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SERIAL 9B

The second story of the thirty-second season was filmed fourth,
again with Gerry Nation and Terry Davis as producers. Its showing
was moved up several weeks because it followed up on several plot
elementsintroduced by the previousstory, The Graveyard of Time.
There was some stress over rushing the filming of seven episodesin
arow, but the producersfelt thefinal product stood up well to critical
viewing.

Smaointe (Reflections)... wasfilmed onlocationin Ireland, and
was completed on schedule in four weeks; this despite poor weather
which hampered production. It premiered as scheduled on Sunday,
September 29, 1993 at 7:30 p.m. on BBCL. Building on the success of
The Graveyard of Time, the first episode netted ratings of 10.2
millionviewers.

Editor’sNote: To pronouncethetitle of thisstory, say it asfollows:
“ Sma-ween-chu” . This word is Gaelic for “ Thoughts” or
“ Reflections” . This story was single-handedly responsible for
introducing meto thewoman who would become my wife, so obvioudy
it retainsasignificant placein my heart.
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By James Bow

“Eist lemo chroi, Go bronach a choich.”
(Listen to my heart, the futureis sorrowful)
—Enya Brennan

rantically. He stood up, moving dowly with the stiffness of

age, dipped past hisdeeping wife, stepped between the pallets

where hiskinsmen and various of hisnobleslay and strodeto the door
of his house. Cathbad and his apprentices were waiting for him.

Eamon, nearest the door, woke up and rubbed aweary hand over
his bearded jaw. Thiswasthe main reason he hated having to pay his
duty visitsto the chief’ shousehold: therewas awaysso much coming
and going, and hewasalight slegper. Without meaning to eavesdrop,
he listened to the conversation.

“Athair,” said the Chieftaininfriendly greeting. “ A bheil feareigin
cearr?’ Cathbad'seyeswerewidewith fury and horror and hishands
clenched his peppered hair. The Chieftain had to grip him by the
shoulder. “ Cathbad, what's the matter?’

“Conchobar.” The priest was so agitated, he could hardly get the
words out. “This is the night before Beltane. You know it's been
commanded that all the land be dark.” For amoment, the Druid was
speechless, and then he pointed at the horizon. “Look!”

Off in the distance, in defiance of dl tradition and the spirits of the
world, abonfireburned onahilltop. Conchobar blanched, butit didn’t teke
himlongtoguesswhowasresponsible. “ Padraigagain! Alwayshemanages
to defy the spirits.” Under hisbregth, so that the Druid would not heer, he
sad, “Maybethis new God he preachesfor is protecting him.”

“If that bonfire burns until sunrise, then the power of the spirits may
well bebroken,” said Cathbad urgently. “We have to do something!”

“Send people to put it out!” Conchobar replied.

“We have, but | don't think they’ Il makeitintime. My priestsare
gathering at the shrine to try and placate the spirits.” He stared at
Conchaobar in fear. “Who knows what thiswill mean for us?’

The Chieftain and hisDruids stared at the bonfire. It wasinvisible
now against the bright dawn sky, but its smoke could be seen. Beside
thefire, the silhouette of arobed figure stood.

Eamon had seen enough; hetook hisreed-flute and hissmall harp
and dipped out of the chieftain’s house.

Hewatched the distant bonfirefromtheedge of thevillage. Severa
men reached it, scattered it and smothered it, but the sun had pushed
over the horizon moments before. Padraig had disappeared before
that. Eamon felt an added weight placed over hisweary broad shoulders.
Hefelt he had to do something, but what?

Anideastruck him. Heleft thevillagebehind ashetrudged south, over
thehilly meadowstoasmall forest. Thejourney took him severd minutes,
and hdfway therehestopped and glanced back. Thepeopleof Bailenatraigh
dumbered below himintheir round, thatched houses, unawareof thegrest
blow that hadjust been struck against their way of life. Eamon’smeancholy
deepened and heresumed histrek.

Hehesitated before entering theforest, fear tugging at hisheart. He
consoled himself that it was now wel| after dawn, and one could travel
safely through the grovesif onewas careful. After another moment’s
hesitation, he walked between the trees.

Ashetrudged through the shadowy forest, his nerves continued to
tingle. Stray sounds made himlook behind him; dark shadowsforced
himto detour. But the Fair Folk decided to let him pass, and hefinally
reached aclearing in themiddle of theforest.

Thedearingcould becrossadineight paces. A narrow sSreammeandered
attheedge. Inthecentrelay acircleof stones, each about half theheight of
aman. Thelr regularity was no natura phenomenon. Though somewhat

-I-he Chieftain woke with a start. The voice called him again
f
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eroded, Eamon could till seethelinesdepicting smpleanimal shapesand
stylized humanfacescarvedintothesdeof thetabletsfacingintothering.
He did not know how long this stone circle had been abandoned, but it
must havebeen herealongwhilefor it to beforgotteninthesongsandtales.
Either that or it hadn’t been of much importance.

