,’ she said. 


Sebastian grabbed
hold of one of the ropes and put his foot into a loop that had been made with a
knot. ‘Just put your foot into that other loop, like I have, and hold on
tight.’


‘Hold on to what?’
she queried.


‘Me!’ said
Sebastian. 


Eve grabbed hold
of him by the waist. Sebastian then unhooked another rope, and before Eve knew
it, they were hurtling up in the air. She increased her grip as they were
travelling at a tremendous speed. She quickly figured that the other rope had a
weight on it and was acting like a pully. 


Eve looked up and
could not see where or when the tunnel was ever going to end. She remembered
that Baradoohn was thousands of feet below ground, and she had been underneath
Baradoohn itself, even deeper. She had no idea how long this could take. As
Sebastian held on to them both, he had to shout at her due to the draft in
their ears. 


‘That’s why you
don’t want to ever keep one as a pet,’ he bellowed referring to the turtles. ‘All
those teeth and pins on their shells are loaded with a powerful venom.’


‘You don’t mean we
killed them?’ shouted back Eve. 


‘No little one,’
laughed Sebastian. ‘It won’t do them any real harm, but it will cause them to
hallucinate for hours.’  


Eve now knew what
all the strange dancing around on the spot was. She could only imagine what the
smugglers and Athol were seeing; the turtles probably looked like giant
creatures to them after that. 


As they continued
to be hoisted in the air, Eve felt the draft whizzing through her hair. She was
beginning to have fun and this beat any roller-coaster she had ever been on.
Even the skin on her cheeks was beginning to be pushed back due to the sheer
speed they were going. She stared upwards and her ears popped, and wondered
where this secret exit was. She was about to get her answer as the rope
abruptly stopped. 


‘Here we are,
topside at last!’ said Sebastian, uttering welcome words to Eve. 


They walked
through and came to an empty small room with glimmers of light shining through
the wall. Sebastian went and pushed against the wall quite firmly, and to Eve’s
surprise, it opened like a door. But the other side of the wall was not just a
wall, it was a bookshelf filled with books that she had seen before. She knew
exactly where she was. They had walked in to Uncle Arthur’s library. 
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Sebastian and Tristan were sat down at the
longest dinner table that had ever seen, and they ate their supper with Broden.
It could have seated at least fifty or so people around it, though they were
huddled together only at one end. There were old portraits on the walls, lounge
chairs, silver cutlery and large candle stick holders. A few smartly dressed
servants came in here and there, clearing away plates and waiting on everyone’s
hand and foot, something that Anghus and Tristan were not used to. 


They felt the most
relaxed they had done in a while, but they were not trying to enjoy themselves
by any means, and if anything, they were trying to rush through it. They still
mistakenly believed they had to rescue Eve and Charlie from Markaeyla, so time
was everything to them. 


While they munched
away, they told Broden the majority of things that had happened; the attacks by
kreeths, splitting up, Markaeyla’s involvement and the perceived whereabouts of
Charlie and Eve. The matter of Beenaichs, however, was not brought up on the
advice of Anghus. Broden took everything in and listened carefully, but he did
not say much about it right away and seemed in no rush to come up with a plan
to help them. Tristan somehow believed there had never been any urgency in
Broden’s privileged life, and it was not going to change now. 


Broden changed the
topic of conversation and began reminiscing about old times, as he told Tristan
the story of how he and Anghus first met hundreds of years ago. 


‘Anghus was indeed
a wee rascal back then I can assure you,’ said Broden beginning to explain. ‘A
far cry from the old dour disciplined fellow he is now.’ Anghus sat there
smiling away while shaking his head, humorously embarrassed.


Broden regaled a
time where Anghus and Sebastian were living on the street and picking people’s
pockets, and one day Anghus picked his own. But Broden’s father had eagle eyes
and spotted him on that occasion. A very stern and strict man, he was steadfast
in his desire to hand Anghus over to the peelerpots. By his own admission, as
Broden stated, his wealthy father looked down on pretty much anyone who did not
come from money, especially those living on the street. 


‘In the heat of
the moment, my father was actually going to use his horse whip and give them a
good lashing himself,’ said Broden, who enjoyed telling the story. ‘But I
quickly realised that this fellow here wasn’t stealing because he was a devious
thief, but because he was hungry, and out of desperation. I managed to convince
father to not take any action, and I suppose, we have been friends ever since,
haven’t we old chap?’ Anghus lifted his glass as if to toast to that very
thought. 


As Tristan
listened to Broden more, he thought that if he did not know already, the two of
them could have been related. Other than the apparent wealth, they appeared the
same in every respect; they looked very similar, they were both calm, reserved,
showed little emotion and seemed to consider their words before speaking. The
only real difference was that Broden was ever so slightly more posh. 


Broden continued
telling stories as more servants came in and replenished the food, as well as
the wine he was drinking. As much as Tristan enjoyed hearing all this though, he
had growing concerns that too much time was going by and everyone was being too
leisurely. From his point of view, he thought Eve and Charlie were needing his
help, and whatever assistance Broden could give, they needed to come up with
the plan there and then. 


‘We need to ask
him for help,’ whispered Tristan while Broden talked with a servant. 


‘I understand,’ is
all that Anghus replied as he smiled back discreetly. From the way he said it,
Tristan got the impression that Anghus knew the urgency, but he could not rush
Broden and start demanding things. They were there to ask a favour after all. 


‘Talking about how
we first met, how is that halfwit of a brother of yours?’ said Broden laughing
away. 


‘Still a halfwit,’
said Anghus. 


‘Ah, such a shame.
I’ve always had a soft spot for him you know,’ said Broden sipping on his wine.
‘But if only he put as much effort into learning a little wisdom as he does
training with his teum, who knows how he could turn out? Still, you’d like him on
your side during a fight wouldn’t you?’


‘I’d rather not
fight at all I suppose,’ said Anghus plainly. Broden nodded and pointed at him
in acknowledgement, as if to say same old Anghus. ‘Speaking of the halfwit,’
continued Anghus as he sipped on tea rather than wine, ‘he seems to be under
the impression that the issue of beenaichs has raised its ugly head again.’ Broden
stopped drinking and stared at him. Tristan thought it was a clever way to
bring up the matter; pretending to ask on behalf of his brother. 


‘Is he now?’ he
said while dapping his mouth with a tablecloth. ‘I do believe with his past
that he probably does have one or two informants on the cobbles. Beenaichs you
say?’


‘Correct. I don’t
suppose you have heard anything on the subject?’ said Anghus. 


‘No old friend,
sorry,’ said Broden looking slightly confused. ‘Well, I mean, nothing more than
what you or I have read out of the history books.’ Tristan looked disappointed,
as there was now another person could not offer any information. ‘I’m certainly
not aware of what a beenaich even looks like, or who is after one.’


‘I didn’t say
anyone was after one?’ said Anghus. He sat there with his hands clasped. Broden
looked up through the top of his eyes and stopped chewing his food momentarily.
Tristan noticed a slightly awkward moment between the two friends, with an
uncomfortable glancing of the eyes. 


‘That’s right you
didn’t, but usually there is some fool looking for one, there always is,’ said
Broden. Anghus hummed back while he dipped a bread roll in his soup. 


Tristan was unsure
what to make of the awkwardness as these two were very old friends. He got the
feeling that the conversation had taken on a slightly prickly demeanour, though
he had no idea why. 


‘No matter what
history book I read, they all say that a beenaich is supposedly a weapon or a
tool that can make the owner very powerful. But everyone knows that, unless
your brother knows something different?’ said Broden. 


‘Unfortunately
not, no, probably just him being silly. Forget I mentioned it,’ said Anghus.


Broden continued
eating away, dish after dish. Tristan did observe that he was always kind and
generous to which ever servant came and assisted him, and he did not do
anything as rude or cliché as snap his fingers at people. 


‘Well now, about
your little pickle, it won’t do, will it? Any friend of Anghus that needs my
help, gets it,’ said Broden wiping his hands. Tristan smiled and was relieved
in the hope they were finally getting somewhere. ‘You’re right in saying that
my father still has business dealings with Markaeyla. Some of the staff are
going there to drop off shipments tomorrow, and if you don’t mind a tight
squeeze, you could probably fit inside some of the cargo containers.’ This was
good news that Tristan desperately wanted to hear. ‘What’s your plan when you
get inside out of curiosity? How will you not be spotted?’


‘We will have to
think of that in the moment,’ said Anghus. ‘I’m hoping with it being such a
busy place, if we borrow a few servant uniforms then no one would be the wiser.
Hop in and out, if your staff can find an excuse to hang around for a few extra
minutes.’


‘That can easily
be arranged my old friend, luckily father is not here or he would flip. I don’t
think he’s ever truly forgiven you for trying to steal his wallet,’ laughed
Broden. ‘But first you must both stay here as my guests, please have some
pudding, a hot shower, and rest until tomorrow.’


‘We can’t do that,
it needs to be now!’ said Tristan who snapped a little. He had gone from
smiling to now showing a little impatience. Broden looked back at him confused
as if he was not used to being spoken to like that.  


‘My apologies,’
interrupted Anghus. ‘What he is trying to say is that we are pushed for time
old chum.’ He leaned in and whispered in Tristan’s ear, ‘think before you speak
lad.’ Anghus then continued speaking to Broden. ‘His sisters are even younger
than he is and far more vulnerable. For their own welfare, we cannot wait that
long,’ he continued.


‘I’m sorry, but
the staff in question do not arrive until tomorrow, there is nothing we can
do,’ insisted Broden. ‘Come now, relax as my guests and unwind and let my
hospitality take care of you.’ Anghus sat there momentarily and followed his
own advice he just gave to Tristan; he was choosing his next words carefully.


‘I’m afraid that
is something we cannot do, not while two young girls are in harms way.’ Anghus
began to plead his case. ‘Surely, old friend, you must understand the severity
of the situation. Your family’s business dealings notwithstanding, you of all
people know what Markaeyla is like and how dangerous she can be. This is
something that we need help with now.’


Broden seemed to
be unfazed by this, adding to the previous awkwardness. ‘I’m sorry, I really
am, but the earliest I can help would be tomorrow,’ he said. It was obvious
that Anghus and Broden were not used to disagreeing with one another. They had
never been in this situation before and they risked offending each other.
Tristan, who was almost ready to bark, composed himself and took Anghus’ lead. 


‘If these girls
really are there, and Markaeyla has got them for some disturbing reason, then
she will be suspicious of a rescue attempt, wouldn’t you agree?’ said Broden.
He sounded as if he was trying to be rational, and he never once waivered from
being polite. Anghus just nodded and hummed. ‘She is expecting my staff to be
there tomorrow, not today, not tonight, but tomorrow. If there was a shipment
brought in not sticking to the schedule, wouldn’t you also agree this would
stick out as suspicious and gather her attention? Something I’m assuming you
both want to avoid.’


Tristan and Anghus
stood there and gave each other a glancing look. They could not really argue
with Broden’s logic. To their annoyance, what he said made sense, and perhaps
he was genuinely trying to protect them from themselves by coming up with a
better plan. 


Anghus continued
to nod away while Broden repeated his rationale to him, but all the while his
head was tilting and his eyes looking around. Tristan had seen this behaviour
before. Anghus was taking it all in; Broden’s tone, his attitude, the way he
was standing, how he held his wine glass and the way he gestured with his
hands. Anghus watched how he sipped on his glass, where his eyes were looking
and just about every conceivable physical action there was. He was assuming and
guessing everything, going hand in hand with intuition and instinct. It was
clear to Tristan that Anghus was using his trix against Broden and reading him,
but he did not say a word, he just sat there silently. 


‘Please excuse me
my friends, one of the servants requires a little help,’ randomly said Broden,
as a member of staff waved him over and he left the room. 


‘You were trying
to read him, trix him, weren’t you?’ asked Tristan now that they were alone.
Anghus nodded back. ‘I assumed you wouldn’t do that to a friend?’


‘It’s automatic
remember, I can’t help it,’ said Anghus eating his soup. ‘But even if it were
not, I read everyone I can.’


‘And? I get the
feeling something is just not quite right somehow,’ asked Tristan
inquisitively. 


‘Nothing,’
casually shrugged Anghus. ‘There’s nothing suspicious lad, and to be honest I
wouldn’t expect anything less. He’s not lying or trying to mislead us. I sense
Broden is genuinely trying to help and I think we need to be patient and go
along with what he suggests.’ 


Anghus put his
hand on Tristan’s shoulder as he knew this was not the speed at which he
wanted. Tristan had now been away from his sisters longer than he ever had, it
was like ants under his skin, an itch he could not get, and it bothered him. But
he knew he had no choice and that Broden was making sense. 


Broden had come
back into the room with an ever so polite apology for his absence. ‘May I
interest you in one of our fabulous deserts, I can sense your taste buds on
tenterhooks!’ he said enthusiastically. 


‘Not for me,’ said
Anghus. Tristan though, raised a hand to ask for one. ‘We are very grateful for
your help, I hope you know that. But if we are going to spend the night, I
insist on helping make my own room up.’ Broden smiled while shaking his head.
‘I couldn’t sleep properly if I knew poor Butler was struggling on his own, so
if you’ll excuse me, I’ll go help him.’ Broden merely chuckled as Anghus left
the room. 


As he entered the
corridor, he just about saw what looked like the back of The Butler’s head as
he walked into the kitchen, just before the door closed behind him. He called
out his name but he failed to hear him. Anghus knew some of the old rules in
Broden’s house, and one of them was that even members of the family were not
allowed into the kitchen or the staff quarters, it was tradition. Anghus
therefore stood by the closed door and spoke to The Butler through it. 


‘Butler, young
fellow, I’ll come give you a hand with the guest bedroom,’ he said. 


‘Very well sir,’
shouted back The Butler in his elderly gravelly voice. He spoke through the
door while it sounded like he was preparing things. 


‘I don’t suppose
you have seen any strange goings on here? Or at Markaeyla’s house while you’ve
been there?’ asked Anghus. He was trying to get some background knowledge that
Broden may not have been aware of. 


‘No sir, not to my
knowledge, all normal on the front,’ shouted The Butler again. 


‘Do the masters of
this house still hold strict views concerning glummies?’ asked Anghus. This was
something he always asked the staff as a joke, as he knew all too well that
they did. 


‘I couldn’t
possibly comment on the views of the masters, sir,’ said The Butler. Anghus
smiled away, leaning with his back on the door. He expected this, as always. 


‘Is there really a
business shipment due tomorrow at Markaeyla’s house?’ asked Anghus. He had no
idea why he asked this, as he trusted Broden, but for some reason it randomly
and instinctively came to the top of his head and out his mouth. He regretted
asking it almost immediately. But curiously, he still waited for the answer. 


‘Yes sir, of
course,’ shouted back The Butler. ‘If sir would be so kind, you can make your
way upstairs to the guest bedrooms and I shall be there momentarily. I will
send Master Tristan up after his desert.’


Anghus could still
hear The Butler rattling around through the door as he casually leant on it. He
was about to move on like he was politely asked, when he saw something that
instantly made him stop. From the complete opposite end of the corridor, some
fifty feet away from where he was, The Butler was walking along carrying a
silver tea tray. This was physically impossible as Anghus was stood by the only
door into the kitchen. He wandered who on earth he was talking to in the
kitchen. 


As he stood and thought,
Anghus’ breath was taken away with an almighty look of fear and fume
simultaneously appearing on his face. Without saying a word, he ran down the
corridor from where he had come, with his hand behind his back reaching for his
teum. He kicked open the dining room door so hard that it almost came off its
hinges. The stream of fire roared from over his shoulder, but before he could
bring his teum into a useful position, he had been knocked on the head and it
ripped from his hands.


‘What on earth?’
groaned out Anghus. He eventually managed to get up on his feet and gather his
senses. As he did, he saw three or four big burly men and women surrounding him
with the blankest of expressions on their faces. One of them was now in
possession of his teum and holding it down by their side, but they were wearing
thick gloves so as to not hurt themselves and touch it with their bare skin. Before
Anghus could even think going on the offensive, someone walked through the door
behind him with a big grin, it was Krazzar. 


Anghus rubbed his
head where he had been knocked. He saw that there were two more members of the
house staff, who looked more like bodyguards, stood beside Tristan with their
hands on his shoulders. Although he was unharmed and still sat at his chair,
Anghus could see the look of fear in his face as their arms were the same size
as Tristan’s legs. Broden sat there, appearing to not have moved and eating a
chocolate souffle. 


‘Dear, dear me,
the mighty Anghus fooled so easily,’ smugly whispered Krazzar. It was now
apparent to Anghus that Krazzar was really behind the kitchen door and trixing
by imitating The Butler’s voice. He could only assume this was to distract him
enough while reinforcements entered the dining room, and secured Tristan
unsuspectingly. It was most likely through a secret passage, he thought, as he
knew the house was full of them. 


‘You were on the
lookout for danger everywhere you went, but you failed to look in a place where
you least expected it,’ continued Krazzar. ‘Like my mother told me many winters
ago, trust no one.’ Anghus was positively seething with rage, partly at
Krazzar, and partly at himself. 


‘Are you ok
laddie?’ he said to Tristan, completely ignoring everyone else. He nodded back
reassuringly as the two men squeezed his shoulders tighter. 


Anghus had been in
fights and duels with far greater numbers than this, but he was not in
possession of his teum, and it would only take them a second to harm Tristan
should he try anything. Krazzar was another matter, and he was certainly no
push over either.


‘I’ve had enough
of all this chasing around and fighting stuff,’ said Krazzar in a nonchalant
way. ‘Now that you can’t go anywhere, let’s sit down and finally have a little
chat, shall we?’ Anghus picked up his glasses that had been knocked off his
face and sat back down at the dinner table. 


‘If it’s all the
same, I rather speak with Broden,’ said Anghus. Broden was still casually sat
and enjoying his food.


‘Please, be my
guest,’ sniggered Krazzar. 