But it ill harboured power, like dl stone circles and other places of
veneration. For fear of that power Cathbad had warned him to avoid this
place. Eamon knew hewastaking arisk in coming here, but he had to do
something. Asayoung bard of only afew years standinginthevillage, he
certainly wouldn't be dlowed to do thisin the regular shrines or stone
circlesthe Druids used.

Hehad to addressthe spirits. But now hewashere, hehad noideahow
toget ther attention. Eamon knew the spiritswereever-present, sometimes
menacing and away's dangerous, so he had to proceed with caution. To
have any hope of enlisting their aid, in fact to have any hope of surviving
once he got their atention, he had to placate them.

First there had to be a sacrifice. He cradled his small harp in his
hands, then after a moment’s hesitation, he knelt beside the stream
and reverently placed the instrument in the water. He watched sadly
asit floated away. That harp had been hisfather’s, who had received
it from hisfather before him. Eamon sighed, and then knelt besidetwo
stones at the edge of thecircle.

He took a deep bresth. He knew only one way to placate the spirits.
Hetook up hisfluteand played asoft tune. The noteslilted acrossthe il
arlikeagentlebreeze. Asheplayed, it wasasthough therest of theforest
stoppedtolisten. Eventhebirdsheld their sngingin deference. Whenthe
tune was over, he let a minute of slence lapse, then chose to play a
different tune, but with asmilar soft melody.

When hewas done, he debated whether the gods needed any more
placating. Just to be safe, he sang them a song.

Eist lemo chroai,
Go Bronach a choich.
Ag cacineadh ar an uaigneas mor Na deora,
go bronach,

Na gcodladh ins an uaigh ghlas chiuin
Faoi shuimhneas go domhain.
Smaointe, ar an la,

Raibh sibh ar mo thaobh
Ag inse scell
Ar an doigh a bhi. Iscuimhin lioman la,
Gan gha'sghan ghruaim.

Bigi liomsa i gconai La's oich.

When hefinished, theair remained till. It felt asthough the entire
forest wasattending closely, waiting for him to speak. Eamon mustered
his courage, and stated his case.

“Gracious spirits,” he began, gpesking to the stonesbeforehim, to the
treesaswell, and to the very grass, for the spiritswerein dl thesethings.
“Last night, Padraig of Britain burned abonfire when dl theland should
have been dark. He hasbeen defying you ever sncehe cameto our land,
telling men and women to forsake your worship and believeingead ina
man caled Chrigt. My Chieftain hasnot been abletodo muchagaingt him,
for Padraigislucky, and hehasd so converted anumber of ustohissde.”

Eamon pausad for breeth, wishing hecould find better, stronger words.
Butinthissacred place, hisfluency asabard had deserted him. Therewas
nothing to do but spesk on.

“| fear Padraig. All my lifel’ ve heard tles of invaderslanding on our
shores, driving usback from thefertile plainsinto the stony hillsand then
farther il into thesewesternides. And | seehim asno different. Unlike
the Romans, hehaskilled no one, but just likethe Romans, he'sasking us
to change the way wethink, and in many places, heiswinning the day.

“1 am calling upon you to help us push back this invader. Please
understand: | am not asking that the centuries of our long retreat be
reversed, dl | want isfor my peopleto beleft in peace. Help us, or |
fear that our way of life may soon disappear.”

Hehesitated, then finished with wordsthat might come dangerously
closeto blagphemy: “ Do something, please, or more and more people

will not believe in your powers. They will forget you.”

Eamon took a deep, shaky breath, and waited. For amoment, the
air remained unnaturally still, then something began to happen. At
first he wasn't sureif it was his imagination, but the buzzing in his
earsintensified. Then he realized the noise wasin the air al around
him. The air was vibrating with power.

He waited, filled with fear and delight, unsure whether he had
caused the gods to act, or if he had offended them. Still the energy
built up, and except for the noise hefelt noill effect. It built and built
- then suddenly, with a clap of thunder, it dispersed. He gasped in
anticipation.

Eamon stood staring at the silent stones and trees asthe numbness
inhisearswore off. After awhile, the birds began singing again and
the natural noises of the forest returned. He looked around in
astonishment, but he could see no changein hissurroundings. Nothing
had happened after all. The gods had toyed with him a while, then
decided to ignore him. And for this he had sacrificed hisharp.

Dejected, hetrudged out of the forest, back toward hisvillage.

2?27

ear Diary,
“I know anybody reading this would doubt my sanity when
they learn that | am writing this in the town of Bdlentree in
County Galway, Ireland (the locals cdl their country Eire) in 1994,
consideringtwo daysagotheentry wasdated 1794. As| write, | aneating
ahoney cakebaked by the servant of Elizabeth Simcoetwo centuriesago,
and believeit or nat, it istill fresh.

“I am worried about Papa. Ever since hefreed us and dl those other
shipsfrom that dimensond warp, | have sensed achangein him. All our
trips since then have been to innocuous places, and | know Papaenough
to redize thisis not a coincidence. Also, he has become withdrawn and
quiet, moresothan before. | cannot help but fed heblameshimsdif for the
predicament the othersfell into, and | am sure he has not got over how |
wasattacked, though | forgavehimweeksago. | told him soyesterday, but
hejust smiled and sent me on an errand to get some eggsand milk.

“I should not complain about the places he hastaken meto, though. |
likearest asmuch asanyone, and | find Balentreeto beavery nicetown.
Wearecurrently staying at thehouse of Maire Ross, awidow who | think
isinherlate 30's. Sheisblond and has perfect Cetic festures. Sheisvery
learned, and filled with thelegendsand loreof Ireland. In someways, she
reminds me of Grandmere. | do not know how much she knows about
Papa, and his ahilities, but | sense it to be more than what the average
person would expect.

“Maire' shouseisawel kept, white painted wooden housewhich she
assures me dates back to the early nineteenth century. It wasalandlord's
house when Ireland Hill belonged to Britain, and is located just outsde
Badlentree. Thisvillageissituated amileinfromtheshoresof the Atlantic
Ocean. It is surrounded by hilly meadows of green, and there are small
forestsnearby. Theforests surpriseme, as| dwayspictured Irdland to be
anidand of greenfidds, grey skiesand nothingmore. Thegreenfiddsare
there, and | amtold rainisawaysafew minutes away, but we have been
blessedwithapair of sunny dayssofar inour visit, dthough recently it has
clouded over. If dl goeswell, Papaand | will picnictomorrow.

“Therest of thelocasareasfriendly asMaire, if not moreso. Thishas
led to some interesting moments. For example, there is a man in his
nineties, theother localscall him Brendan. Heisvery friendly towardsme.
Theonly problemisthat heknowsnot asingleword of any languagecther
than Gadlic. That does not stop him from trying to talk to me, however!
All | candoisamile, nod, waveand walk onwhen | get thechance. Itisa
pity, because heis such afriendly old man.

“Thoughthisvillage hasfewer than ahundred people, | havenot been
bored a dl. Maireand her tdesby thefireplacein theeveningsare part of
this, but thereisalso amuseum of early Irish history inthetown. Maireis
actually the curator. There is a party of archaeologists working a an
ancient Ste nearby, who work with the museum in exploring the locd
history. Though | do not fed likeether of these, | can Htill walk dong the
stony beach beside the Atlantic Ocean. What a view the ancient Cdts
hed!”

Fayette looked up from her seat on the porch of the Palladian
manor. Papa called again from inside the house. Through the front
door she could smell supper ready. She smiled, closed the gold-
embossed cover of the book, got up and walked into the house.
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aire stared into the fire for a moment, and brushed back a

strand of her fair hair. Fayette sipped her tea. Shehad listened

to Maire's after-supper tales twice, now. The serious way
she stared into the fireplace was out of character for the woman who
smiled the rest of the time. The seriousness seemed a trance she
entered beforelaunching into these ancient tales. It wasashow Fayette
enjoyed, and she settled back into her leather wing chair towatch. The
Doctor stood quietly by awindow, listening attentively. For amoment,
there was no sound save for the relentless ticking of an Edwardian
grandfather clock inthe corner.

Finaly, Maire turned her serious stare on Fayette, and began a
new story. “Long ago, when Finn <till led thelegendary Fenianwarriors
of this great land, he had a son, whose name was Qisin. It was one
summer’smorning, whenamist hung over thewinding shoresof Loch
Lein, that Oisin led aparty of Fenians hunting.

“They were resting on the shore, where fragrant trees perfumed
the breeze, and birds filled the air with their joyful strain, when
suddenly all eyes fell upon a bright figure as it emerged from the
woods to the west. It was a lady, with unnaturally fair and radiant
face, riding atall white steed toward the hushed band. Never had they
seen such beauty; thiswas a queen for whom even great Finn would
be unworthy. Sheworeagolden crown, and amantle of silken sheen,
studded with stars of bright red gold.