Broden scooped up
the last bit of soufflé and then dapped his mouth with the tablecloth. He
seemed in no hurry to speak, as usual. Anghus now had two very muscular house staff
stood next to him with their hands clasped on his collarbone. The look on his
face when he stared his old friend in the eyes, was nothing compared to the
contempt he showed at Krazzar. He was a man ready to explode, and though his
anger was still festering inside of him, he somehow managed to keep his
composure and said, ‘I never thought you one for a traitor.’


‘A traitor?’ said
Broden bemused. ‘We are not exactly fighting a war down here old friend.’
Tristan could see that Anghus was not impressed with being called this anymore.
‘I wanted to do this more amicably and during the night, but there was
obviously a little slip up there. For that you have my apologies.’


‘Why are you doing
this? You’re siding with Krazzar, with Markaeyla!’ said Anghus, now showing a
little of his rarely seen temper. 


‘There are no sides
my misguided chum, there are simply political opinions,’ said Broden. ‘You
can’t really sit there and believe that after all these years, after all the
business dealings I’ve had with Markaeyla’s family, that we’ve not sat down and
had discussions over the DM’s policies and glummies and other such things.’


‘I’m surprised you
haven’t come here with your kreeth friends; they usually do your dirty work
don’t they?’ said Anghus looking back towards Krazzar. He merely sat there
eating some chicken off a bone that he picked up off the table.  


‘I wouldn’t allow
it, so you have me to thank for that,’ said Broden. ‘Lines have to be drawn,
and those fools are not allowed anywhere near this property.’


‘You still haven’t
answered his question. Why?’ snapped Tristan as he interrupted. He blasted out
of his chair, only to be slammed back into it by the men and cutting his arm on
the edge of the table in the process. Anghus looked over and nodded with
appreciation at Tristan’s loyalty. ‘Why betray one of your oldest friends? I
think you’re scum mate.’ Tristan was never usually so rude to anyone. Broden
got out of his chair and slowly made his way round the table towards him, gently
grabbing him by the chin. 


‘You do have some stubbornness,
I’ll give you that, mate,’ he said. ‘For a group of people who are only
on this world for a blink of an eye, you glummies have a remarkable attitude
sometimes.’ Tristan sat there not knowing what to say. ‘And you have far too
much to say for yourself young man,’ continued Broden. 


‘Well?’ said
Tristan back. He still wanted to know the answer. 


‘Clann a ’cluich
ann an saoghal inbheach,’ said Broden. 


‘What on earth do
you mean?’ said Tristan. 


‘You glummies are
all children playing in an adult world,’ translated Broden. ‘The last few years
I have made my first trips up topside in ever such a long time. I saw violence,
injustice, discrimination, and too many people without the courage to do what was
necessarily to relieve the suffering of many.’ Tristan could not exactly argue
with him on those points, but he listened on, as did Anghus. ‘I’ve slowly come
to conclusion that you glummies cannot be trusted to govern yourself, you need
guidance from people who have experience. So naturally, yes, I now side with
Markaeyla and that’s why I’m helping her.’


‘I supposed it
escaped your attention that all those things still exist down here, with the so-called
experienced people? You’re blinded by self-justification,’ said Anghus.


‘I suppose it
escaped you, that if you had visited more often than every twenty years
or so, you may have been aware of how my views had changed,’ replied Broden. 


Tristan was sat
there with a few beads of sweat trickling down his forehead. He had not a clue
what was going to happen. Were he and Anghus about to injured? Or worse yet,
would it just be Anghus who would get hurt and Tristan taken away somewhere? It
now seemed that Broden was very unpredictable. 


Broden casually
sat back down at the dinner table. Krazzar, unusually like him, had not really
said much since appearing. He was quite content sitting in the corner and now
playing with Anghus’ teum while wearing gloves, taunting him as he looked over
every now and then. 


‘I suppose you’re
wondering how the adopted son of the great Argatha, didn’t detect that I was
lying to you? How did your trix not work?’ said Broden. Anghus looked at him
without expression, but it was obvious he wanted to know. ‘How me, a person with
no trix and an undisciplined mind, manage to fool your infamous detection
skills?’ Still Anghus said nothing. ‘Over the last few years or so I’ve been
practicing with Markaeyla herself, she’s been training me how to discipline my
mind properly so people like you can’t read me anymore. Your trix doesn’t work
on me. I do not give anything away at all anymore. There is no immortal alive
more powerful than Markaeyla I’ll have you know.’


‘Good for you,’
said Anghus. ‘Though I think one misjudges the likes of Argatha.’ Broden merely
huffed at such an idea. Anghus waved his arm about to test the house staff who
were holding him, who immediately pinned it back down to his side and tightened
their grip further. ‘So you’re going to help deliver the boy to Markaeyla are
you?’ he continued. 


‘I’ve done my part.
Krazzar will take it from here with some help from my staff,’ said Broden.
Krazzar merely smiled and waved Anghus’ teum. ‘I mean you no ill will old
friend, sincerely I don’t, but I implore you to see reason. The world, topside
and below, needs order. Those who are only on this planet for a blink of an eye
should not get to dominate the surface of it. It’s unjust that we are forced to
live down here.’ Broden let out his first sign of slight frustration. 


‘So the answer to
all of that is harming glummie children? I think not, old friend,’ said
Anghus shaking his head blankly. 


‘Krazzar has
assured me that Markaeyla has no plans to harm any of the children, but that they
actually need their assistance,’ said Broden. ‘They’re in no danger at all. Do
you really think I would let innocent children come to harm? Come now.
Markaeyla is a stone throw away from discovering a beenaich, a great tool in
achieving our common goal, and these children are the key in helping to find
it.’


‘Why? Why do you
want us?’ shouted out Tristan. ‘In all my time in your world so far, not a
single person has once said why the hell you want me or my sisters. Tell me!’


‘For that, young
one, I seriously do not know,’ said Broden. Strangely, Tristan believed him. ‘Only
Markaeyla knows the answer to that. But you are a key to finding a beenaich, and
you should be proud knowing that.’


Tristan was
clearly still enraged that no matter who he met, no one could tell him why they
were so important. Angered at the ever-growing mystery, Tristan turned and
glared at Krazzar.


 ‘If you or anyone
else have harmed my sisters, as soon as I’m let go, I’m coming looking for
you,’ he said to him. Krazzar merely walked over with the usual smug look on
his face. 


‘Oh no glummie
boy, you’re mistaken,’ said Krazzar. ‘I’ve no idea where your sisters are,
they’re not with us.’ Tristan stalled and did not know what to say. ‘After we
knew that you mistakenly thought they were near here, taking you has been my
main plan. Because then word will get out, and your sisters will come to me to
try and rescue you.’ 


Tristan could not
make up his mind if he was happy or sad. He just learned that his sisters had
not been captured by these horrid people and they might actually be safe, but
he still did not know where they were, which worried him. The ants under the
skin feeling certainly had not gone away by hearing this, and their entire
journey had been pointless. 


‘That’s enough
Krazzar,’ said Broden. It appeared that as it was his house, he seemed to be in
charge. It was becoming obvious to Anghus that Broden was not there to taunt or
hurt him, as he still had not said a bad word about him. Rather, he spoke to
Anghus like he was actually pleading with him to go along with what he
suggested. He was utterly convinced that he was doing the right thing, and he
wanted Anghus to see it.  


‘I implore you to
see reason!’ remarked Anghus again. ‘Whatever your political aspirations are,
kidnapping innocent children is not the answer.’ Broden merely sighed, as if
his efforts had failed to win over his old friend. 


‘I will not
discuss the matter further with you,’ sighed Broden. ‘My part is done. You
shall both be very well taken care of, I shouldn’t worry.’


As Broden was
about to leave the room, he stopped and turned back round for a moment. From
his pocket he produced a very old and tattered coin. Anghus recognised it
immediately as Broden had always kept it as a reminder of their friendship; it
was the old coin that Anghus tried to pickpocket from his father when they
first met. Broden placed it in Anghus’ jacket pocket and tapped it, and said,
‘to remember better days.’ He then left without making eye contact. His
expression had showed that he had lost a friend, rather than accomplished a
goal. 


Broden’s house
staff stayed behind and tied both Angus’ and Tristan’s hands behind their back
as tight as they could. Tristan was left to walk out the room by himself, but
Anghus was held by each arm every step of the way, despite being tied up.
Krazzar immaturely bowed and gestured with hands to guide them through the
door. 


‘On to my mother’s
house where I’ll show you your new quarters,’ said Krazzar. Tristan knew his
attempts at finding his sisters had failed, and that he could do no more. He
just walked on in hope that Eve and Charlie had got to safety. He was not even
thinking about a rescue attempt, and deep down he did not want them to either,
he just wanted them far aware and safe. 











Chapter
24


 


A
small reunion


 


 


Eve walked through the secret door that
lay behind Uncle Arthur’s library, this was literally the last place she ever
thought that Sebastian’s secret undiscovered exit would ever emerge. ‘The
friendly?’ she whispered out loud to herself, ‘Uncle Art is your friendly here
in Auchindowen? How did he keep that a secret from us?’ she continued to
whisper. Sebastian merely shrugged and smiled towards her.  


As they walked around
the library, Eve was being careful not to disturb anything, before stupidly realising
that she was inside her own home and could freely walk about. Very shortly she
heard footsteps coming down the corridor. She quickly began thinking if Uncle
Arthur be worried or mad at her? Did Sergeant Dougal make up a good enough
story for him to believe? She became uncharacteristically nervous as the
footsteps approached the door. As a person entered the room, it was again
something that she did not expect, it was Aunt Liz. 


‘Oh, hello
Sebastian,’ she said very casually.


‘Hello Liz, hope
all is well hen,’ said Sebastian. 


‘Aunt Liz is a
friendly?’ said Eve in total disbelief. But she did not care as before anyone
could even respond, she ran up to her and gave her the biggest and warmest hug
she could. She was finally in the company of family again. ‘Where’s Uncle Art?’
she asked.


‘Oh, he’s down at
the market, he’ll be all day,’ said Aunt Liz, who also gave Sebastian an
affectionate hug. ‘Why, you haven’t aged a day have you doll?’ she said to him.



‘Has something to
do with being immortal, apparently,’ he smiled back. 


‘Come on, I’ve
just boiled the kettle,’ said Aunt Liz. 


All three sat
around the kitchen table and tucked into the first decent meal they had in
sometime, with tea, hot chocolate, brownies, cakes and toast. Sebastian very
quickly brought Aunt Liz up to speed with everything that had happened, where
they stood, and what they had to do next. 


‘Does Uncle Art
not know about any of this?’ asked Eve. 


‘Good lord no, it
would send him loopy I reckon,’ said Aunt Liz sipping her tea. ‘No, I’ve known
of Sebastian and all about Baradoohn for years now, though I’ve never been.’


‘How did you come
to know all this?’ said Eve. 


‘Long story short,
I was out in Auchindowen woods a long time ago taking the dog for a walk,’ Aunt
Liz began to explain. ‘I was cocky enough back then to think I wouldn’t get
lost. Low and behold I did, but I met Sebastian who kindly walked me in the
right direction. Unfortunately for him, a few of those creature people had a
score to settle with him and appeared out of nowhere to fight. Skeletal people,
flashes of fire, and invisible weapons? This wasn’t something he could keep a
secret from me after I’d seen it. Much like what happened to you I suppose. We
have been friends ever since, but no one knows, especially Art.’ Aunt Liz put
her fingers to her lips and Eve copied her while smiling. 


‘And a good friend
you are hen,’ smiled Sebastian. 


‘Well I try my
best and keep an eye on things here on the surface in Auchindowen, see if
anything is afoot,’ said Aunt Liz. ‘Although, I think I’ll be an old woman next
time I see you again probably. She smiled, but it was obvious that she did not
seem to mind the relationship they had. 


‘Are you actually
telling me that Uncle Art has never discovered that there is a secret entrance
in his own library after all these years?’ said Eve flabbergasted. 


‘Your uncle has
not been able to find his car keys every day for the last twenty years, despite
them being in the same place they always are,’ said Aunt Liz. ‘As much as I
love the bugger, he couldn’t find anything without me my dear.’ Eve sat there
and laughed, as she had noticed his tendency to forget things over the last few
months. 


‘I’m sorry to drop
in on you like this,’ interrupted Sebastian. ‘But we were being chased through
the smuggler tunnels, all the exits were being watched and this was the only
way out.’


‘Lucky you
installed it all those years ago then wasn’t it?’ said Aunt Liz. ‘It’s never
any bother seeing you again, and you’ve returned my youngest niece to me, if
anything, I need to thank you. But what are you doing about Tristan and
Charlie? We must get them back, we’re their guardians my lad.’ Aunt Liz kept
hugging Eve and kissing her forehead. She was content at the minute with having
got one of the children back. ‘Art may have believed that daft excuse that
Sergeant Dougal gave him, but it didn’t fool me when he came round.’


‘On that note, I
need to leave immediately to seek Argatha,’ said Sebastian getting up. ‘You’ll
finally be safe here, little one.’ Sebastian looked relieved at last, knowing
she maybe safer. 


‘Before you go
doll, you might want to look at this,’ said Aunt Liz. She produced a tiny
rolled up piece of paper with even tinier writing on it. Sebastian unrolled it
and read what it said. 


‘Where did you get
this?’ he asked. 


‘A small blue
coloured bird flew in the window with it attached to its leg,’ said Aunt Liz.
‘It landed right in the middle of the table and looked at me. I thought it was
strange so I took off the scroll.’ Eve glimpsed a look as well, and it read; 


 


Argatha fled from
cottage, do not go. 


Seek us by
passageways. Alb.


 


‘That wasn’t the
cave sparrow, was it?’ asked Eve. 


‘It was indeed
little one,’ said Sebastian. 


‘So you did talk
to it earlier?! You really can speak with animals. How does that even work?’
Eve was surprised and confused at the same time. 


‘My trix I
developed centuries ago,’ explained Sebastian. ‘I began to understand the
sounds, clicks and noises that different animals made, and what they meant to
each other. It’s by no means in depth and I can’t exactly have a philosophical
conversation with an animal, but I can convey basic communication. I told the
cave sparrow to find anyone hanging around the cottage in the woods, and tell
them I was in danger.’


‘How would the
other person know what the bird was saying?’ said Eve raising a very good
point. Aunt Liz smiled at her usual intelligence. 


‘All of my friends
know I’m one of the only immies that can talk with animals, hardly anyone has a
trix like that, so it’s bound to be me that sent it,’ said Sebastian. ‘I just
tell an animal to tap a certain amount of times on the ground. All of my
friends know that depending on the number of taps an animal does, it would mean
a standard message. Four taps mean danger, come find me.’


‘Amazing!’ said
Eve in wonder.


‘Quite clearly the
cave sparrow found Albert lurking near to the cottage. Albert, or whoever he
was with, wrote this message and sent it on its way. I had told it to fly into
the farm house afterwards,’ said Sebastian. He sat there rubbing his head on
what to do next. ‘I’ll take Albert’s advice. I need to search the main
passageways and find him. He’ll know where Argatha is. I’ve got to get Tristan
and Charlie back safe, and I suppose, Anghus if I must.’ Aunt Liz did not find
the last bit very funny. ‘I must go,’ he continued. 


‘I’m coming with
you!’ blurted out Eve. 


‘You’ll do no such
thing, you’re staying here my love,’ demanded Aunt Liz. ‘You think I’m going to
let you out of my sight again? Nae chance.’


‘I must go with
you Sebastian, I need to search for them just as much as you do,’ tried to
reason Eve. ‘I’m not afraid of anything, I’ll face any danger that I have to.
Come on.’


‘I can’t risk your
safety, little one,’ said Sebastian. He did however, as usual, utterly admire
her bravery and sheer lack of care of the dangers involved. 


‘But surely you
will be risking my safety if you leave me here?’ said Eve. Sebastian and Aunt
Liz looked up at each other silently, and glanced concerned faces. ‘All these
people; Markaeyla, Athol and the kreeths, they have been trying to hunt me. Are
you seriously suggesting that if you leave me here then no one is going to come
looking for me?’ 


Sebastian stood
there and gritted his teeth as he knew that Eve was making sense. He did not
like being lectured by his older and wiser brother, let alone a ten-year-old
girl. Aunt Liz began to have the same feeling also. 


‘If someone should
come to the house, there will be no one here to protect me,’ continued Eve. ‘I
love my aunt and uncle to bits, but they haven’t got weapons and they haven’t
got teums. What’s going to happen if a group of immies burst into the house?’ 


Aunt Liz looked at
Eve and understood her point. She took no offence either, she knew all too well
that her and Uncle Arthur were going to be no match for an immortal. She
quickly spoke with Sebastian in the corner of the kitchen. It was quietly
animated with both of them gesturing and waving their hands in the air, though
Eve had not a clue what they were saying. However, they quickly came to the
conclusion that Eve was right, she had to go with Sebastian. She would likely
be getting into more danger, but ironically, being by his side was still going
to be the safest place for her. 


Although Aunt Liz
was not liking the situation, Eve nibbled a few more snacks and put some in her
bag to prepare to leave. Sebastian was equally not happy that Eve was going to
come along after all, but he knew she had to.


‘I’ll see you in a
few years, young lady,’ he said with a smile, as he hugged Aunt Liz. 


‘Try not to leave it
until I’m a true old lady, old man,’ she replied. She kissed him on the
forehead and gave Eve a hug. A few tears were rolling as she had only just got
Eve back to safety, and now she was having to wave her off again as she watched
them head towards the wood. 


Sebastian and Eve
made little work of the distance they had to cover; they knew they had to be as
quick as possible in trying to find Albert. They were actually able to move
with a lot more ease without getting tired, as after having spent all that time
in the tunnels and dodging holes, running on flat ground was a piece of cake to
them now. 


They had covered a
decent distance within the wood, even though it was almost night time and it
was getting harder to see. They turned on their torches that Aunt Liz gave them,
and they made their way. Eve amusingly thought to herself that the only time
they ever seemed to go into the woods was at night, how strange she thought. Sebastian,
who had walked almost everywhere in the wood for hundreds of years, knew his
way blind folded much like his brother. 


‘Where do we
start?’ asked Eve. ‘I know of the main passageway obviously, but are there any
other entrances to Baradoohn in these woods?’


‘Aye, a few,
mostly small ones and not as obvious,’ said Sebastian. ‘Albert has got to be
patrolling somewhere around here, accordingly to his letter. He can run quite
fast when he needs to.’ Eve thought that hard to believe. ‘Problem is, we have
to find him without being spotted by any unwelcomed visitors, if you know what
I mean.’ 


Sebastian stood
with his hands on his hips and sighed, he could not decide where to start. For
all he knew he could be moving away from Albert. Before he could make up his
mind though, both he and Eve heard an unusual sound. 


‘Shh, can you hear
that?’ said Eve standing dead still. 


‘Aye, what is
that?’ replied Sebastian. They heard a distant continuous buzzing noise. After
a few seconds it grew louder, and then it turned into a humming sound. Shortly
after they could see a pair of yellow lights moving around in the background. 


‘Well I suppose
that’s not a sight you see every day.’ Sebastian had finally spotted what it
was and pointed in the distance to Eve. 


‘I don’t believe
it!’ said Eve. A few hundred yards away, and speedily moving faster, was a car;
the old Bentley was actually being driven towards them. Eve looked even closer
and could see that Charlie behind the wheel. 


As the car drove
nearer, they could see that Albert was sat in the passenger side being thrown
about, with Hamish in the backseat. He had been squashed in as he refused to
take off his top hat. Eve never thought the car could move in any direction
other than up or down, and she was amazed that it was driving out and about.


‘Charlie!’ shouted
Eve. She ran towards the car door to give her a big hug. ‘I finally found you,’
she yelled. 


‘No, I finally
found you!’ replied Charlie. They hugged again and could only wonder what each
other hand been through. ‘You see, this is what happens when you say what’s
the worst that can happen?’ Both of them laughed out loud at the thought.  


Next on Eve’s
hugging list was Albert, much to his annoyance. Two hugs in one day was far too
much for him, but no one cared and he got squashed so much that his eyes bulged
a little. 


‘Hamish, you old
devil,’ said Sebastian shaking his hand. ‘Decided to see the light and do what
needs to be done at last?’


‘On the contrary,
halfwit brother of Anghus, I’m merely ensuring the safety of this lovely
glummie right here,’ he said jokingly, as he shook his hand back. 


‘Where have you
been?’ said Charlie and Eve to each other. 


‘Remind me never
to let a child drive a car again,’ said Albert. He had fallen out of the car
and was barely able to stand on his paws. ‘I should have never told you where
the spare key was kept for this vehicle.’


‘Where’s Tristan?’
asked Eve and Charlie at the same time. They both explained that they had hoped
he would be with each other, until it dawned on them that he was also missing. Their
relief was short lived when they realised he was still outstanding. They could
not celebrate reuniting just yet.


‘He must be with
Anghus,’ suggested Sebastian. Charlie and Eve looked so dismayed at everyone.
‘Try not to worry little ones, he’s in safe hands. If there was ever a person
to get him home, Anghus is the one.’ No one knew at this point that Anghus and
Tristan had been betrayed by Broden, and were currently being taken as
prisoners back to Markaeyla. 


‘My dear ladies,
gentlemen and canine, this is where I leave you now,’ said Hamish. He now
finally took of his top hat and bowed gracefully. Eve smiled as she had loved
the way that Hamish spoke. 


As everybody was
saying bye, it appeared to be the night where everyone was lurking out from the
shadows. Sebastian, ever on guard, heard a twig snap from underfoot and
immediately pointed his torch over in the same direction. Charlie squinted her
eyes and saw four men walking along carrying lanterns. She saw the men had long
tartan cloaks and tartan flat caps, and had very stern looking faces. Everyone
then recognised them straight away; they were a group of peelerpots. 


‘What brings four
peelerpots topside into Auchindowen woods?’ bluntly asked Sebastian. ‘I’ve
never heard of this.’


‘DM business
that’s what,’ replied one of them very impolitely. He wore the same uniform but
had three stripes on his cloak, suggesting he was a sergeant and the one in
charge. ‘I’ll remind you that in any criminal business involving immies, no
matter where it be, we are in charge.’ His unforgiving tone continued.  


‘Well you’ve come
at the wrong time as we’ve rescued two glummies. Doing your job for you,
wouldn’t you say?’ said Albert. The sergeant simply ignored him and shone his
lantern in everyone’s face.  


‘These three,’ he
shouted without any explanation as he pointed at Charlie, Eve and Sebastian.
Before they could react, Eve and Charlie had been placed in handcuffs, very old-fashioned
handcuffs that looked a hundred years old. Sebastian instantly reached behind
his back to grab his teum, but he was stopped by Albert who jumped up at him
and shouted ‘no!’ Sebastian hesitantly complied for the time being. Hamish did
not react at all and he stood there and watched. 


‘Sergeant, may I
enquire as to why you have handcuffed two young children, who are not even from
our world?’ said Albert, this time more politely. Though he was an animal, he
was by far the most calm and skilled speaker there. ‘Surely there has been a
mistake.’


‘There’s no
mistake, dog,’ said the sergeant, who appeared to have little experience with
talking animals. ‘By strict orders of the DM these three are to be arrested and
taken into custody, until a full investigation is conducted.’


‘On what charges
may I ask?’ said Albert. Sebastian was positively seething with impatience, his
fists were clenched and whitening at the knuckles. He clearly just wanted to
wallop all of them, something he was more than capable of doing. 


‘Disturbing the
peace, unauthorised friendlies entering Baradoohn, and the causing and
participation of the train station riot. Take your pick,’ said the sergeant. 


‘Causing and
participating?’ yelled out Charlie in protest. ‘We were defending ourselves
because plonkers like you didn’t even turn up! You could have wrapped a feather
duster up in a tartan cloak and it would have been more useful than you lot.’
All the peelerpots gave her the meanest scowl back. 


‘Surely we can
explain ourselves or come to some form of understanding,’ pleaded Albert.


‘No. Orders are
orders,’ said the sergeant. ‘You need to argue your case at a later date. The
procedure must be adhered to, you all know that.’ 


Albert and
Sebastian looked at each other in disbelief. As much as they were in total
shock at what was happening, and completely confused why the DM thought they
were in the wrong, they knew all too well what the sergeant refereed to.
Ministerial procedure was a very serious thing indeed if you were arrested. 


‘If you defy us,
you defy the Ministry,’ began to speak another peelerpot. ‘More peelerpots will
follow, then ministerial guards if needed, and if that doesn’t work, then
bounty hunters will be called upon to assist in your arrest. And you know how
polite they are,’ he said sarcastically. 


‘Hamish, can’t you
do anything?’ cried out Eve. He was about to reach for his cane when he heard
her. 


‘Does this mean
you’ll be interfering with ministerial business, Mr so-called Keeper of the Wood?’
barked out the sergeant as he saw Hamish move. ‘You know the rules.’ Hamish
hesitated and then stopped, before reluctantly resting both his hands in front
of him. He had a sad and heavy look on his face as if he knew he was
disappointing his friends. Although he had not known the children for long, he
was fond of them. 


‘No, I shall not
be interfering,’ he said painfully. 


Sebastian managed
to calm down enough to crouch down and whisper with Albert. ‘You have no
choice,’ said Albert quietly. 


‘I’d rather fight
my way out than go with them,’ stubbornly said Sebastian.


‘To what purpose?
Eventually they, or others from the DM, will catch you,’ whispered Albert. ‘You
know the law you fool, if you’re under arrest then you’re under arrest. The
positive thing is Eve and Charlie will be in custody, that means they will be
safe!’ Sebastian had not thought of this. This was something he desperately
wanted. He had grown such a bond with Eve that he definitely did not want
anything to happen to her, and Charlie of course. He got up and nodded to the
peelerpots, signalling he would come along. 


The sergeant gave
a smug smile and outstretched his hand and said, ‘I require you to hand over
your teum.’ Sebastian expected this, and with a quick flash of fire he produced
his daggers out in front of him. He faltered at first, almost unable to bare
parting with them, before placing them in a wooden case that one of the
peelerpots was holding. Sebastian was then placed in handcuffs behind his back.
He gave a glancing look towards Hamish and they both nodded to each other, a
sign that there were no hard feelings and there was nothing either of them could
do. 


‘On we go then, it
shall not take too long to get there,’ said the sergeant. 


‘I’ll go find the
old lady,’ said Albert. He was not under arrest and was free to go about his
business, and therefore went off in a hurry and scarpered off on all four paws.
Hamish followed behind him and went off in the distance. 


Sebastian looked
like a man who had fallen apart. His expression said he had failed the
children, but also that he felt like a caged animal. He was certainly not used
to being handcuffed. Everyone began to walk deeper into the woods, it was a
reunion that had not lasted very long. 


As the children
were being escorted through, of all the things that she could think of to say, Eve
asked her sister, ‘where did you learn to drive a car?’


‘You don’t want to
know,’ suspiciously replied Charlie. 


The group were not
walking back towards where the old Bentley usually was, they had skewered off
in a different direction, much to the confusion of the children. It was a
reasonably silent walk with no one having anything to say, not even Sebastian.
The peelerpots seemed reasonably professional and were not taunting anyone,
even the sergeant appeared to have improved his manner. They concentrated on
not bumping into trees in the darkness as they went along. 


After a half hour
walk, Eve and Charlie were becoming tired and requested a short break. 


‘We were stopping
here anyway,’ abruptly said the sergeant. 


‘Why?’ asked
Charlie. 


‘To hand you
over,’ he continued. This sent shivers down the children’s spines, it could not
be good news. What had they walked into now, they thought?


‘Well hello to you
all,’ said an elegant female voice that emerged from the darkness. The children
scrunched up their faces as it was not a voice they overly recognised. But it
soon became clear who it was as she finally walked over; it was Elspyth. Sebastian
immediately charged towards her in a fit of anger, but was quickly beaten to
the ground by the peelerpots. He struggled with all his might, but nothing was
going to break the cast iron handcuffs he was wearing, and having his hands bound
behind his back put him at a major disadvantage, 


‘I’ve never really
been one for all this running around and fighting nonsense you know,’ said
Elspyth. She brushed Charlie’s chin when she walked by. ‘Such anger my dear
Sebastian,’ she continued, now focusing her attention on him. After being
kicked a few times, he was brought to his knees and pinned in this position. ‘There
would only ever be one winner in a duel against us, but you always fail to use
your brain, unlike me.’ Elspyth clearly enjoyed taunting him. 


‘Who are you?’
yelled Charlie at the peelerpots, as she was more concerned with them. 


‘Oh they are
peelerpots alright, they just happen to discreetly work in my family’s interests
from time to time,’ said Elspyth speaking for them. ‘Money is everything you
know.’


‘Broken pots, as
we call them,’ said Sebastian scowling at his captures. ‘There are no charges
against us are there?’ The peelerpots smiled and laughed at him, confirming his
suspicion. 


‘How did you find
us?’ asked Charlie. 


‘I eventually
tracked you to the woods. Admittedly it took a little time,’ explained Elspyth.
‘But why go running after you and fight, when I have tools at my disposal to
make you come to me. My brothers never seem to use their wits as often as they
should.’ Charlie and Eve stood there in disbelief. After everything they had
been through, all the running and hiding, they still ended up being kidnapped. 


‘I shan’t waffle on;
I hate people who waffle. Sufficive to say that you’ll all be coming along with
me,’ said Elspyth very calmly, but confidently. 


‘If you think you
can take me back to your mother without a fight on your hands, you’re sorely
mistaken you old witch,’ said Sebastian quite nastily. Elspyth crouched down
near to him while looking him in the eye. 


‘That’s exactly
what I expect,’ she whispered. ‘Poor Sebastian, always failing to see the big
picture. The glummie boy is in our possession now. If you don’t come with us
compliantly, well, who knows what may end up happening to him.’ Sebastian and
the children looked at each other in shock, they could not believe that they
had Tristan as well. ‘What’s wrong? No pithy comeback? No retaliation?’ gloated
Elspyth. Eve and Charlie were trying not to show they were upset, but they were
now desperately worried for their brother. 


Sebastian was hoicked
up on to his feet and stood there as calm as he could be, which was not overly
calm to be fair. He now chose his next actions and words carefully. Twice in
one night he was placed in a situation where he had no choice, he could not
risk the safety of Tristan at any cost. He gave in and simply nodded to Elspyth
and said, ‘take us then.’ She smiled and signalled the peelerpots to continue
walking with her. He knew that she held call the cards. 


Within a short
distance, they had come to a large tree that had a great big hole hollowed out
within the trunk. It looked completely normal and there must have been hundreds
of trees in the wood that looked the same. 


‘We’ll take the
tree entrance, far less ministerial guards at this border,’ said Elspyth. ‘We
are not going to get stopped if escorted by peelerpots, so I’ll take the
children down with me first, and you and my men to follow. If you don’t appear directly
after us, I’ll send word to my mother to harm the boy. Are we crystal clear on
this?’


‘You needn’t worry
about me,’ grunted Sebastian. 


‘No, I suppose I
don’t,’ cockily replied Elspyth. 


She grabbed the
still handcuffed Charlie and Eve by the collar, and shoved them into the
hollowed-out trunk of the tree. It was a tight squeeze and they understood why
two trips would be needed. The children looked around; it looked like a tree
and smelt like a tree, with damp, mud and leaves scattered everywhere. It felt
as normal as any other. Elspyth then produced a tiny metal rod, like a stick,
and stuck it into a small hole that was being hidden by moss. All of sudden
they began moving down. Much like the Bentley, they were in a lift that was
hurtling down at far greater spend than they had been before.


‘You needn’t worry
little girl, I shan’t hurt you,’ said Finyella to Charlie. 


‘Well I suppose
that makes us best friends now, doesn’t it?’ quipped Charlie. ‘Shall we have
tea together and hold hands?’


Finyella did not
react to Charlie’s sarcasm, and after a while, they had reached the bottom and
could hear the busy noises of Baradoohn in the background. Sebastian and the
peelerpots came down shortly afterwards when the lift returned to them. Elspyth
did not look surprised as she knew there was nothing he could do. 


They eased past
the very small unit of Ministerial Guards and were soon enough on the cobbles. No
one stopped them as nothing looked suspicious. 


For all intent and
purposes, they were official prisoners that were being escorted by reputable
Baradoohn police officers. They still had a journey in front of them, but the
children went the rest of the way silent. They feared what they may find when
they finally got to Markaeyla’s house, and what state Tristan would be in. For
all her despair, however, Charlie thought to herself that she would finally
find out what on earth these people wanted with them. 
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Tristan and Anghus had been travelling by
horse drawn cart for only a short distance, as Markaeyla’s house was not far
away. As they finally approached her home, Tristan saw much the same as he did
on the way to Broden’s. It was still the same underground section and so the
barren landscape had not changed, but there were far more homeless people.
There were hundreds of shacks and tents all pitched on the ground that lead up
the property. These were all owned by people wearing rags and looking extremely
malnourished. Tristan’s sense of his own ignorance that he experienced earlier,
grew ever more overpowering when he saw this. 


‘It’s even worse
here,’ said Anghus to Tristan, but he did not need anyone to tell him. ‘All
these decent people living in poverty, right on the footstep of one the richest
households in Baradoohn.’


‘Why do they stay
here?’ wondered Tristan out loud. 


‘Much like near
Broden’s property, they stay here for the chance of being offered work and jobs,’
explained Anghus. ‘Markaeyla’s family regularly uses them for cheap labour,
while she profits from their hardship. The hours are long and the pay is
terrible, but it’s all they have. Most are extremely dedicated and hardworking
people, only wanting to provide for their family.’


‘Can they not find
work elsewhere, try and move on?’ said Tristan. The thought of endlessly being
caught in that cycle concerned him.  


‘Not always that
easy laddie. Immies still need to eat and drink to survive. Being immortal
doesn’t solve all your problems I’m afraid,’ said Anghus. This was something
Tristan was painstakingly becoming more aware of. 


‘Silence back
there!’ shouted Krazzar. He clearly only spoke just to remind them he was in
charge. 


As they wobbled
along past all the tents, Tristan observed they were not approaching a normal
house, but rather they approached a castle. He looked on in amazement at the
scale and architecture of the building. ‘This was built underground?’ he
whispered to himself. It was almost like a castle in the medieval times and
they were about to go over the draw bridge. It definitely matched the eery
image of Markaeyla that he had in his head.   


They were both
marched through the courtyard by their captors, still with their hands
restrained. They wasted no time in pushing them into the castle and through
it’s never ending interior. Eventually they were forced down a concrete spiral
staircase and into what could only be described as a dungeon. The large room
was separated into cells and they had iron bars for doors. They were thrown
into the first cell with their hands now finally untied.  


‘What do we do
now?’ asked Tristan nervously. 


‘Wait laddie, we
just wait,’ was the advice Anghus gave. ‘They clearly want you for something,
that much we’ve always known. My guess is that someone will be down to talk to
you very soon, but you needn’t be afraid, we need to know the reason behind
this. Therefore we should welcome it.’ 


Anghus was trying
his best to put a bright spin on things, but what he said made sense. They both
sat down on the floor and ate a little of the dry stale bread that had been
provided to them in the corner of the cell. As they ate, they soon heard a
voice in the cell next to theirs, but could not see who was inside because of
the stone wall separating them. It was certainly a young voice, murmuring out a
little as if in pain. 


‘Despite our best
efforts, I see they caught you anyway,’ sluggishly said the voice. Tristan
thought it sounded familiar, but it did not automatically come back to him.
Anghus, unfortunately, recognised it immediately.


‘Finyella, is that
you?’ he said. 