“She brought her steed close to Oisin, but did not dismount. She
spoke to him softly, each word captivating. "O Prince of the Fian
host, Niam the Golden Haired I’'m named. There is afar off ide; a
delight of theeyes, agloriousrange. My sire’stheking of thisLand of
Youth. Oisin the warrior, thou art my fair reward for crossing the
wave. Your high deeds and noble name have won you fame in the
Land of Youth. Full many aprince of high degree hath offered meboth
heart and hand; but so appealed, | n€'er did yield, but my heart kept
sedled for my herogrand.’

“Qisin'ssoul yearned for the peerlessmaid. Eachword captivated him
likeaspdl, which wastrue, as Oisnisnot ashamed to admit thet it wasa
spell, which bound him well beyond morta aid. Hetook her gentlehand
and said, "Welcome athousand times, from fairy climes, O royd maid!’

“Forthwith he bestrode the steed, before him riding his roya queen.
Thenthesteed raseupwithamighty bound, and madefor thesea. Asthey
reached the crashing waves, the waters parted before them, and as they
followed the path, what strange sightsdid Oisin see citieson heightsand
cadlesfair, pdaceshrilliant with lightsand flowers. But Niamonly smiled
and sad, ‘Indl that thy sight may light on here, O Oisin dear, | say with
truth, there’s nought of beautty, nought of strength, till we reach the Land
of Youth,

“ Andtherespread beforethesight aland most bright, richandfair with
hill and plain and shady bower, and aroyd tower of solendour rare. Inthis
roya mansion, al coloursthat the eye had seen, and somethat it had yet
to see, parkled fromthestones, thewallsand thehallsof thesun-lit towver.

“Andthentherecamein huesarrayed, ahundred maidsin maiden
vogue in silken garments bright and brave, who welcome gave to
Tirnanog. Niam turned to Oisin and said, “Thiskingdom which over
seas and land thou’st sought, now stands reveal ed to thee; long shalt
thou live among our race, and ever young as thou shalt see’’

“0isin had threefair and happy children from Niam of the Golden
Hair. Their sweetness gave them daily joys. Oisin stayed solongin
the Land of Youth that he forgot how many years passed him there;
so short they seemed to him. Then a strong desire took hold; he
wished to see Finn and his old friends once more.

“Though loving Niam grieved, the king granted him leave, and they
gave him the steed that bore him there. They bade him remember what
they said, “If thou should' st lay afoot to ground, there' sno return for thee
evermore to thisfair shore” Oisin dighted the white steed, kissed once
morehisgold-haired Niam, and from the Land of Youth did speed.

“At length, he reached green Erin'side. Once the steed trod ground,
Oisnlooked around onevery side, anxiousfor tidingsof Finnand hisstate,
once Erin’s pride. The people he met wore clothes he did not recognize.
They saluted him, and marvelled a his size and wondrous steed.

“When he asked of Finn, they told him they had heard the name and
fame from legends world-wide, but more than three hundred years had
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passad sinceFinnandthelast of theFandied. They’ dasoheard of Finn's
greet son, whom alady from over the seastoleto Tirnanog.

“When QOisin heard these words, his heart was chilled, and he
turned his steed for his old home. His woe grew when he found the
place overgrown with nettles, thorns and the rankest of weeds. With
heavy heart, he turned his steed back for Tirnanog.

“As he passed through Thrusher’s Glen, he spied a crowd of men
grugglingvainly todeaer astonefromther fields, astoneOisncould eesily
lift with one hand. But as he bent to lend ahand, his golden saddle-girth
snapped and hefdll totheground. Immediately hissteed vanished, andthe
full weight of Oisin’sthree hundred yearsfell uponhim.

“Itis said that St. Patrick found Qisin, now hopeless and blind,
andtook himinto hishouse. There Oisintold himthetaeof Tirnanog.
Patrick did hisbest to convert Finn's son to the new Christian ways,
but Oisinreplied he could not conceive of aHeaven that would not be
proud to receive the Feniansif they wished to enter it, or a God who
would not be honoured to count Finn among hisfriends. If, however,
thiswasthe case, he doubted that Heaven could match the splendour
of Tirnanog, or thelove he had left there.”

There was a silence. Fayette wanted to applaud, but that didn’t
seem appropriate to the moment. She just sat quietly, smiling at
Maire as the woman gazed into the fireplace. When Mairelooked at
them again, asmilelit up her face.

“That was beautiful,” Fayette said wistfully.

“Yes, it was avery good story,” the Doctor muttered.

“Papal Don't talk like that, you don't do it justice!”

Maire chuckled. “Well, heisright. Asfar aswe cantell, itisonly
a story.”

Fayette turned back to her. “If you say so, but they say most
legendshavetheir basisinfact.”