‘Yours truly,’ groaned
Finyella. She stuck her head out the bars at the front of her cell, and Tristan
and Anghus did the same so they could lean over and see her. Finyella sat there
with cuts, scrapes and bruises all over her skin. Her lip had been split and
was swelling badly. 


‘What happened?’
asked Anghus, angrily looking at her injuries. 


‘Elspyth,’ she said.
‘Charlie turned up at The Speak Easy and I tried to help her, but Elspyth knew
she had been there. She caught me out on a lie and later returned to my bar
with an army of guards, kreeths and hired people I don’t even know. We were too
outnumbered.’


The rage on Anghus’
face was so much so that he fumed and smacked the iron bars with his fist,
making all the cells shudder. For being such a quiet man and not overly big, he
fair had some strength when he wanted it. Tristan had never seen him so angry,
but the injuries to one of his closest friends had sent him over the edge.
Tristan was more upset than angry, he knew that Finyella was not really a
child, but the image of an eight-year-old’s face having been beaten up was hard
to ignore. 


‘I assume it’s
time to put operation jail break into effect?’ said Anghus, as he slowly
calmed himself down and gathered his composure. 


‘Correct,’ said
Finyella. ‘I was just waiting until someone else showed up as my hand is too
injured.’ She showed her purple bruised hand that look incredibly painful.  


Tristan sat there
without the faintest clue what the two were talking about. Before he could ask
though, the dungeon door was slammed open. A man, who looked more like a
torturous prison guard, appeared and unlocked the cell. He swung a large wooden
baton and motioned Tristan to get out. The guard led Tristan out the door, but
as he did, Anghus saw that his teum was hanging on the wall just outside the
door. It soon went from view as the door was slammed shut. He thought it was perhaps
it was hanging there to taunt him every time the door opened. 


Tristan was
escorted through a stretch of the castle, all the while having the wooden baton
continuously prodded in his back. He went along several corridors, hallways,
through a great hall, up three flights of spiral staircases, and finally into
some sort of study. He was allowed to walk about the room freely while the
guard waited by the door. The room had a strange sense of familiarity about it.
It had wooden beam floor panels, portraits on the wall, some very old but cosy
couches, bookshelves, and a roaring fireplace. The style reminded Tristan of
Argatha, and being in her cottage. 


Tristan looked
towards the numerous old portraits on the wall and admired them, although one
did catch his attention. The frame was still hanging on it, but it was turned
around facing the wall instead. He walked over and gently turned it enough for
him to see. To his surprise, it was Argatha. She looked very much like she did
presently, however, the portrait had been burned in places and had finger nails
marks scratched over her face. The painting was dropped back against the wall
again when Tristan heard the door slam shut. The guard was no longer there, but
a woman was standing with her hands clasped to the front. 


The woman walked
slowly over to Tristan. She was an older woman about the same age as Argatha,
and he noted that she wore very unusual clothes, but he had seen many people
wear different things since his time with the immortals. The woman wore a single
plain black gown that went right down to her feet. Tristan could only really
see the main part of her face as she wore a grey wimple style head dress, it went
flat over her head and ears, and went right under her chin and on to her
shoulders. He had no idea from what time period she looked like she was from. 


‘I’m so glad to
finally meet you,’ said the woman in a well-spoken and polite voice as she
smiled. ‘No doubt my name has been mentioned once or twice. I’m Markaeyla,
welcome to my humble abode.’ Tristan thought that once or twice was an understatement
at best. 


‘Welcome to your abode?
Welcome?’ said Tristan as he repeated it louder. He had finally met the person
behind the plot to harm his family, and he struggled to control his anger at
what she had put him through. ‘You’ve been trying to kidnap me and my sisters
this whole time, and you treat me as some sort of guest!’ He spoke through
gritted teeth. 


‘You are my guest
my lad, for now,’ said Markaeyla calmly. ‘I mean you no harm I assure you.’
Just as she stopped talking, Tristan realised something. He had seen Markaeyla
before. He could not quite place it at first and it lingered in his mind for a
while. It then finally dawned on him; it was the woman from the train that took
him to Scotland all those months ago. 


‘We met you on the
train from London!’ he said shocked. Back on the train she had looked slightly
different and wore modern day clothes, which he thought was why he could not
quite place her at first. ‘Where are my sisters,’ he snapped bluntly. 


‘What a memory you
have,’ said Markaeyla. ‘And your sisters are fine, they are with my family and
on their way.’ She raised her hand as if to calm Tristan down. She walked round
to one of the couches and gestured to him to sit beside her by tapping the
cushion. Tristan was naturally cautious, and in truth he had no idea how
powerful she was or what she was capable of. What kind of trix, if any, could
she have he thought? He eventually took a seat, but on the couch opposite her. 


‘I just want to
speak with you, that is all that I wish,’ said Markaeyla. She sat there with
her hands on her lap very calmly. ‘I’d rather speak to all of you, but sadly,
it didn’t work out that way. So as the head of your family I shall speak with
you.’ She now began to sound more upbeat and friendly. So far, this was not
what Tristan was expecting, but it did not lesson his temper.  


‘The reason it didn’t
work out is because you tried to kidnap us! Funny that, eh?’ he said
sarcastically.


‘Yes, you do have
my unreserved apologies for that,’ said Markaeyla. Tristan remained utterly
unconvinced of her sincerity. ‘But before you knew we existed, what would you
have done if I politely walked up to you and said that we were immortals,
please come with us so we can have a chat? You’d be running away.’ Tristan slowly
nodded, as he could not really argue with that. ‘It was the only way to get you
here,’ she continued. 


‘What do you want
to discuss with me then?’ said Tristan bluntly.


‘It was simply a
stroke of luck seeing you on that train all those months ago, and that you
moved to Auchindowen,’ said Markaeyla. ‘When I worked out who you were, I had
to speak with you, but in a place where you knew that what I was talking about was
real.’ Tristan sat there still confused as she had still not explained
anything. 


‘What do you mean
who I am? What on earth are you talking about?’ he said. 


Markaeyla chose not
to answer straight away. She got up and walked over to the bookshelves, where a
small steel safe was hoisted up on a cabinet. She reached for a key tied to her
neck, and on opening the safe she retrieved the oldest book that Tristan had
ever seen. It was dirty and stained, and falling apart in places. Markaeyla
brought it back to her seat and rested her hands on it.


‘You probably
think you know a lot about our world now, but you’d be mistaken,’ she said.  


‘Argatha told me
enough,’ replied Tristan. He had no intention of being polite. 


‘Argatha huh, what
does she know?’ puffed Markaeyla as she rolled her eyes.


‘She was your
wife, and you were hers. I’d suggest she knows a lot about you,’ said Tristan. 


‘Well, well, she
has told you quite a bit, hasn’t she?’ she said surprised.


‘Have you heard of
the term beenaich before? I can only assume you have now,’ she asked. 


‘Yes. But I don’t
care what you think, we know nothing about any beenaichs. We cannot lead you to
where this powerful weapon is,’ said Tristan. He was keen to put her straight
as quickly as possible, in the faint hope she would let them all go. ‘We’re
just three ordinary glummies for heaven sake!’ 


‘Oh, you think
it’s a weapon?’ said Markaeyla. 


‘The history books
say so,’ said Tristan. 


‘The history books
are wrong my lad.’ Markaeyla tapped on the old book with her long red
fingernails and stared at Tristan. ‘Do you know what this is?’ she asked.
Tristan shook his head. ‘This is the first ever book written by our people
thousands of years ago, and it is the only one of its kind. No one alive knows
it exists anymore, except me, and now you. It delves into our origins and
culture, and even into the topic of beenaichs. All the other books you’ve been
told about are misguided, in regards to beenaichs anyhow.’


Tristan tried to
pretend that he was not interested, he was genuinely convinced that this was
all a mistake. ‘Look just stop. Hit me, torture me, it doesn’t matter, I don’t
know anything about beenaichs ok. I can’t help you and neither can my sisters.
Even if I die down here, I’ll still never know anything about them.’ A horrible
picture thought Tristan, but he had no idea what Markaeyla was capable of doing
to him. 


‘Oh, you won’t die
for a very, very long time Master Tristan. Neither will your sisters,’ said
Markaeyla. Tristan sat there and took in what she just said. He paused for a
while trying to make sense of it. 


‘What on earth do
you mean?’ he finally said. ‘Are you telling me that I’m an immortal?’ Tristan
began to stutter, but yet again Markaeyla did not give him a direct answer. 


‘This book shows
the true definition of what a beenaich is, and it does not refer to a weapon.
Nor an object or a tool for that matter,’ said Markaeyla. Tristan still sat
confused. ‘Beenaichs are in fact living people, or to be more specific, very
special glummies.’


‘But you can’t
think that I…or my sisters…’ stuttered Tristan again, but he was interrupted
before he could compose himself.  


‘Beenaichs are
glummies that are blessed with long life,’ said Markaeyla. ‘No one knows
precisely how long for sure, but at least a few hundred years. And yes, you,
Charlie and Eve are all beenaichs.’ Tristan did not know how to take this in as
it was not a thing one gets told very often. ‘Beenaichs also possess incredible
abilities, such as being able to heal themselves of minor injuries within
hours.’


‘I don’t believe
you,’ stubbornly said Tristan. 


Markaeyla stood up
and grabbed his hand, twisting it round to show just a normal healthy arm. ‘You
cut your arm at Broden’s house not but a few hours ago, amazing how that’s now
healed, not even a mark my lad,’ said Markaeyla. Tristan looked on astonished
as she was right. It had been a bad cut and now it was gone, there was nothing
to show at all. 


‘If it’s all true,
answer my question once and for all; what do you want with us?’ said Tristan. 


‘Sìos gu
gnìomhachas,’
said Markaeyla, smiling to herself. 


‘What does that
mean. I’m not an immie,’ said Tristan annoyed. 


‘Down to
business,’ she translated. ‘I suppose that’s only fair. Beenaichs possess rare
qualities. They can have exceptional fighting and psychological trixes,
stronger than immies believe it or not, and only taking them a few years to
master. It usually takes immies centuries you see. Beenaichs also become
impervious to any mind trixes that someone tries to use on them, eventually disciplining
themselves.’


‘But I have no
abilities! Neither does Eve or Charlie, except to annoy the hell out of me,’ he
quipped. 


‘Beenaichs do not
develop a trix until they reach their late teens or early adulthood. You will
soon enough, and so will your sisters,’ said Markaeyla. Tristan was being
dropped a bombshell. In a matter of seconds his whole life had been turned
upside down, again.


‘What’s that got
to do with why you want us?’ he asked. 


‘Don’t you see? You’re
the key!’ said Markaeyla confusing him. ‘The powers you will eventually possess
could be used to return order to your society, for your protection as well as
ours. When you grow up and develop a trix, you could be placed in an occupation
of influence such as government, and do what needs to be done. A beenaich with
the right mind trix could secretly and quietly control a whole country, trixing
and manipulating important people here and there and bend them to their will. You’re
undetectable, and the DM doesn’t even know you or your sisters exist so they
won’t keep tabs on you. There are no laws against it. You would be invisible.’


Tristan finally
had his answer after all this time. Ironically, everyone was still correct in
that a beenaich was a tool, he just did not realise that he was the tool,
and Markaeyla just wanted to use him as such. It seemed to him like she wanted
to exploit he and his family. 


‘So you think by
kidnapping us and explaining a few things, then bang, I’m going to do your
dirty work for you? For your own personal gain? Not a chance hen,’ said
Tristan. As he spoke, Markaeyla snapped out an arm as if she was about to
strike him, but gently grabbed hold of his chin instead. 


‘My patience has
limits, my lad, just you keep a civil tongue in your head,’ she said. Tristan
found this extremely creepy and especially so with the stern look in her eyes.


‘You have it in
your head, from Argatha no doubt, that I want to take over the world or
something?’ laughed Markaeyla. ‘That I want to rule over everyone like you see
in the movies. Nothing could be further from the truth. I want order, I want to
end the injustices that happen; war, terror, and the lack of acceptance of
people that are different from the so call norm. I care about immies and
glummies equally.’


‘What do you know
of lack of acceptance?’ said Tristan. He instantly regretted saying as he
already knew the answer without thinking. Markaeyla could sense this, and opted
for a calm response.


‘Myself and
Argatha had to hide our marriage for years,’ she said. ‘No matter which country
we lived in, no matter which period in time, when people found out about us
things were never the same again.’


Tristan felt a
little ashamed at what he had said, as of course he knew that she must have
experience life as an outcast all those years ago. 


‘But the world has
changed now,’ he said with a little defiance. 


‘You don’t strike
me as a naïve person my lad,’ said Argatha. ‘Are you seriously suggesting that
even now some people would not be prejudice against me or Argatha?’ Tristan sat
there and lowered is head while he shook it. He knew Markaeyla was telling the
truth. 


‘Injustices still
only happen very rarely topside,’ said Tristan. 


‘You think so?’
said Markaeyla with a patronising tone. ‘Tell me, where is the man who killed
your parents?’


Tristan stood
there shocked at her bluntness. He shot up from his seat, and in an explosive
rage he shouted, ‘don’t you dare ever mention my parents! You know absolutely
nothing.’ A rare tear rolled down his cheek at having brought up the horrible
memory. Markaeyla did something unexpected though, she did not exactly comfort
him with a hug, but gently held him by the shoulders and sat beside him back on
the couch. 


‘I know that the
man responsible is now living a comfortable life, and that he doesn’t even
think twice about the lives he wiped out, or the lives he ruined; your lives.’
Markaeyla spoke so softly and reassuringly. ‘Your courts can be corrupted as
you know.’ Tristan wiped away his tear with his sleeve as he hated anyone
seeing him cry. 


‘How do you know
all this?’ he asked. 


‘I have contacts
everywhere in this country, and I regularly go topside. I’ve done my research
on your family and many like you,’ said Markaeyla. ‘So when I say I want there
to be order in your world, I refer to a gentle, patient and slow changing of order.
Something to be done from the inside, not as an attack, but as a transition,
and by glummies’ own people. Something only a beenaich can do.’


‘My parents death
has not affected me or my family as much as you think. You can’t use that to
manipulate me,’ said Tristan sniffling, as this is what he thought Markaeyla
was trying to do. 


‘You truly believe
that?’ she queried. ‘Ever since their death your sister Eve has acted like
nothing has ever happened. She trances along hiding behind her devil-may-care
attitude, and now looks for more adventures than ever. She sometimes even
purposely faces danger and encourages it. She uses this as a way to get lost in
other worlds, anything to stop her thinking about what happened that night.’
Tristan listened on carefully, unable to argue back. ‘And Charlie, ever the
charming and quick-witted girl, her sarcasm and insults to people have only
ever increased since your parents death. She hides behind this; she uses it to
keep people at a distance so she doesn’t have to express her true feelings.’ 


‘How do you know
all this?’ he asked again. 


‘I said I have
contacts everywhere,’ said Markaeyla. ‘And you, my bright lad, prone to ever
more anger and emotional outbursts, showing the overbearing feeling that you
are responsible for your sisters and becoming too over protective. You’ve began
thinking that anything that goes wrong is your fault. So please do not sit
there and tell me it has not affected anyone. It is upsetting to hear.’


Tristan could not
argue anymore. He was an exceptionally intelligent young man, and more than
aware of how his parents death had really affected his sisters behaviour, he
just never confronted it before. He just felt like he could never face up to
it, and it somehow always felt easier just to coast along and hope for the
best, rather than sitting down and talking to his sisters about how they felt. 


‘Tristan, you are
not unique in this regard,’ said Markaeyla still sitting next to him. ‘There
are thousands of other families hit by tragic accidents and injustice, just the
same as yours, with no one helping them. I want to put criminals in prison
quicker, stop allowing them lengthy court battles and getting off with
technicalities. This is only one of the things that I hope we can change. But
it must be you, it can only be done by a beenaich. If not, then the DM would
detect it and stop us.’


‘Perhaps you
should call us beenies,’ said Tristan, finally saying something light heartedly
as he stared at the ground. Markaeyla laughed with him, and he showed the first
real warmth to her since she entered.  


‘Think of the good
that you and your sisters could do within your country over the next few
hundred years, the laws you could influence and create, righting all the
wrongs,’ said Markaeyla. ‘With your trix powers, you could make government
ministers change laws, secretly manipulating them into doing what you want,
for the greater good.’ Tristan was listening, but was still partially in shock
that he now believed he was going to live for the next few centuries. 


Markaeyla was
certainly not what Tristan expected. She did not come across as a tyrant or an
evil woman imposing her will on everyone. She had taken her time in speaking
with him, never ordering him to do anything. It seemed like she was politely
requesting his help, and all this to actually do some good in the world. He
found himself listening to her more and more. 


‘And what is your trix,
if you have one?’ said Tristan, randomly changing the topic. 


‘Mine? Much the
same as Argatha’s,’ she answered with a sigh. ‘We were together for ever such a
long time, we shared everything, so naturally we became disciplined in the same
ability. However, I have more.’ Tristan sat quietly wanting to know what she
meant by this. ‘I have intuition, instinct, gut feelings to go along with being
able to manipulate people and plant illusions in their minds,’ she continued. 


‘What do you
mean?’ said Tristan. 


‘I spotted you on
the train all those months ago obviously, but it took more,’ said Markaeyla. ‘It
took instinct to know who you were and what you are capable of. Most people
can’t spot the difference between glummies and immies, and if they can, they
have to inspect their eyes, but I don’t, I just know. It’s something I
developed over the years.’


‘But how did you
know I’m a beenaich?’ said Tristan.


‘This ancient book
illustrates the clear markers,’ said Markaeyla. ‘It states what to look for in
the eyes, and you have it, a sparkle, a marker, and it would take someone with
instinct to know; me.’ Tristan had never thought his eyes were particularly
different. ‘You later confirmed my suspicions when you put up such a skilled
resistance against the kreeths on that night in the woods. You, a young lad
with no combat or teum training, almost managed to single handily get the best
over a dozen kreeths. Beenaichs have a natural born skill, and you have it my
lad.’


‘How do I know you’re
not trixing me right now?’ asked Tristan. 


‘Oh my dear boy
what a good question indeed,’ laughed Markaeyla. ‘If I were, I assure you we
wouldn’t be having a conversation like this, it would be more one way. Besides,
at your age, without you even knowing, your mind is already growing disciplined
and it would be harder than you think to trix a…what did you call it…a beenie!’
Markaeyla smiled at the nickname Tristan had already given the term. 


He sat there with
his hands clasped. Everything that Markaeyla had told him made sense, and he
questioned none of it anymore. He knew his world was not perfect, far from it,
and perhaps what it did need was someone like him and his sisters to try and
make it a better place. Slowly, kindly and subtly like she had suggested. It
did not all sound bad to him. 


Tristan began
walking round the room as there was a comfortable silence. Markaeyla merely
folded her arms and watched him think. He started looking at the vast amount of
paintings that were on the wall as they were very unique, and they appeared to
show Markaeyla standing next to very famous and important people throughout
history. Each painting had a title at the bottom, but Tristan knew his history
well enough to know who they were. He saw Markaeyla next to Henry the VIII,
Oliver Cromwell, and Isambard Kingdom Brunel, all kings and leaders or highly
powerful people in his world. The paintings went on and on. Markaeyla had
indeed known some very interesting people.  


‘You like my little
silly wall of vanity?’ said Markaeyla. Tristan nodded eagerly. ‘I managed to
make friends with many leaders throughout my life while I made trips to
topside, trying to do what we just talked about and changing society. But every
time I got near to it, the DM caught me or interfered, I could never have any long-term
success.’ She sighed and appeared sincerely sad at this thought. ‘That’s why it
has to be you, someone who won’t get caught, and you’ll live long enough to
change things.’


‘Well, I suppose, I
could try,’ said Tristan. After thinking about it, he was coming round to the
idea. If he and his sisters did have this rare gift, why waste it he thought?
He was about to agree with Markaeyla as nothing was stopping him anymore, he
had not thought of a convincing argument of why he should not help her. But
just as he was going to say it, he paused, as something popped into his head.
He stared at her and said, ‘what of these people, like the man who murdered my
parents, what happens to them?’


‘Whatever you
want,’ she said without hesitation. ‘The rules and laws you could change over
time, ultimately you decide what happens to them. But in reality, we both know
there can be no place in society for such people. They need to be taken out of
the equation. How else can order be restored and the world flourish?’


‘You mean he would
be sent to die? Capital punishment? That’s impossible, no, absolutely not, I’m
sorry,’ said Tristan, instantly dismissing the idea. 


‘You of all should
know the suffering that people like that can cause, there is no room for them. They’re
a stain on society and it has to be that way,’ said Markaeyla becoming slightly
more intense. Doubt had now crept into Tristan’s mind as not all was perfect
with her plan. ‘In time, you would be given guidance by more experienced
people.’


‘What do you
mean?’ said Tristan.


‘After a time, immies
will come and assist you and take over things,’ smiled Markaeyla. ‘The laws in
Baradoohn can be changed. Don’t you see? You’re the bridge between our two
worlds. After a few centuries, conditions can be right for our return to your
world, when our laws have changed of course, and I’ll see to that. We would
naturally take over the running of things, quietly and stealthily, just hiding
here and there and influencing important people. We have experience as we have
lived through history, we know what is good for society.’ Markaeyla’s staunch belief
never wavered once. 


It seemed to
Tristan that things had only just started to go well, before that precise
moment he could think of nothing except the potential good he could do, even if
it did not sound overly ethical. But there it was, the catch. The end goal was
for immies to be in charge no matter what. 


‘And who will
these people in charge be?’ asked Tristan as he frowned. 


‘Only a select few
of course, myself and other people that have certain mind trixes,’ said
Markaeyla. She looked as if she thought this was perfectly acceptable. Tristan
on the other hand, did not. ‘Who else could infiltrate your government?’ she
continued. 


‘And those
homeless people who live in poverty on your land outside the castle, what
happens to people like that in your world and mine?’ said Tristan. ‘What
happens to people who aren’t from the same class or status as you?’ Tristan
raised another good point, as he started to pick away at the flaws in her plan.



‘Alas, with order
and stability, there also becomes purpose,’ bluntly said Markaeyla. ‘Everyone
has their place in society. Some people are just not meant to live with riches
or with power. Those disgusting lower-class individuals have no place next to
likes of us, and should not be entitled to the same things. This is the way of
the world laddie, it worked before, it will work again.’


Tristan stood there
and sighed and smiled back at Markaeyla, but not with encouragement, rather in
pity and total disbelief in what she was saying. He pointed his finger and
began raising his voice. 


‘I won’t do it!’
he said staunchly. ‘Me or you do not get to play god! You speak of suffering
and try to use my own against me, but yet people live in squalor outside your
very home.’ Tristan saw the horrible irony and contradiction in Markaeyla’s
beliefs. ‘What do you really know about misery? Nothing! You’re an immortal.’
Tristan had now absolutely let rip into Markaeyla, though he knew he again spoke
without thinking. 


Markaeyla sat
there while Tristan ranted, but his end comments filled her with almighty fury
and rage for the first time in their conversation. She leapt up off the couch
and stormed towards him, grabbing him by the neck. Tristan was pushed right
back against the wall, and Markaeyla lifted him a few inches off the ground
with only one hand clutched around his throat. The strength that she had was
mind blowing. 


‘Choose your words
carefully, boy.’ She fiercely roared back at Tristan with the likes of which he
had never experienced in his life. ‘I’m a woman that has lived thousands of
years; a woman I say again!’ she repeated. ‘I had to watch men take credit for
my accomplishments because I wasn’t allowed. I had to ‘learn’ my place in
society as history has not always exactly been kind to women. You think it was
easy for me to get rich, to be the head of a household amongst all those men in
the Dark Ages?’ 


Tristan struggled frantically,
but he could not wriggle an inch. Markaeyla still had him by the throat and
literally showed her teeth while she screamed. ‘I loved another woman for a
lifetime,’ she continued. ‘Do you think people accepted that thousands of years
ago? We were punished everywhere we went, labelled and reviled in places. Never
tell me I don’t know anything about misery, you insolent little boy.’


Markaeyla
eventually threw Tristan across the floor with one hand, and he rolled across
the rug by the couch. He rose to his feet and rubbed his neck, coughing to get
his breath back. It was a far cry from the politeness Markaeyla had shown at
the beginning. He knew now it was all a pretence, a ruse to convince him so she
could get her own way. 


‘I lived in many
societies where me and Argatha were refused to be accepted by everyone else,
age after age, culture after culture,’ shouted Markaeyla. ‘We have the
opportunity here to do what needs to be done, to make the necessary changes.’


‘I apologise for
my comments, perhaps I was ignorant of what you have been through,’ said
Tristan still choking. ‘But I think you’ve let hatred and resentment eat you up
for centuries. It sounds to me like you want to get back at society and seek
revenge, rather than change things for the good.’


‘You know nothing,
boy,’ said Markaeyla. She lowered her tone and now merely puffed at him. 


‘But I know that
you can’t order people to think differently,’ said Tristan. ‘Sounds like you’d
run a world where more people would be accepted, where people can love who they
want to love, but at the same time you’d outcast others like those poor workers
outside this castle.’ Markaeyla scowled at him through rageful eyes. ‘You would
be accepting a once marginalised group of people, but be discriminating against
another, against those who come from a different background of your own, and
other people who live differently. Doesn’t that sound familiar to you?’ Tristan
was now steadfast in his argument. ‘I think you’ve let rage fester inside of
you all this time, and who can blame you? But how you’re trying to do it is
wrong.’


‘This is your last
chance,’ said Markaeyla, but she was interrupted quickly. 


‘It doesn’t change
my answer!’ said Tristan. ‘Neither me or my sisters will do what you ask.
Society doesn’t change by a select few people forcing their views on them, it
needs to learn from its mistakes and be led by example. Glummies need to grow
and evolve from their errors. People have a say over who governs them, not just
a select few. It’s called democracy. I won’t be a bridge for your own selfish revenge.’


Markaeyla slammed
her hands down by her side, letting out a loud scream as she did. Gone was the
controlled temperament she showed earlier. She walked up towards Tristan and
again grabbed him by the neck, this time slamming him down onto the couch while
she shouted more at him. 


‘Don’t be so
confident, I can be far more persuasive if I want to be, and in more ways than
one,’ she yelled as she tightened her grip. ‘Let’s see how a stint in my
dungeon will soften your ignorance. You will soon come around or I’ll have to
take other action. Oh, is that your sisters I hear?’ 


She eventually let
go and smiled with a sinister gloating look in her eyes. Tristan knew she was
only taunting him at this time, though he did now begin to wonder what she
would do to Charlie or Eve the longer he resisted. 


‘Guards!’ shouted
Markaeyla. The door swung open in an instant with two men running through. ‘Get
him back to his cell, I shall accompany you.’ The guards grabbed Tristan by the
scruff of the collar. He was held the entire time as he walked back the same
way he came. Markaeyla scurried behind them the whole way, with her hands
tucked into her sleeves. 


The guards
unlocked the cell door and threw Tristan in as he crashed against the wall next
to Anghus. Markaeyla calmly walked in after him,


 ‘I do hope you
think on what I said,’ she stated to him. In retaliation however, Anghus ran
towards Markaeyla as quick as flash in an attempt to subdue her. But she was
even quicker than he was, and stuck out her two fists and smacked him directly
in the stomach, which took the wind out of him. She hoisted him up against the
metal bars and grabbed both his wrists, twisting them inwards and causing him
excruciating pain as he yelled out. She managed to lift him off his feet
straight into the air. He tried everything he knew to counter her, but it was
pointless. Breaking free, kicking out, swinging his head, any move he could,
but Markaeyla overpowered him in every aspect. Anghus was a very skilled
fighter, but Markaeyla just seemed far too powerful for him, and he collapsed
on the floor in a heap as she released her hold. 


Markaeyla and the
guards eventually left the room. Anghus and Tristan were on the floor together,
looking very roughed up. Finyella shouted to them from the next cell to see if
they were ok, to which she only got groans back. It appeared that Tristan had come
back to the dungeon in an infinitely worse position than he had left it. 











Chapter
26


 


Operation
jailbreak


 


 


Eve, Charlie and Sebastian had been
travelling under guard for some time, and they were almost at Markaeyla’s
castle. They had boarded the necessary train and took a horse and cart the last
part of the journey. Elspyth sat the entire time with a very smug and satisfied
look on her face, as if to boast that she had captured Sebastian without a
single teum being swung. Sebastian just sat there silently the whole journey
and did not make eye contact with any of the corrupt peelerpots. He only gave
glancing looks to Charlie and Eve to provide them with some reassurance that
everything would be ok. 


‘Is my brother
ok?’ said Charlie breaking the silence. 


‘He’s fine, don’t
worry,’ said Elspyth. Charlie thought this particularly stupid advice from
someone who had just kidnapped her. ‘My mother only wishes to speak with you,
nothing more. You will all be taken care of.’


Little did the
girls know that that was a complete lie, as a few miles away Tristan was lying
in a horrid smelly dungeon, rubbing the wounds on his neck and back from being
grabbed by the throat and repeatedly catapulted about the place. 


Ever since Tristan
had been back in his cell, he had been filling in Anghus with everything that
he had learned from his meeting with Markaeyla. Anghus was as shocked and
surprised as Tristan was on hearing the true definition of a beenaich. 


‘Could she be
lying, or wrong?’ asked Tristan. 


‘As much as I
dislike her, you’d probably do well to take her word on this,’ said Anghus as
Tristan nodded. ‘There’s no reason for her to lie to you, after all, why else
does she want you so bad? She’s one of the oldest immortals alive and her
knowledge on most things is usually second to none.’ 


‘Me and my sisters
are going to live for hundreds of years, I don’t even know where to start
thinking about that,’ said Tristan. He had been so enraged at his conversation
with Markaeyla, not to mention being strangled, that he had not properly taken
it in what she had told him. 


‘Let’s take one
problem at a time first, like getting out of here laddie,’ said Anghus. ‘Are
you hurt?’ referring to the marks around Tristan’s neck. 


‘I’ll be ok. I’m
more concerned about you,’ he replied. 


‘Ah, don’t be
daft, I’ll be sore in the morning that’s all,’ groaned Anghus. ‘I lost my mind
when I saw her chuck you in. Markaeyla is one of the most powerful and
formidable immies there is and ever likely to be. Trying to fight her was a
mistake.’


‘I don’t think
anyone can,’ said Tristan. He was certainly fearful of ever talking with her
again.  


‘Anyway, time to
move on. Shall we?’ said Anghus, who seemed strangely upbeat now.  


‘What the bloody
hell do you mean?’ said Tristan. They were still locked within their cell, and
he could not see how they would escape.


‘Operation jail
break still good to go, Finyella?’ said Anghus. Finyella merely put a raised
thumb out of her cell bars. ‘You didn’t really think this is the first time me
or her have been locked in a cell did you laddie?’ he continued. 


‘Well, actually,
yes I did,’ stuttered Tristan a little. It was his first time after all. 


‘You still have
your key?’ Anghus asked Finyella.


‘I do, but with
all the tumbling around that happened, it snapped off. I only have the top
half,’ she said. 


‘Stroke of luck, mine
snapped too. I only have the bottom half,’ said Anghus. Tristan saw that he was
oddly happy in their current situation, and as with a lot of the time, he had
no idea what they were talking about. 


Finyella stuck out
a necklace she had been wearing, which had a small bit of metal attached to it.
She swung it over as Anghus grabbed it through the bars. Tristan noticed that
Anghus was holding a rather thick top part of a key. It did not look like a
normal key as it had no groves in it, it just had a round dome on the end.
Anghus then lifted up his foot and removed a similar object from the rubber
sole of his boot, it had been hidden and wedged in, though his looked more like
a handle. 


‘A little bit of
good fortune and we’re there,’ said Anghus. He wedged the two pieces together
and then hit it as hard as he could off the concrete floor, jamming the pieces
even tighter. 


‘What is that?
What does it do?’ said a bewildered Tristan. 


‘It’s a kosh key,’
said Anghus, making sure it was stuck properly. ‘You only get a one-time use
out of it though. Stick it in any old lock and bang it in as hard as you can,
and it partially breaks the lock mechanism inside. The key gets stuck but the
lock will turn. Very handy when you’ve lived a life running from the law, like
I used to.’ Before Tristan could even believe if this was a real device of not,
Anghus had already banged it in and then kicked it with his foot, and with a
gentle twist, the key turned as easy as ever.’


They both rushed
outside the cell but still tried to keep quiet. Tristan was about to ask how
they get Finyella out when he realised something. 


‘Wait! What about
Charlie and Eve? Markaeyla said she had them and I can’t leave them here.’


‘Don’t worry, if
know her, they’ll be here very soon. We’ll get them on the way out. We’ll leave
no one behind,’ said Anghus. 


‘Just leave me
here, I’ll slow you down,’ graciously groaned Finyella. Her injuries appeared
to be taking their toll on her and her energy was drained. 


‘Shut up you
grumpy old woman. I’ll get you back to your bar where you can short change your
customers once again,’ said Anghus as he winked. 


‘Scoundrel,’
replied Finyella, forcing a smile. 


‘There’s going to
be hundreds of guards outside that door, we’ll never stand a chance,’ said
Tristan. 


‘Were there
hundreds there when you came back in?’ asked Anghus. Tristan shook his head.
‘Laddie, as powerful as Markaeyla may be, she has one defining weakness. She
tends to underestimate anyone who she thinks are beneath her. I doubt she has
placed many guards anywhere.’


Anghus walked over
to the dungeon door and peered through a tiny crack in the wood. He could not
see much but he could tell the faint outline of two guards holding their
batons. He moved Tristan out the way and belted the door as hard as he could
with his foot to get their attention, before leaning flat up against the wall
beside it. The door was quickly unlocked and slammed open. Anghus kicked the
first guard who entered directly to knee, crippling him. The other guard came
racing in with his baton held high in the air, and it swung straight for
Anghus’ head. He merely caught his wrist in mid-air and twisted the guard’s arm
round as hard as he could, making him drop the baton. Anghus grabbed hold of it
and smacked them both on the head which knocked them out cold. 


‘Don’t worry,
they’ll wake up later with a sore head that’s all,’ he said to Tristan. ‘I
really do hate violence, so uncivilised.’


They both peered out
the door and could see there was no one else there. It did appear that Markaeyla
really did not think that the likes of them could escape, and there was no one
else watching the corridor. Anghus retrieved his teum that was still hanging on
the wall. Of course Tristan could not see anything there at all until it
touched Anghus’ skin. He went back into the dungeon, and with an almighty swing,
he walloped one of the iron bars with his teum. It was enough to dislodge one
of the hinges which Anghus then bent away, allowing the small Finyella to crawl
through. 


Tristan could see
that she was limping and must have had an injury to one of her legs. ‘What did
they do to her back in her bar?’ he whispered to himself.


 He wrapped
Finyella’s arm round his waist so she could rest on him as they walked. They
quickly proceeded out the dungeon and down the corridor where surprisingly they
were not met by any guards, or anyone at all. The dungeons were deep in the
castle and they were by no means safe, it was a long enough journey to escape
the building. 


They crept along
silently, even though Finyella let out a tiny whimper every now and again as
she was clearly in pain, but this was always followed with her own look of
disapproval in herself. They went down a few staircases where they finally saw
some guards, but it was easy enough to keep out of their way and duck for cover
when needed.


Anghus had not put
his teum away since leaving the dungeon, he held it the entire time in case
someone lurked round the corner. He did not want to waste even a second trying
to draw it in this place, especially as the three of them were starting to get
slightly lost. They knew the general direction they needed to go in, but no one
had ever been in the castle before, and getting out was proving trickier than
they thought.