Maire's smile widened. “True, but Ireland’s legends have been
embdlished through millenniaof retelling. Early Cdltic history waspassed
from generation to generation by word of mouth, and sometimesastory
losessomething throughretellingor,” shechuckled, “if thegtorytdlersare
the Cdlts, it gainsmuch more. Thelegend of Oisnwasrewritten againand
again through the centuries, firgt by the Early Chrigtians to remove the
unsuitable Pagan elements from it. In that case, they wanted to send a
messegeto thefollowersof theold ways. When Oisin aged 300 years, the
mord of thestory wasthat the ol d wayshad ended, replaced by Chridtianity.
It waan't until recent centuries thet Oisin's refusdl to convert was added
back into the legend. Theway it used to end, Oisin just turned to dust in
front of Patrick.”

“But still-" Fayette began.

“Yes, | agree, most legendsdo havetheir basisinfact. I'mwilling
to believe there was a Chieftain named Finn, who had a son named
Qisn. I’'mwilling to believetherewasaman named Cu Culain, though
| doubt that he could have crossed Ireland in seven jumps as some
legendsclaim. Certainly St. Patrick existed. But what about thelegends
of mystical idandsrising from the sea? One even hasto wonder about
the Good Falk, considering the number of legends that tell of them,
and if there was an ounce of truth about the Nuckelavee, I'd be
reluctant to go to the seashore at sunset.”

Fayette shivered. On one occasion the Nuckelavee had been real
enough, at least to her. She composed herself quickly, and slumped
back into her wing chair, pouting. “How unromantic!”

“Be careful how you debate these things with Maire, Fayette.”
The Doctor chuckled. “ Shereceived her doctorate studying the Celtic
legends, and she’staken adecidedly realistic view of things.”

“But the realistic view isn't necessarily the most fun!”

“Well then, Doctor.” Maire turned her warm blue eyes on him.
“What do you think on the matter?’

A smilelit upthe Doctor’ssombreface. “I think I' d better stay out
of thisargument. | wasn't there myself.”

?2727?
tall boy, still beardless, popped his head out of his parents
home. Hisintuition was right, Eamon had just passed by. He
bolted from the thatched house and ran to his side.

“Here, eat this,” he said, pressing apiece of coarse grained bread
into the bard’s hand.

“I"'m not hungry, Agus,” Eamon mumbled.
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The boy would not be deterred. “My mother just baked this, and
weadl know you haven't been eating much, so pleasetakeit.” Eamon
took the bread, but made no moveto eat it. Aguslooked onindistress.

“Eamon, | know you're worried about what Padraig did on the
night of Beltane. We all are, but you have to eat-"

Eamon stopped and stared at him. “You think I’'m worried? You
don’t know all of it.” Heresumed hiswalk; he was heading towards
the seashore. Agusfollowed.

“Well, if you won't eat, will you at least teach me some more
about playing music? It has been so long since we played together.”

Eamon felt atwinge of guilt. It wastrue, he hadn’t given the boy the
attention he deserved. “Haven't you been practising on your own?’

“Yes, but it isn't the same as playing it to someone. And you're the
only onewho doesn't laugh a mewhen | play.”

At this, Eamon chuckled. Aguswasdelighted to seeasmilereturn
to his mentor’s face. Then something caught Eamon’s attention and
his smile disappeared. They were near the Chieftain’s home, and
voices, someraised, could beheardinside. Againgt hisbetter judgement,
Eamon stepped close to the tiny window and listened.

“I can'tbelievethisistrue,” the Chieftain muttered. “ Padraig converted
him?Hewastheleader inthat village!”

“Mogt of the villagers followed their leader, too,” Cathbad replied
sadly.

Conchobar clenched hisfigts. “There must be something we can do-”

“No,” Cathbad cut him off. “You know it isn't our way. If their
Chieftain went willingly, then only the spirits can make them pay for it.
There'snothing wecan do.”

Conchobar sat down wearily. “If you say s0.” Cathbad nodded sadly
and left. Conchobar stared pensively into thefire.

Eamon turned away and found Agus watching him with a worried
look. Somehow, he found a smile for him. “We Il practice together this
evening, | promise. But just now, Agus, | needtobeby mysdf forawhile”

“| understand. Go carefully, Eamon.” Agus stood and watched ashis
mentor left the village, heeding toward the seashore. He wished the bard
would talk about what was troubling him, but it was not for a mere
gpprentice to make the first move.

?7?7
ette strolled through the streets of Ballentree. The morning
y wasapaegrey, but gaveno hint of rain. Shewascomfortable
inher mudlin dress, sashed with red. In acotton bag, she carried
aloaf of bread, bottles of drink and other provisions. She swung her
bag exuberantly, in anticipation of the days ahead.

The red brick houses seemed to smile at her from ether side of the
Sreet, and eech person she passed greeted her. When aplacelikethiscoul d
be home, shethought, it'samystery why Papaand | chooseto adventure
0. Then sheshivered, thinking of Papa, and put theideaof settling down
out of her mind.

Suddenly she glanced ahead and groaned under her breath. It was
too late, however; Brendan had seen her. Shesmiled and strolled at a
leisurely pace past hisfence, slowing as he approached the gate.

“Deagh madainn! Lathabriaghal” hecalled, hiswrinkled facedight.
Fayette smiled and nodded.

I"ve been to countless planets, met members of severd civilizations,
but I’ ve never come across alanguage as dien asthis, she thought. Why
wasit the TARDIS stdepathic trandator circuits always chose to bresk
downwhenever they landed on Earth?* Good morning!” shesaid quickly.

Brendan didn’t seemto mind thelanguage barrier — or evenredizeit
was there. “ Sealbhaich thu-fein.” Fayette nodded, kept her smile wide,
and continued walking. Onceshewaspast hisfence, shebreathed asgh of
relief.

How | wish | could be more polite, she thought. He must have many
goriestotell, but | can’t understand aword of hislanguage.

Shewaked past another couple of houses before Maire shouse came
in dght. The Doctor was waving to her at the gate. Fayette noted, with
someddight, that helooked happier and morerelaxed than hehad thepast
few days, but an air of sombre meancholy remained. Shewaved to him,
and heheld up apicnic basket.

“Arewe ready?’ he asked as she approached.

“Oui, Pgpa. IsMaire coming with us?’

“No. Maire has things to do on her own, and she wants us to spend
some time together with no intrusons.”

“Oh,” said Fayette, disappointed. The Doctor gave her a smile,
and offered her hisarm. Shetook it, and together they strolled out of
thevillage.

Ballentree was surrounded by hilly, open landscape, covered with
green turf. The Doctor and Fayette struck out over the common.
After they had mounted afew small hills, scaling stone fence after
stonefence (somemust have been centuries old, thought Fayette), the
village disappeared from sight. The breeze blew gently, and the air
was fresh but cool, and smelled of the sea.

“Right here.” Fayette pointed. They’ d stopped inthe middle of an
open glen, surrounded by rolling hills that sheltered them from the
chill winds. A small forest lay to the northeast. Fayette spread out
the blanket and began setting out the food. Soon the two were sitting
comfortably, sharing sandwiches.

Fayette watched the Doctor carefully. Each timeheglanced at her,
asmileawayslit up hisface, but other times he munched on histuna
salad with a sombre expression. At last Fayette had had as much as
she could take.

“Papa, cheer up!” Her voice was stern. “ Stop being agrouse.”

The Doctor stared at her with a mixture of surprise and hurt. “A
grouse?’ he repeated. “ Fayette, feeling guilt over what happened to
those people does not make me agrouse.”

“Forgive my English, then. But, Papa, most of those people
escaped, like Epsilon. It's over, now. Don't dwell onit.”

The Doctor looked away. “ That trap was meant for me-”

“So, sinceit caught those others, it isyour fault?” Fayetteglared. “It's
over now. And don't | et what happened back there changeyour approach
to life. Just because I’m human doesn't mean you should go out of your
way to avoid thedightest problem. | doubt that would work, and it would
take mogt of the fun out of my life. | learned the risks soon &fter | joined
you, Papa, and I’ ve accepted them.”

The Doctor settled back onto his elbowsthoughtfully. Withagrin
Fayette added, “And don’t let my speech-making end our vacation
any earlier.”

Helaughed, and her spiritsrose. Then he stared hard at thenorthern
horizon. “There's Professor Joyce.”

Fayette rolled her eyes and groaned. “ Oh, non.”

The Doctor was puzzled. “What's the matter?”’

“That mandegpsinhisarchaeologica dig, Papa. It'sasthoughthere's
nothing dseintheworldfor him.” Shesmiled a thetdl, clean-shavenman
asheapproached. “ And | don't think much of archaeology asascience”
she muttered. “It means digging up things that might want to be left in
peece. It'stoomuchlikegraverobhbing.”

“Yet without it, many ancient cultureswould beforgotten,” the Doctor
replied quietly. “I wonder how they would fed about that?’ Then he
cdledout, “Good morning!”

“Morning!” theyoung, bookish professor replied ingreeting. “ Taking
abit of arisk with the weether, aren’'t we?'

“I could say the same about you.” The Doctor grinned. “How are
thingsat thedig?’ Fayette choked off aretort. Papahad waked right into
it. The professor’s chest inflated a the mention of hisdig. He pushed his
glasses higher up his nose and flashed an eager amile that warned of an
impendinglecture.

“We' ve dleared about fifty percent of alate Cdticiron agevillage. I'd
place it anywhere between first and sixth centuries.”