As the three were
trying to make their way out, the other three were making their way in.
Charlie, Eve and Sebastian had finally arrived and were still in handcuffs.
Guards from the house now took over from the corrupt peelerpots, who got two of
the evilest stares from the children as they left, with small bags of jewels as
their reward. 


‘Fate will catch
up with broken pots, it always does,’ whispered Sebastian to Charlie and Eve.
Though it still did not wipe the angry looks off their faces. 


Elspyth, who had
been largely silent throughout, escorted them into the castle. She spoke with
the guards inside and instructed them to take them all to the dungeon, before
walking off on her own. She was confident that she did not need to stay, for as
long as the others thought that Tristan was being held hostage, they could not
risk doing anything. Sebastian’s teums were still enclosed in the case and were
handed over to the guards as well. 


‘Can you finally
take these horrible things off,’ said Sebastian to the guards, referring to
their handcuffs. The guards all stared at each other not knowing what to
decide. ‘We’re in the castle and the door is locked, you have my friend held
hostage, where on earth do you think I’m going to go?’ he continued. One of the
guards finally agreed after seeing his point. 


‘Any funny
business, and they go back on tighter. Understood?’ said the guard as Sebastian
nodded. Everyone rubbed their wrists as the handcuffs were taken off. The three
of them were circled by the guards and marched onwards to the dungeon, with
batons being pointed and shoved in their backs the entire time.  


Not far away,
Tristan, Anghus and Finyella were making stealthy but steady progress in
escaping, tip toeing when they needed. They soon came to a set of great oak
doors that were as thick as a tree trunk. Even Anghus huffed and puffed a
little just to open one slightly. On the other side there were old fashioned
wooden planks that could be placed across the door from the inside, stopping
people from coming in. He peered his head round and saw that the coast was
clear, and they found themselves in a great hall, probably the great
hall of the castle where grand parties and feasts were held. It was absolutely
huge with stained glass windows high up near the ceiling, and a few burning
torches mounted on the wall.


When they reached
the other side of the hall there were the same set of heavy oak doors, slightly
ajar this time. On passing through, they suddenly heard two voices walking
nearby that were laughing and joking with each other. Anghus immediately
recognised them, it was Krazzar and Athol casually walking about. They were
being as smug as ever, believing they were close to achieving what their mother
finally wanted.


 It had only been
a short while ago that Athol had returned from the smuggler’s tunnels and
recovered from his hallucinated state. He had not told anyone what had happened
and even threatened the smugglers if they spoke of the matter. 


Anghus speedily
waved his hands about and ushered Tristan and Finyella back into the hall. He
was doing his best to not be seen by them. Finyella tried her best but could
not back up quickly enough. She tried putting weight on her bad leg to move
faster, but this made her yell out a little shriek. Tristan instantly put his
hand over her mouth and lifted her up in the air, but it was too late, the
laughter from outside had stopped and footsteps could be heard running their
way. 


Krazzar and Athol
burst through the oak door and knocked Tristan and Finyella to the ground.
There were no smiles or laugher from them now, they were positively shocked
that the three of them had escaped the dungeon so easily. 


‘Where do you
think you’re going?’ bellowed Athol, sending a roar around the hall. 


‘Tristan, run!’
screamed Anghus. He then quickly raised his teum up in a fighting stance. 


‘You’ll need my
help,’ Tristan shouted back. 


‘Get your sisters
and run! I’ll take care of this,’ shouted back Anghus. Krazzar and Athol
started to march towards him. 


Still on the ground,
Tristan grabbed hold of Finyella and slid her across the floor and through the
door out of the hall. He then flung himself through. Anghus had just enough
time to reach the door, but he surprisingly closed it from the inside instead.
He purposely cut himself off from Tristan, giving them a chance to escape. As
Anghus turned round and had his back to the door, he did not realise that he
closed it so hard that the giant wooden plank had fallen down and locked the
door from the inside. To his surprise, Krazzar and Athol did not try and go
after Tristan, but instead, they chose to circle him and grinned with each
other. 


‘Don’t worry
Anghus, by the time we have finished with you someone would have already picked
up the lad,’ said Krazzar. So confident he was in the security of his own
castle, he believed that it would be impossible for Tristan to escape. 


Tristan was
standing at the other side of the door. Although he did as Anghus asked and ran,
he instantly regretted it as he now left his friend in trouble. Anghus could
handle himself, but he thought that the brooding pair of both Krazzar and Athol
would be too much for anyone to handle. He tried getting back into the hall,
but the oak door was inches thick. The wooden plank locking it was not going to
be budged by anyone, let alone him. He helped Finyella up and tirelessly did
his best to carry her down the corridor. There was little else he could do. 


From the other
side of the door, however, a roar of fire lit up the entire hall as Krazzar and
Athol drew their teums at the same time. Their wooden like samurai and claymore
swords were poised ready. Anghus stood there with his kendo stick while he
stared on. He knew that Krazzar was a talented fighter in his own right, which
would have been hard enough as it was, but Athol was a giant who just had sheer
power and strength on his side. 


‘I suppose there
isn’t a chance of you just seeing the error of your ways and letting me walk
out, is there?’ said Anghus, something that he always said and wished before
any fight. ‘I really do deplore violence,’ he said for the countless time. The
two simply ignored him and walked over. ‘I guess not,’ was his final remark. 


For the last few
split seconds, he stood there and thought. Could he really take on both of
them? Whatever the answer, he was going to give Tristan as much time as he
could. 


Krazzar was the
first to move in and he cockily spun his teum with one hand while smiling. He
was certainly enjoying the moment more than Anghus, given that he had the upper
hand. Down came the first strike right towards Anghus’ head, though he swiped
it away and almost danced round to the side. A testing shot it seemed. Up he
came again but this time with a flurry of strikes and swings, one after another
they came without pause, but Anghus was more than up to the challenge and
deflected all of them away. He was easily using Krazzar’s own momentum against
him. 


He soon had to
adapt his style as he could not just rely on simply defending himself, because
he could see Athol gearing up coming from the side. He needed to attack and
disarm them, something that no one had ever done with these two before. 


Anghus therefore immediately
started going after Krazzar in retaliation, gritting his teeth with every swing
and using as much technique and force as he could. He stepped from side to side
and bashed his teum in every direction; knees, legs, arms and head, as quick as
Krazzar had seen anyone do it before. The approach took him by surprise as he
was smacked in the stomach, and then crunched on the knee, before Anghus sent
him flying across the floor. 


Anghus had no time
whatsoever to wait, Athol came flying in with his daunting weapon, even a
gentle swing of it could break bones. He began swinging away to Anghus’ stomach,
but he was unable to block the first shot properly and he instinctively caught
Athol’s teum with his bare hand to protect himself. He began yelling out in
pain as it started to burn his skin. Athol laughed at seeing this which made
him lose that edge of concentration, and Anghus held his teum up high and began
smashing it down in a frenzied attack. Athol became off balance, and was
stumbling backwards due to the sheer power that Anghus could surprisingly
muster up with each strike, eventually falling on his backside from a final blow
to his knee. 


Anghus appeared to
be getting the upper hand, and merely blew on his hand to ease the illuminous burning
he sustained. Though he was outnumbered, Krazzar was too cocky and Athol was
too undisciplined in his style. The steady and experienced hand of Anghus was
winning, it was what counted most. 


From the other
side of the door, Tristan had not made it very far due to carrying Finyella.
Turning round a corner, he was caught completely unaware as he bumped straight
into a guard and knocked him down. To his and everyone else’s surprise, it was
one of the several guards who were escorting Sebastian, Charlie and Eve. Tristan
had not seen them in what seemed like an age, and all their faces lit up when
they met. 


Sebastian used
this opportunity to his advantage as no one could threaten him with harming
Tristan anymore, he was stood right there in front of him safe and well. It was
a moment he had been waiting for. 


‘Finally,’ was the
only word Sebastian uttered. He reached out and cracked his foot down into the
ankle of guard walking in front of him, crippling him to the floor. Charlie,
who had her fair share of anger built up, quickly worked out what was going on
and reacted, instinctively giving a stupendous punch to another guard’s stomach.
Sebastian grabbed another guard by the arm and twisted so far round his back
that he squealed in pain. He reached into his coat pocket and got out a small
vile of yellow liquid, which Eve quickly remembered as the one he took off the
smugglers. Sebastian splashed this in the faces of all the guards before they
had time to react. Within seconds, they collapsed in a heap on the floor and
were completely unconscious. They were all reasonably unharmed, but asleep.  


There was no time
for a happy reunion, as Tristan frantically ushered everyone back towards the
oak door he had left. 


‘Anghus is in
there fighting with Athol and Krazzar, you’ve got to get him out of there!’ he
shouted. Tristan had never been more concerned for his friend, neither had
Sebastian, as they could all hear crashing and groaning coming from the great
hall.


‘Anghus. Anghus,
get out of there!’ shouted Sebastian through the door. He put all of his might
in trying to break it down with his shoulder, then his foot, but it was no use.
Even Finyella lay on the ground and lent a hand by kicking it with her good
foot. But the plank of wood on the other side was too stubborn and was not
going to move easily. 


‘We’ve got to get
in there and help him,’ yelled Charlie. 


‘All of you find
something we can ram the door with,’ said Sebastian. They then all scurried
around to look. 


The noises were
only getting louder from the other side as the fight was continuing. Krazzar
and Athol were this time going at Anghus together, and they were beginning to
wear him down. They went in from either side and swung their teums at every
place possible. Anghus was able to move his hands quickly enough and use his
teum to block them, showing the upmost skill, but it was tiring work. He knew
that one mishit or misstep would leave him in trouble, and that’s exactly what
happened soon enough. He blocked Krazzar from one side and went to move over to
counter the incoming attack from Athol, but he misjudged his distance and Athol
was able to swing his teum right on to his knee with full force. 


Anghus lay on the
floor in pain. He was not going to be able to get back up and stand to defend
himself. He began to admirably fight with his teum on the ground, longer than
anyone else probably could have ever done, in the belief he was giving Tristan
as much time as he could. However, it did not last for long as he could only hold
them off for a minute. His teum was soon knocked out of his hands, resorting to
him painfully blocking shots with his forearms and kicking out, causing him
terrible pain and probably breaking his arm. Athol and Krazzar had finally beaten
him, but they had never encountered a more difficult person to wear down. 


‘The reason you
don’t like to fight, is because you can’t,’ sniggered Athol out of breath. He
seemed to completely ignore that it was two against one, and the time it had
taken them. 


‘How Argatha would
be disappointed,’ said Krazzar. 


At that moment,
Elspyth had appeared through the first door that had been left open, no doubt
disturbed by all the noise. She quickly realised what had happened and watched
on joyfully. 


Anghus lay there
and offered no response. Krazzar wasted no more time and pressed his teum
against Anghus’ neck, and the illuminous light started to appear and Anghus
roared out in pain. He grabbed the teum away, still defending himself, but it
was useless as Athol merely began to do the same. Lightening scars were
appearing on him as the reaction from the teums were taking affect. Anghus had
now lost the strength to do anything about it, and he closed his eyes.


Krazzar raised his
teum up high as if to strike hard on the now almost lifeless Anghus, but all of
a sudden, and with an almighty bang, the locked wooden door came smashing open
with Sebastian and everyone else following. They had managed to find a large
ornamental iron canon on wheels in the castle, which they had used as a
battering ram. 


Tristan ran over and
slid across the floor. He picked up Anghus’ teum, which had inadvertently
rolled back and touched his skin, and blocked the strike from Krazzar just in
time. He did this all the while his hands were burning from holding the kendo stick,
but he needed to save his friend. Krazzar, Athol and Elspyth immediately backed
off slightly at seeing Sebastian. 


Sebastian ran over
to his brother and shook him, but he was unconscious. He was just about breathing,
but the exhaustion and injuries were taking a toll on him. The children rallied
round him also, holding Anghus’ head and trying to comfort him. 


Sebastian saw the
injuries and wondered what a fight his brother must have put up, all by himself
no less. He got up and stared back at Krazzar and Athol with the fiercest and
most vengeful look they had ever seen. He began to angrily speak through
gritted teeth. 


‘Now you’ve really
annoyed me,’ he said. ‘And you’ve beaten the only man who would hold me back.’
The three of them were still taking steps backwards, and it was clear to the
children that they were genuinely fearful of what Sebastian would do. Even the
humungous Athol had a slightly scared look in his eyes. 


‘My turn!’ simply
yelled out Sebastian.  


Krazzar, Athol and
Elspyth stopped and looked at each other. For a brief moment they looked like
they were thinking what is the worst that can happen? It was three against one
after all. Therefore, they confidently raised their teums and prepared to
battle. Before they could even ready themselves, however, Sebastian had pounced
from where he was and struck Athol and Krazzar with both teums in the hinges of
their legs. Elspyth was the only left standing, and she began taking Sebastian on
by herself. She was an elegant fighter who also used two teums carved into the
shaped of curved daggers. She mainly relied on her super speed and agility to
beat any challenger. But it was nothing compared to Sebastian, who appeared an
absolute menace and had sheer anger driving him on. He overpowered her in a
matter of strikes which knocked her over, and she was left with illuminous
scars over her arms. 


‘Get up! Get up!
The three of you. See how you like it,’ roared Sebastian as he hopped around. 


‘Dear lord,’
whispered Charlie to herself. The children, who were still comforting Anghus,
had never really seen Sebastian in full swing and vigour, or what he was truly
capable of. Though it had been hinted at a few times. They had never seen any
immortal move like this. 


Athol had got back
to his feet and tried to sneakily crash his teum down on Sebastian’s shoulder
when he faced the other way, but it was if he had eyes in the back of his head,
and simply stuck out his dagger behind him and caught it. As he spun round, he
struck Athol’s chin with his other teum, which made his once steel-like jaw
wobble. Athol waved his sword about blindly, but he was too disorientated to
adequately attack. Sebastian gave no mercy and continued to strike him
everywhere with both his teums. He knocked the wind out of him and pummelled
every joint, before sending him flying across the floor with an almighty strike
to his stomach. 


Krazzar was back
on his feet to attack again, believing it had just been a lucky strike against him,
but he was horribly wrong. Sebastian raced over towards him and gracefully ducked
out of the way of his sword that was swinging about. A flurry of swings from
Sebastian’s daggers to every part of Krazzar’s body took its toll, and he was
crouching down on the ground in agony. He must have hit every joint in his body
within a matter of seconds. His hands were so fast that if the children blinked
they would have missed it. There was no cockiness or dancing around from
Sebastian this time, he was being driven by pure determination and anger. 


Athol managed to
get to his feet again, where he and Elspyth attacked together. Sebastian was
certainly bigger than his brother, and definitely more imposing, but he was
still nothing compared to Athol who towered over everyone. However, none of
this mattered as he caught his swinging sword with his left teum, and produced
a series of hits to his knees and shoulders with the right one. The sheer
amount of strength that he could produce in quick succession was amazing.  


Sebastian
continued as Athol was wobbling on his feet. He gracefully outfought Elspyth in
exchanging teum blows for a few moves, before disarming her with a wallop round
the legs, all the while still blocking a few shots from Athol with his other
hand. 


It seemed too easy
for him. He saw Elspyth getting up off the floor, and this time he flung one
his teums straight at her, while attacking Athol with the other. It smacked her
straight in the head, handle first, and then he shoved Athol halfway across the
floor on his back. Just as he was getting up, Sebastian threw his other dagger
at Athol, which hit him in the same way. Both were almost out cold on the
floor. 


It was no use to
anyone. Krazzar, Elspyth and Athol had all been floored twice in a matter of minutes
and had their teums taken off them, which had been thrown towards the door behind
the children. No matter what they did or how dangerous they were, they finally
realised that they were not going to get the better of the skilful Sebastian. 


He turned round to
see if Anghus had woken up yet and if he was ok. He was about to walk over when
he caught something out of the corner of his eye. Markaeyla had appeared
silently through one of the doors with several of her guards, and she stood
there quite calmly. She showed little emotion, only frowning a little when she
saw her children groaning on the floor after being so easily beaten. Tristan
could see she was still holding the old book that she had earlier shown him,
tucked under her arm. 


‘You petulant
little boy, twiddling your toys about like you’re untouchable,’ said Markaeyla.
She took some joy in being nasty to Sebastian, but he simply stood there and
caught his breath while he retrieved his teums. ‘Are you too afraid of a real
challenge?’ she asked. Markaeyla had still not even taken her arms out of
sleeves and would not have all seemed ready to fight anyone. She had the body of
an older lady, about sixty, and the children thought how dangerous could
someone like that really be in a fight?


Sebastian gave
little thought and ran at her full pelt. Just as he did, as quick as a flash,
she unfolded her arms, dropped the book and reached behind her back to produce
a teum. It followed with a jet burst stream of fire, the biggest the children
had seen so far. She launched her teum across the hall at a terrifying speed and
it hit Sebastian on both ankles, sending him to the ground. 


She casually
walked over to retrieve it. It was different from what the children had seen
before. It was a long wooden type stick, but not like Anghus’. It was almost
completely plain except for a few elegant carvings in the middle, and it was
slightly curved like a bow would be. 


Sebastian had now
got back up and was annoyed at himself for charging in like he did. He now
wanted to test Markaeyla and see if she could take him on. But just as he was
about to lunge forward, he heard a cry from the other side of the hall. 


‘Stop!’ the voice
yelled. He recognised it straight away and halted. It was Argatha. She had
arrived and appeared behind the children from the other door. Almost everyone,
including Markaeyla, gasped. 
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Argatha’s arrival had caught everyone by
surprise. Wearing her usual rugged grey gown, she walked over to Anghus who was
laying on the floor injured. ‘My lad,’ she said to him while stroking his head,
before giving all the children a quick embrace. She looked very relieved that
they were all ok. 