“Can't you do better than that?’ Fayette asked quietly, but clearly.
The professor didn’t notice.

“Wecanjus about figurethelayout. It wasasmal settlement, probably
lessthanahundred. We refinding severd artefactsaswell. Nothing specid,
but good enoughfor MsRoss museum. Theplacemight besuitableto set
up asare-credion. A heritage site, perhaps”

The professor droned on, and Fayette's patience ebbed. A heritage
site? she pondered. Wouldn't it be better to leaveit be, to let the dead
rest in peace? The past isthe past. Then she caught the Doctor’s eye
and drooped, expecting a rebuke. Instead she saw an understanding
twinkle. Heglanced at the green horizon then back at her and nodded.
Fayette grinned.

Shetook her leave of Professor Joyce, but the man hardly noticed.
He was too engrossed in discussing the finer details of Celtic
archaeological history. Actualy, lecturing was abetter description. A
hint of desperation crept into the Doctor’s eye and Fayette felt a
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twinge of
guilt assheleft.

As she crossed
the meadow, shesaw a
forest on the horizon and hurried towardsit. Under the trees, the chill
winds ebbed. The air here was cool and moist, and smelled earthy.
The birds twittered, at peace with the world.

Under the green canopy, the forest floor lay sunk in sombre but
pleasant dimness. She paused amoment at the edge, under the open
sky, as an irrationa fear of dim places spoke up from the depths of
her subconscious. Rationality quickly suppressed the voice.

Quietly she walked through the grove, listening to the soft noises
around her. It was peaceful here; Papawould find it ideal. Shefilled
her lungswith thefresh, cool air. She could hear blackbirdssinging.

2727

on stared out across the sea toward the western horizon.
After a while, he gave up. No mystical land rose from the
aves, no splendid tower of brilliant stones filled with tall
graceful people, forever young, speared toward the sky. It was a
beautiful song, but either the original bard had madeit all up, or the
land had ceased to exist long ago. Perhaps the waves, like invaders,

had broken across its shores and swept it away.

Hemeandered a ong the seashore. The soft crashing of surf soothed
his mind while the spray cooled his skin. The gulls cackled, and the
wind blew hishair back over hisshoulders. Hefound it easier toforget
the ominous silhouette of Padraig on the horizon, Cathbad' sfrustrated
fury, or Conchobar’sgrowing bewilderment.

Hefelt hismind dipping back into thelucid but quiet wakeful state
that always held him when he composed his songs. It had been ages
since heremembered being so at peace. Words cameto him and began
dancinginhishead. “ A hedgeof treessurroundsme. A blackbird'slay
singsto me. Above my eyesand ears Thetrilling birds chant to me.”

2727
ette decided not to go back to the Doctor just yet. It was
eaceful in this dim forest, and it was ages since she'd last
walked in solitude through such aplace and had timeto enjoy it.
She spotted a clearing up ahead, and curiosity pulled her towardsiit.

The clearing was small. In another few decades, new trees might
have swallowed it completely. A dow stream, barely a pace wide,
meandered along theedge.

At once Fayette focused on the stones. They were not very large,
standing perhagpstwo feet high. Though heavily eroded, shesaw that their
placement had not beennaturd . They formed arough circlenear thecentre
of the dearing. Knedling, she could barely make out regular scratchings
hinting at Smple anima shapes, and wasthat ahuman face?

Thedidtinctivecry of thecuckoo madeher jump. Sheglanced over her
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shoulder to

pinpoint its

source. It had

cdledfromsomewhereon

her right and — thank heaven! — she had been standing on soft ground.

Fayette blew a sigh of rdlief. And she had money in her pocket, which
meant progperity and good Iuck for the rest of the year.

Then she chuckled at how she had momentarily surrendered to
superdtition. How many old customs surrounded the cuckoo, both good
andbad?

72?7
e song composed its second verse in Eamon’s head, as his
lucid but quiet wakeful state deepened. “Inagrey mantlefrom
the top of the bushes The cuckoo sings. May al the spirits
shield me, but well do | write under the greenwood.”

Thesong had ended, and heknew it wasn't hisbest. However, hisquiet
statedespened, until thesoundsof surf werenearly blotted from hismind.
Something wasfollowing themusic. Not another song: something strange
and momentous. He feared it, but apart of him prepared to welcomeiit.

2727

ettefelt atinglingintheair. Sheglanced over her shoulder, but
0 onewatched her. Still the strange feeling refused to go away.
A presence hovered at the edge of her eyesight, watching her as
shewatched the ruined circlethat wasitsabode. Sheremembered the
lyricsof asong she’ d heard recently. “ The haunted echo that surrounds
the glen, the heather creeping through the burned out ruins, and I'm

watching, and wondering, feeling spiritsof long ago.”