‘What are you
doing here?’ asked Tristan. 


‘You didn’t think
I was going to abandon you when I heard you were in trouble, did you Master
Tristan?’ replied Argatha as she winked. 


‘I thought you
vowed never to return to this place?’ said Tristan. 


‘You three are far
too important. Besides, those I care most about that anyone could threaten me
with, are all in this very room,’ she explained. Just before she got up,
Tristan managed to whisper in her ear what a beenaich really was. He did not
need say anything more, as he could tell that Argatha could now guess
Markaeyla’s intentions just by hearing this alone. 


‘How on earth did
you get here?’ asked Sebastian running over.


‘You really think
you’re the only one who knows their way about the smugglers tunnels my lad?’
said Argatha quite surprisingly. ‘Who do you think helped build them?’ A wry
smile appeared on Sebastian face. 


Elspyth and her
brothers got on their feet and walked behind their mother, not saying a word
and waiting for her instructions. Argatha also walked out in the middle of the
hall to meet Markaeyla. The two had not seen each other for an unimaginable
long time, and naturally they both found it hard to speak at first. Argatha had
a sad but caring look on her face. She reached out and stroked Markaeyla’s
cheek, who closed her eyes in return as they almost teared up. The children
could see that despite what was going on, it was an emotional moment for the
two. 


‘It’s been a long
time, dear wife,’ said Argatha. Charlie and Eve had no idea of their history,
and were surprised when Tristan whispered in their ear. 


‘It certainly has,’
said Markaeyla, choosing not to call it her back. 


‘What are you
doing to these children?’ asked Argatha angrily. Markaeyla simply tutted and
rolled her eyes back. ‘Whatever it is that you seek, however you think they can
help you, they won’t. They’re children, look at them.’ She made Markaeyla look
at Tristan, Charlie and Eve’s faces as they sat there next to Anghus. Muddied,
exhausted and bruised, everything they had been through since the start was all
the result of her actions, and Argatha wanted her to know that. ‘They are not
going to help you,’ she repeated again. 


‘Same old Argatha,
always shying away from what needs to be done for the greater good,’ said
Markaeyla. She now touched her cheek back with her hand. ‘I will do what needs
to be done, a lesson that you never learned,’ she continued quite spitefully.


No one else had really
moved during this whole time, everyone was guessing what was going to happen
next between the two. The occasional whisper did come behind Markaeyla from
Krazzar, subtly telling her to strike down Argatha, though she ignored him.
Meanwhile, Anghus had finally come round and was awake, but in a considerable
amount of pain still. Sebastian was still raring to charge, but he was now
being held back by Eve who shook her head at him. If he was going to listen to
anyone now, it was her. 


‘You’re filled
with such hate and anger, you must let it go,’ said Argatha pleading. A rare
sight emotion then filled Markaeyla’s face. ‘You walked down a path long ago
that I couldn’t follow anymore. Whatever your hatred is, take it out on me and
not these children.’


‘We lived life as
strong women while openly married to each other,’ said Markaeyla, as Argatha
sadly nodded. ‘Through the Romans, the Dark Ages and just about every era there
was and then some. We were despised by the glummies, feared, told to learn our
place. We were chased out of villages because of our union together, and people
refused to accept us for who we were. And yet you ask me to let it go?’


‘I was there too,
remember? I shared all the pain,’ sympathised Argatha. ‘Times have changed,
both we and the gummies have evolved and learned. This hatred must be dropped,
and you have to forgive those people for their mistakes hundreds of years ago.’
She said this softly with as much sincerity as she could. She then turned
slightly sterner and said, ‘but you certainly need not, and will not, use these
children as tools to help you get revenge.’


Markaeyla merely
stood there and erupted with a dark and sinister laugh that filled the entire
hall. No one else saw the funny side of anything that she and Argatha were
talking about. 


‘Oh poor little
Markaeyla, how hurt she was by the tiny little glummies and now she is having a
strop,’ said Markaeyla, continuing to laugh. ‘You really think this is all
about revenge? To get even with them for mistreating me?’ Argatha looked
puzzled. ‘I will admit it will be an added bonus to get even and to ensure no
one gets treated like that again. But it is a bonus only.’


‘Then why?’ asked
Argatha. 


‘We are the
dominant species, my love, we shouldn’t be living here and hiding away like
cowards,’ shouted Markaeyla. ‘We deserve to be up there ruling! There’s a
reason why we live forever, if not to rule over the planet then what else?’
Markaeyla raised her hand in the air with her eyes so wide open that everyone
could see the whites of them. ‘These glummies should be worshipping us, working
for us, and not dictating what happens to this planet. Every part of the
glummie world would be like a finger of my hand, and those that fail to obey or
bend to my rules, I would merely need to make a fist and crush anyone who gets
in our way.’


Tristan was
listening and now realised that Markaeyla’s reasoning to him was just a pack of
lies. It all stemmed from her desire to rule and to dominate. She would say
whatever she needed to accomplish her goal. 


‘The glummies
govern themselves, as do we, it’s an arrangement that works. It certainly does
not give you the right to kidnap innocent children,’ said Argatha. She was still
being very calm and trying to reason with her.


‘I never agreed to
any such arrangement, and the rule of this world will be in the hands of
immortals!’ screeched Markaeyla. ‘I will not live underground and hide away
from lesser beings than myself, and nor should we continue to be controlled by
that pigsty of building called the DM. There are only a select few immies on
the planet that have the wisdom and desire to know what to do, and I alone will
grasp that power. Those children will be useful tools, and they are now mine.’


There was a brief
pause between the two as they decided what was going to happen next. Argatha
did not want any more harm to come to anyone, whether she liked them or not,
but she was resolute and stood strong that the children were coming back with
her. Markaeyla walked towards her and said, ‘move aside now. I shan’t ask a
second time.’


‘Let me make this
quite plain, you are not taking these children,’ fiercely shouted back Argatha,
and showing the first real explosive anger she ever had in front of the
children. Markaeyla paused a little, but then continued walking towards her
with intent. ‘Please don’t, there needn’t be any reason for this,’ pleaded
Argatha a final time.


‘No,’ was the only
response Markaeyla gave. 


‘If you continue
with your course, then I will stop you,’ said Argatha. The children looked up
as she spoke and stared in amazement and what happened next. The huge roar of
fire went right over their heads as Argatha produced the exact same teum as
Markaeyla. Spinning it over her head and resting it on her shoulder, she stuck
out an arm to prepare herself just in case. This appeared to be her fighting
stance.  


Markaeyla merely
stood there and laughed as loud as she could, echoing round the great hall.
‘When was the last time you fought anyone?’ she said. 


‘Old habits die
hard, my love,’ said Argatha. 


The children
simply stood and watched with everyone else. No one even thought about trying
to escape, as they were not going to leave Argatha behind after all that had
happened. The children thought that the two of them had the bodies of old
women, and they surely could not fight overly hard. Not even Markaeyla’s family
or her guards moved much, they were just as much intrigued at what was going to
happen as anyone. 


Markaeyla, still
with her teum in her hand, stared long and hard at Argatha and walked straight
at her as if expecting to bump past. To her surprise, Argatha swung her teum
with real power at her, forcing her to block the shot with her own. As the two
teums connected for the first time, sparks and flashes of fire burst out around
the hall with such force that the windows all smashed. Tiny shards of glass had
now rained down. Markaeyla looked shocked, it was as if she had not really
believed that Argatha was going to do what she promised. She stared back at her
one more time and screwed up her face, before lashing out with her own teum. 


Strike after
strike they blocked each other, with neither gaining the upper hand. They held
their teums right in the middle so they could attack with both ends, but no one
landed a single blow. Both of them could anticipate each other’s moves. 


The children
stared on and saw more random flashes of light when their weapons hit each
other hard enough, though they had no idea why. They were in utter disbelief of
how skilled they were, and they definitely did not look or move like they were
old. There probably was not a single person in the room who could have challenged
any of them, not even Sebastian. 


Argatha and
Markaeyla moved with such grace and style that it was a scary sight to behold.
They constantly moved round in circles, then back and forth, all the while
striking and swinging their teums at any body part they could. But still
neither of them could land a blow. The speed at which they went was incredible,
and the power they could put into a hit could have smashed through a brick wall
the children thought. 


‘Neither of us are
going to win, stop this madness!’ said Argatha. She was out of breath as they
both paused for a few seconds. 


‘This doesn’t end
with any of you leaving,’ shouted back Markaeyla, as they resumed fighting. 


Teums were swung
low on the ground but feet spritely hopped about. They swung for the chest but
both women lunged backwards to show how athletic they really were, and ducked
underneath them. Strikes continued to be blocked with one end of a teum, then a
counter attacked with the other end.


Charlie and Eve
looked concerned, as suddenly Argatha moved backwards and stumbled on the old
book that Markaeyla had dropped earlier. She lost her footing and then tripped
on her own gown, throwing her off balance. Markaeyla immediately took advantage
without hesitation and produced a number of devastatingly rapid strikes, with
one or two finally landing on her hip and stomach. Argatha managed to grab
Markaeyla’s teum with her bare hand, taking the pain on her skin, before
grabbing her by her clothes and lifting her up in the air with one hand. She
threw her across the floor, while the children stared on and were mesmerised at
the strength these two seemingly old women had. 


The little slip had
lost the quick-fire flow to the duel. In desperate anger, Markaeyla got herself
up and charged forward, but Argatha managed to retrieve her teum and was able
to inflicted powerful strikes to her. One struck her thigh and another one in her
rib. 


Such was the force
that was generated when they hit, a few blows did lasting damage to one
another. The pain was very obvious on their faces and they began to tire,
losing the earlier rhythm. Both were now managing to get the odd blows in. Markaeyla
was able to catch the face of Argatha, causing an illuminous scar to light up
her cheek, while in return she was grazed to the neck with the same injury. 


Staring on was
Sebastian, who could not watch Argatha get hurt anymore, even if there was no
clear winner at this point. He rushed in to help her, only for Argatha to hold
her teum right at the very end and sweep in low on the ground to knock him off
his feet. Athol thought the same in regards to his own mother, and rushed in
only to be met with the same fate. He too was struck right off his feet. It
appeared none of this was done in anger, but neither wanted anyone else
involved. It was a personal duel. 


Both briefly
stopped again and took chance to catch their breath. They were only an arm’s
length from each other, close enough to see the sweat and tears. 


‘This is not
getting us anywhere, no one can win. Please stop!’ said Argatha. ‘You’re
scaring me, I do not want to see you injured my love,’ she continued. Argatha
stretched out her hand and wiped one of the grazes that she had caused on
Markaeyla’s neck. The children looked on and thought this was extremely risky, as
she could have attacked her at any time, but even now they still had not the
full knowledge of the bond they had shared. Markaeyla closed her eyes and
allowed her to touch her, with tears rolling down her cheeks. 


‘I wanted nothing
more than to be with you,’ she whispered while upset.


‘I still share
that feeling even now,’ replied Argatha.


‘You must see the
logic in the greater good of us ruling, think of all the other Argathas and
Markaeylas who need not be terrorised again. I implore you, for us.’ 


This time it was
Markaeyla who was desperately pleading. Argatha sighed deeply as her hand
lowered from Markaeyla’s face, and slowly flicked one her buttons on her gown
on the way down. She finally embraced that no matter what she did, Markaeyla
was never going to change her ways, the hatred had festered inside of her too
long. Argatha took a step back and raised her teum up on her shoulder again,
with her hand out ready, although this time there was a look of despair in her
face. 


‘You would welcome
such people in society, but you make others feel like strangers, like those
poor workers outside this castle,’ said Argatha. ‘You would change one
imperfect society for another. Let the glummies figure it out, like we did.’


Markaeyla’s face merely
filled with more rage as she did not get the answer she wanted. The fighting
continued once more with both of them screaming when being hit. Their gowns had
torn in places, they had burn marks on their body from where both had skidding
along the floor, and bits of dirt were being rubbed off on their faces. It was
the likes of a duel that had not taken place in Baradoohn for age. 


As they continued
fighting, more and more of Markaeyla’s guards and house staff piled into the
room from both ends. Dozens appeared, which made Athol and Krazzar smiled with
glee as the numbers kept ever stacking in their favour. They clearly thought
that no matter happened, no matter who won, no one was going to be leaving the
castle under any circumstances. It would have been impossible. 


Markaeyla let out
a loud scream and gathered every bit of energy and power she had in her body,
and jumped up with scary burst of never-ending blows to Argatha. One after one,
she had to block them away, but there were too many. On the final blow,
Markaeyla spun round and struck her right behind the legs as her teum fell and
rolled out of her hands. Argatha appeared beaten and defenceless. 


‘You know, I was
always better,’ panted Markaeyla. 


Argatha had begun
scurrying backwards on her hands. ‘Perhaps,’ she replied. 


‘I need not hurt
you more. Take your idiotic sons and leave, but the children stay here,’ said
Markaeyla. ‘Their skills will be vital. They will be persuaded, whatever the
cost.’ She looked at the children who were sat on the floor with Anghus, all
with blank looks on their faces for some reason that she could not fathom. 


Argatha was
allowed to get to her feet as Markaeyla relaxed her teum. She stood there and
randomly laughed, as all the guards and everyone else looked on in bemusement. 


‘What is so funny?
I could change my mind you know,’ said Markaeyla. ‘Leave this place!’ 


Argatha merely
continued laughing as she spoke, seemingly not having a care that she had been
beaten and stood there defenceless. She finally composed herself and stopped.


 ‘Did you really
think I’d come here with only a teum to defend myself?’ she said. Markaeyla
looked on puzzled. ‘Fighting does not solve everything, my love, keeping your
wits about you does. Something that you always fell short on.’


‘Stop this
silliness! Do you want me to make their time any more uncomfortable than I can
already make it?’ Markaeyla screamed as she pointed to the children while looking
in their direction. 


‘Look again,’
simply said Argatha. Markaeyla snapped her head round and saw the children,
Anghus, Sebastian and Finyella, all vanish right in front of her eyes. She saw
them, and then she did not, as if they disintegrated. ‘The children left some
time ago I’m afraid,’ continued Argatha, very calmly now. 


Markaeyla launched
her teum straight at Argatha with a deadly strike to her head, enough to be
lethal, but it passed right through her. Again and again she swung it, but like
a ghost, it just went through her. 


‘You’re hitting
thin air. I’m not even here anymore. It’s all in your head dear,’ said Argatha.
‘Someone as powerful as you should know when you’ve been had.’


‘Impossible! No
immie can trix me, not against my power,’ cried out Markaeyla. She had now
painfully realised that she was indeed being trixed; Argatha had planted the
ultimate illusion in her head. It became obvious to her that at some point
during the fight, Argatha and the children had left. 


It was not just
her, however, as Athol, Krazzar and every guard in the great hall had all been
trixed as well, and stood there in total disbelief as these people vanished. 


‘How did
you…when…’ Markaeyla struggled to get her words out. She could not believe that
so many people could have been trixed at the same time, least of all her, which
she thought was impossible. 


The image she saw
of Argatha slowly walked over to her and kissed her on the forehead, before
saying, ‘I wished you no harm at all, my love. I truly didn’t. This is where we
say goodbye again. Sìth agus Alba.' Markaeyla saw Argatha disappear from her
very eyes, and as she looked down at the floor, so did the old book she had
thrown down. 


Markaeyla screamed
in anger and lashed her teum down on the floor. She began running across the
hall in a futile effort to chase after something that was not even there. 


She had not got
far when a herd of people rushed in, as dozens of peelerpots and Ministerial Guards
now crammed the area in their colourful uniforms. No one stood in their way or
tried to make any trouble - there were far too many of them. 


Elspyth looked on
and saw that the small group of peelerpots she had bribed earlier, had been
caught. They had been stripped of their hats and cloaks and were wearing
handcuffs.


‘Markaeyla, you
stand charged with kidnapping three glummie children, have you anything to
say?’ said one of the head Ministerial Guards.


She stood there
and did not make eye contact with anyone. She uttered only one word before she
was taken away, ‘beenies.’
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The children were sat back at Argatha’s
cottage. Although tired and overwhelmed by everything they had experienced,
they finally had a feeling of relief that they were safe. Next to them sat
Anghus, Tristan and Albert, who had made his way back to the cottage some time
ago. Finyella insisted on departing halfway and went back to The Speak Easy, to
sort out the damage and reunite herself with her trusty staff. 


They sat and drank
tea and gobbled as many sandwiches as they could. It had been a roller-coaster
journey for them, even after they left the castle. But after a run, a horse
ride, and a train, they safely made it back to familiar surroundings. They
passed the peelerpots and Ministerial Guards on their way out, and they knew no
one was going to be chasing after them. They had been back at the cottage for
several hours now, recuperating. 


‘Where did all those
peelerpots come from as we passed them?’ said Charlie


‘It’s been a long
time, but I still hold a little influence in the DM and I presented some
evidence their way,’ began to explain Argatha. ‘I’m ashamed to say they were
less concerned with the danger to three glummie children, but more worried about
someone challenging their authority. Although I didn’t know Markaeyla’s full
plan, I know her too well and guessed it would have something to do with ruling
topside. The DM made a rare exception and decided to act immediately when I
highlighted the urgency. They agreed to stop mucking about with paperwork this
once.’


‘I don’t
understand, how were we able just to walk out like that? No one even blinked an
eye,’ said Tristan still flabbergasted. 


‘Yes, how did
you?’ groaned Anghus in pain still. 


‘It was difficult,
but I trixed her and everyone else,’ explained Argatha. ‘They were all seeing
things that were not there as we made our escape; they merely saw an image of
you sat where you were. It all became an illusion inside their heads.’ 


‘But I thought it
was impossible to mind trix another immie like that. Wouldn’t Markaeyla’s mind
be far too disciplined?’ asked Tristan, desperate to know the answer. 


‘I’m a little
older than Markaeyla, something I never told her,’ said Argatha. She began to dab
the scratches on her face with a cloth. ‘My teacher was the oldest immie that
ever lived. Sadly, he was killed, but he taught me that it was still possible
to trix very powerful people.’


‘How did you do
it?’ asked Sebastian. ‘You never told me you could do that? The skill that must
have taken.’


‘One doesn’t have
to brag about one’s abilities,’ said Argatha. This was a lesson the children
thought she had tried to teach Sebastian for a long time. ‘But it was
accomplished by catching her off guard and provoking extraordinary powerful emotions
from her. I needed her to remember the times we had, to confuse her, and force
a mixture of thoughts to race inside her mind.’ Everyone was now listening
intently, except Albert who fell asleep. ‘By fighting her as well, it made her
lack discipline in other areas of her mind, but even then it was difficult. Ultimately,
it would work on her and transfer to those around her. My old teacher said it
would only ever work once on someone so powerful, as their mind would never
again have such a lapse in concentration. They would discipline their mind
entirely, which is what I expect Markaeyla is doing as we speak. I’ll never be
able to do that again.’


‘Where do you
suppose she is now?’ wondered Eve. 


‘My sources told
me that she is under house arrest, awaiting trial for everything she has
caused,’ said Sebastian. He was still rubbing his ankles from where Argatha
swiped at him earlier.


‘Does that mean we
are safe?’ asked Eve. 


‘For now, little
one, for now,’ said Argatha. 


Tristan sat there
taking everything all in. He did not quite look like he was overly angry at Markaeyla,
after learning what she and Argatha had been through. Some part of him began to
feel sorry for her, and he even acknowledged that some of what she was trying
to do, may have actually had a positive effect on his world. But at what cost,
he asked himself?


‘I can’t even
begin to imagine what you and Markaeyla went through all those years?’ said
Tristan to Argatha. She merely sat there and smiled, while she leant over and
held his hand. 


‘Try not to pity
me Master Tristan, we were never one of kind or unique in any way,’ she said.
‘There were plenty more people out there who suffered the same as we did; their
path was no different I’m afraid.’


‘If you don’t mind
me asking, what did drive you apart?’ asked Tristan. 


‘Oh, it’s been
ever such a long time since I have discussed it,’ said Argatha. Tristan
understood better than anyone, and he was about to say sorry and move on when
Argatha decided to continue. ‘Myself and Markaeyla had a different approach to
dealing with the discrimination we experienced.’


‘Were you really
chased out of villages? Was there really that much hatred?’ asked Eve.


‘I’m afraid so,’
said Argatha. ‘And back in those days, discrimination was a lot more violent
than it is now.’


‘How awful,’ said
all three children at once. 


‘As you can
probably tell by now, Markaeyla had two goals,’ said Argatha. ‘She wished for
immies to rule over glummies, and more nobly, she wanted to eradicate any
prejudice and intolerance against people in the same situation that we were
in.’


‘But surely that’s
a good thing?’ said Charlie. 


‘Unfortunately,
she believed it must be achieved through any means possible, including extreme violence,’
said Markaeyla. ‘Her two goals became so intertwined, and she believed that
achieving one ultimately accomplished the other.’


‘When wishes
become obsessions, it can make that person very unpredictable indeed,’ said
Anghus, whose pain was slowly getting better. 


The children sat
there and took it all in. All three began to think how a person who experienced
so much tragedy, and where one of their goals was very noble indeed, could
transform into such a dangerous person. They all felt for Markaeyla in a
strange way, and there was some sorrow for her. However, their pity was
restrained, as they all fully believed that she would have done anything she
needed with them to achieve her objective, and that meant harming them or
anyone else. The children thought she was indeed an incredibly dangerous person
who wanted power above all else. 


‘Years ago, Markaeyla
tried to align herself with powerful people; kings, politicians and influential
individuals,’ continued Argatha. ‘All this was in order to try and change the
way society treated people like us. Those who loved someone of the same sex, or
people of different coloured skin, or any group that was different from the so
called labelled ‘norm’ back then, Markaeyla admirably tried to convince leaders
to make up new laws and practices to protect us.’


‘I take it that
didn’t work?’ said Tristan. 


‘Unfortunately,
glummies were less evolved centuries ago compared to now,’ said Argatha. ‘I’m
sorry, I meant to say that they were less socially accepting than they are
now.’ The children listened on, although they knew fine well what Argatha meant
and that in fact that such prejudice still existed. ‘Every leader she talked to
refused, which only enraged Markaeyla further. She couldn’t do it normally, so
she began to trix those people instead and do it that way. That was round about
the time when the DM was formed and made strict laws for us not to interfere in
glummie affairs, in other words, Markaeyla’s actions were now illegal.’


‘Well what did you
do?’ asked Eve. 


‘I went the other
way,’ said Argatha. ‘I was not as aggressive. I believed that time was the best
weapon we had to fight intolerance. I wanted to calmly and patiently fight our
corner. But I mainly focused my time on supporting those who were already
affected by the ignorance of others. I create support networks and offered
sanctuary where I could.’


‘That was an
admirable thing to do,’ said Charlie very impressed. 


‘Well I wasn’t the
only one doing it,’ said Argatha. ‘But Markaeyla believed I should be more
forceful and violent if needed, to spur on change, but I disagreed. Anger,
spitefulness and rage all built up inside her, and who could blame her? She
wanted more and more control over the glummie world. As you know, I didn’t feel
that was the right way to go, and it was the most heart-breaking decision I
ever had to make to leave her.’


The children
looked on with sad faces, and they could not picture loving someone for a
thousand years and having to leave them, albeit for the right reasons.


‘Markaeyla was
born from wealth, and with immies, there is an innate hatred for anyone else
that isn’t. She thinks such people are beneath her,’ said Anghus butting in. He
could see Argatha was slightly upset as she never really spoke of her
relationship much. ‘It is true that Markaeyla would indeed help some groups who
may be marginalised, but she fails to understand that at the same time she
would swipe away others. Those without status, without wealth, or a proper
education, she looks down upon and believes their rightful place is firmly
beneath her and others like her. Prejudice and intolerance would never be far
from them if she had her way.’


Everyone in the
cottage sat there still eating and drinking away, but there was somewhat of a
sombre mood filling the cottage. It did not seem right to celebrate or sit
around and be happy. After learning more about how the troubles of others led
to such dangerous consequences, they felt a mixture of overwhelming emotions. 


Argatha managed to
compose herself and sip on her tea. ‘Markaeyla is a very rich woman with a lot
of friends in high places,’ she said. ‘For now, she is being guarded until she
is tried in our courts, but who knows what will happen.’


Argatha sat with
Markaeyla’s old book on her lap. Tristan had now explained to her what it was
and what she had revealed to him in more detail. She now had time to give some
parts a good read. 


‘So is it true?
Are we beenaichs?’ asked Tristan. ‘Are we really going to live for that long?’


With a heavy face Argatha
answered, ‘yes, it would seem so.’


‘Why are you so
sad though?’ asked Eve. ‘I’m happy about it. Think of all the things I get to
do with that extra time.’


‘I honestly hoped
you would not need to be connected to our world after all of this, but sadly I
don’t think that will happen,’ said Argatha as she sighed. ‘Rumours have
already spread amongst the cobbles about what beenaichs really are, and who
they are. You’re beginning to become known.’


‘Surely it can’t
be all bad for us, living a few extra years, or a few hundred?’ asked Charlie.
Argatha leaned forward and gently held her head with a compassionate stare.


‘Living a long
time will have its drawbacks, but I won’t get into that just now,’ she said
slowly. ‘But looking in your eyes now, and how your injuries have all healed so
fast, we would do well to take what Markaeyla and this book says as truth. It
is true, there is something mysterious in all your eyes, something that sets
you apart from other glummies. It’s something I should have seen from the
beginning, and for that, you have my deepest apologies.’ 


The children believed
such an apology was never needed as Argatha had done everything she could to
help them, and rescued them when it mattered the most. They could see that she
felt embarrassed with herself so they surrounded her and gave her the comfiest
and most grateful hug she had ever received. 


‘So what do we do
now?’ said Charlie. 


‘Nothing, for now,’
said Argatha. ‘Go and live your life the way you want to live it, and make it a
good one!’ she smiled. 


‘Do we not have
some sort of purpose, as beenaichs I mean?’ said Tristan. 


‘Listen closely
all of you,’ said Argatha getting their full attention. ‘There are no such
things as chosen ones, nor is there any silly prophecy to fulfil. You
are you. And you’re not expected to do anything as beenaichs, and nor should
you be. However, I do believe our paths will cross again, as I unfortunately
predict you may be mixed up in immies affairs in the future. But nothing is for
certain.’


‘Why?’ asked all
three. 


‘There are other
powerful fanatics out there, besides Markaeyla, who have heard who you are,’
said Argatha. ‘It would appear that beenaichs, or beenies, as Tristan so
eloquently put it, are so rare and a once in a thousand lifetimes occurrence,
according to this very rare book that Markaeyla had. Though I don’t expect
anything will happen anytime soon, we all need to keep our wits about us. And I
suspect when you’re older that the DM will want to make contact with you. To
them, you are now very important people. 


‘We didn’t seem
before,’ said Tristan. 


‘Well said lad,
but you are to us even if you weren’t beenaichs,’ said Anghus.


Tristan had half
expected something like this on their travels back to the cottage. He suspected
that someone else might want to exploit him and sisters in the future, as he
knew there were other people hell bent on ruling glummies. He also had a
feeling that given the potential trixes that he and his sisters may possess, the
DM would want to learn more about them. For now though, he did not care, his
family was safe. 


‘Do you really
think we will all develop trixes?’ asked Charlie to everyone.


‘I had a sneaky
look at the book as well, and it says that you will,’ said Sebastian. ‘Potentially
more powerful than any immie. You won’t even need to be overly disciplined or
learn them for a very long, for some reason they will naturally come to you.’


‘I’m not sure how
I feel about having one to be honest,’ said Charlie. 


‘I wouldn’t worry,
we all develop certain abilities do we not?’ said Argatha. ‘Some glummies excel
at arithmetic or literacy, others can paint wonderful pictures. Whatever trix
you may have, I’m sure you will learn to use them responsibly. Or chose not to
use them at all.’


The children sat
there and pondered this. If they could put images into people’s head or read
random thoughts in their minds, they would need to learn how to use it
responsibly. 


‘This book appears
to have been written a long time ago,’ interrupted Anghus with a cautious tone.
‘I’m not saying it is misleading, but it would be wise to be sceptical about
all of this and treat each thing as it comes. We don’t know what trix you may
development, if at all, or how strong it will be. Let’s just wait and find out,
rather than plan anything.’


‘I very much
agree,’ said Argatha. ‘We’ll always been here to help you, we’re not going
anywhere.’


‘On that note, it’s
time we get you home and back where you belong,’ said Anghus as he struggled
getting up, though he insisted in walking the children back. They said goodbye
to Sebastian, and Eve gave him a great big hug. He was someone she was
definitely going to miss a lot. 


‘Will you still be
here tomorrow? Now that some immies know where you live?’ said Charlie. 


‘My location and
it’s secret have been discovered, but I’ve decided it’s time to stop running,’
said Argatha. ‘In exchange for the DM’s urgent help with Markaeyla, and for
technically breaking the law by exposing you to our world, I’ve agreed to join the
Ministry from time to time. Purely on an advisory role. But, I suppose, I’m no
longer afraid if people know where I live.’


‘I don’t think
you’re a person we are ever likely to forget,’ said Tristan. 


‘Ah, I’ll drop in
from time to time. But you might not see me,’ said Argatha with a wink. ‘I’m
not the best at goodbyes children, so come here before tears start rolling.’
Tristan, Charlie and Eve ran up to Argatha and gave her a warm hug, and no more
words were spoken. It was the only goodbye they needed to give. 


They all took a
final look at the cottage and wondered if they really would see it and Argatha
again. Albert came to the door as they were leaving and raised his paw, which
they knew was as much they were going to get from him. 


They all raised
their hands and said, ‘Sìth agus Alba.’ Argatha and Sebastian smiled on as they
had mastered it with excellent pronunciation at last, and they duly shouted it
back to them.  


‘A complicated
life awaits them, mother,’ said Sebastian quietly as the children walked away. 


‘I fear danger is
not going to be far away from them in the near future,’ she whispered back. ‘For
now, let them recuperate and dream away. Let them come to terms with what
happened, but we must be ready to protect them. This is only the beginning.’
Sebastian nodded in agreement. 


‘You are aware
that Tristan is adopted?’ said Sebastian. ‘It is no coincidence that they are
all beenaichs, as they are strictly not related.’


‘Yes I know. I
dare say they will soon find out their true heritage soon enough,’ said Argatha
mysteriously. 


Anghus walked the
children through the woods but no longer needed his lantern as it was a lovely
bright morning. Everyone had longed for the ground they walked on to be lit up
by the sun rather than overhanging lights. They soon reached the edge of the wood
and could see their Aunt and Uncle’s farm.


‘Even if we do
live to be three hundred, you’re one of the best friends someone could ever
have,’ said Tristan to Anghus, shaking his hand.


‘Thank you so much
for everything you have done, we would not have made it this far,’ said Charlie,
kissing him on the cheek. Eve gave another one of her great big hugs. They set
off for the farm and gave one final wave goodbye, before Anghus disappeared
into the wood as quickly as he first ever appeared. 


‘Oh by the way, Aunt
Liz knows,’ randomly said Eve, much to her brother and sister’s surprise. ‘She
knows everything, just go along with it.’


‘Nothing should
surprise us anymore,’ said Tristan and Charlie together. They decided to just make
it up as they went. 


As they walked
through the fields holding each other’s hands, they did not say a word for the
final short journey back. They were happy enough to be seeing real sunlight and
breathing fresh air. They all just began to remember what they had been through
on their incredible adventure, and all the unique individuals they had met. 


They finally made
it back into the farm house when they saw Aunt Liz, Uncle Art and Sergeant
Dougal calmly sitting and having tea together. However, there was something
they did not expect. No one jumped out of their chair to shout at them or ask
where they had been, or even why their clothes were torn or muddied through.
Everyone sat there calmly as ever. 


‘Good morning
everyone,’ said Uncle Arthur who smiled as normal. ‘Did you enjoy it?’ he asked



‘Err, enjoy what?’
said Tristan confused. 


‘Your fishing and
camping trip,’ said Uncle Arthur. ‘Sergeant Dougal here tells me your school
planned it weeks ago but you just forgot to tell me. I hope it was ok. I think
you all need showers.’ The sergeant and Aunt Liz merely sat there and hid their
slight laughter. ‘Did you make any new friends on your trip?’


‘Something like
that,’ they all said together. 


Sergeant Dougal
did not stay long and said his goodbyes to everyone, as he had only come by to
do his usual rounds and catch up with the community. He put his hat back on and
gave the children a stare, which hinted that he knew the whole story. Before he
left, he turned round and handed something to Charlie. 


‘Oh, I believe
this belongs to you hen. I think you must have left it at school,’ he said,
while giving a long stare and a wink. Charlie opened up an envelope that he had
given to her. She tore it open and found inside the very ring that she had bet
while playing Kuzzle. Alongside it was a handwritten note that simply said


‘Amaideach amadan. Honour amongst
thieves. Oswyn.’


‘Do you know what
it means?’ asked Sergeant Dougal. 


‘Oh yes,’ she
smiled, ‘completely.’ 


Sergeant Dougal
said his goodbyes and left, while the children collapsed on the sofa in a heap.
Even a week of sleeping would still not of allowed them to recover properly.  


‘Right, upstairs
you go and get washed. We can all sit down and have breakfast together,’ said
Aunt Liz. 


‘There’s one thing
I need to do before we go anywhere Aunt Liz,’ said Tristan. 


‘Very well doll,
off you go,’ she replied.


Tristan took his
sisters out the room and into the library where they sat down. Charlie offered
no sarcastic response, and Eve did not get lost into a new adventure. Tristan
took a deep breath and finally said, ‘we need to all speak about Mum and Dad.’ Everyone
nodded in agreement. 


 


 


The end











The
official rule book of KUZZLE


 


One plays Kuzzle at their own risk. The
creators take no responsibility or have any guilt towards those who cannot pay
their debts, even if this involves loss of limb. Many Tudors, Stewarts and
Edwardians have tried unsuccessfully to take the creators to the Divisional
Ministry, but they have failed. 


 


When betting, items or money cannot be
‘promised’ or given at a later date. All players must show proof of their items
or money at the time of playing. 


 


You will need 6 dice per player, a shaker
and a pack of cards (1’s to 6’s only).


 


1. Each player has 6 dice and a shaker.
Everyone rolls at the same time, covering up their dice with their shaker so no
one else can see. 


 


2. Players add up their dice and begin
silently thinking what other players may have. 


 


3. Each player takes it in turn to state
out loud what they think the total number of all the dice on the table is,
including their own. The last player to do this may have an advantage, as they
can alter their guess based on what the others have said.


 


4. First round of betting. Each
player bets something, so as when there is an eventual winner, he or she
receives everything. The first player to bet sets the level of what the others
players must match, in value or worth. Any money or physical item can be used
in a bet. Even knowledge or information can be used, though. there be warnings
to the player who bets knowledge that they do not have. 


 


5. Take a card from the pack and place it
down in the middle. Whatever the number of the card (1s to 6s) that number
wipes out all the dice on the table that has the same number. The total of all
dice will thereafter change. 


 


6. Players take another turn in stating
their guess of the total number of all dices out loud. Reverse order this time.



 


7. Second round of betting. Reverse
order. 


 


8. Second card taken from pack and
placed in middle. Same rules apply. 


 


9. Players take final turn in stating
their guess out loud. After the last player does so, everyone removes their
shakers at the same time. Typically, the last player counts up the total of all
the dice. The player who has guessed correctly, or has the nearest guess, wins.



 


In the event of a draw, either two players
or more guessing correctly or being equally as close, those players merely roll
a dice each and the highest number wins. 
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