Fayette glanced around curioudly. Theforest was suddenly silent,
but not unnaturally so. It was as though the birds had smply decided
tostop singing, to allow something elseto takethelr place. She shivered
and felt thesmall hairsrising on the nape of her neck. Thetinglingin
theair increased, till it felt asthough shewas standinginanintensifying
eectricfidd.

She suddenly fdt very unsafe within the stone circle and moved to
escape, but her legswere duggish and the energy wasrising rapidly. The
invisible presence stepped from the shadows and surrounded her.

2727
on stopped on the shore. For no reason he could name, his
legs refused to move. He tried to clear his head, examine his
rroundings, but asong sung by afeminine voice cut through
hismind and held himinthemild trance he used in hisfitsof cregtivity.
It fogged hisbrain.
72?7
ettelooked around desperately, trying to pinpoint the source
f the rising power. Her subconscioustold her even before she
finished looking that none could be seen. There was nothing
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artificial about this surge of energy. It belonged to thisplace asatree
belonged to itsroots. That didn’'t make it less terrifying.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the stones glowing. Before
she could turn around, an invisible force hit her and she stumbled
backward, out of the circle. For amoment, she could only lie on the
ground, retching, as she gathered her senses.

Thebuzzing energy resonatedin her ears. Shestumbled to her feet and
looked around. She barely managed to take in her surroundings as she
reded to and fro. For amoment, it was asthough two separate sceneshed
invaded her vision. She saw the stones as they were, eroded amost to
nothing, and she saw the same stones superimposed on thefirg, tdler,
risng sraight from the ground, their carvings much more crisp. She saw
treesthat weren't there, treesthat should have been there but weren't, and
certain trees congtant to both sides of her blurred vision, but doubly
imposed.

?7?7
on pitched forward asthough hit by awave. For asecond, it
asasthough someonewas screamingin hismind. Hesaw the
one circle before him, though it was miles away. They were
even more eroded than he remembered them. He crawled forward on
his hands and knees, his head swimming, till finaly it became too
much. He slumped unconscious on the seashore.
?7?7
ette stumbled through theforest, her legswobbling likewarm
ffee. Morethan once, she pitched facefirst into atree. Finaly
she saw light untainted with green, and a treeless horizon. She
stumbled toward it and was out in the open. Then she fell to the
ground again.

Armschecked her fall. Shefound hersalf staring up afigurein dark
pants and a turtleneck sweater. She barely recognized him as her
adopted father. He gazed down at her with horrified concern and,
without another word, swept her off her feet and carried her across
the glen. By that time, Fayette was unconscious.

?7?7
hbad knelt by a still pool deep within the forest. Twilight
mist filled theair around him. Though farther out the stream’s
urrent moved, on thisinlet the surface was so perfectly quiet
that the old Druid could see every wrinkle of hisown reflected face.

He reached into his leather sack, removed awooden carving and
examined it carefully. He had worked quickly and thewood waslight:
the carving was simple and stylized by necessity. Yet the bushy
moustache and the long hair were plain to see, the high forehead and
all the other physical features of Conchobar were there.

Henodded, and turned the statue over. On the other side, asecond
figurestood with hisback tothe chieftain. Again stylized and smplified,
it till boreaclear likenessto himself.

Reverently Cathbad placed the twinned statue on the surface of
the pond, whereit floated lightly. “ Good spirits, cureus,” he muttered.
He gave it a gentle push into the current. Slowly, it drifted away
downstream. The Druid sat hunched, his eyes closed, concentrating.
The frown deepened across hisface.

After alongwhile, hesighed. “Why don'’t they answer any more?’
He shook his head in sorrow.

?7?7
ettefelt hersalf floating up from ablackness, dowly regaining
ntrol of her body, but she till couldn’t open her eyes. She
sensed she was lying down, and something covered her. She
reached out blindly, and felt her hand gently grasped and pushed
down. “ Careful, Fayette, wake gently,” said awoman’s voice.

Fayette's eyes shot open. She found hersdlf in bed in Maire's
guest room. Maire and the Doctor sat on either side of her, looking on
with relief and concern. “You've had a shock,” Maire continued.
“You'd better relax until we' re sureyou'real right.”

Fayettetried to speak but her mouth was o dry, she could only croak.
The Doctor immediately pressed aglassof orangejuiceto her lips. After
afew gulps shefdt better, but ill confused. “What—"

“Youfdl, I think,” the Doctor replied. “ You camestaggering out of the
forest in adaze and fell unconscious amost before | got to you. We took
you home, put you in your nightdress, and tucked you into bed. It's next

morning now. The doctor says you've had a shock of some sort. I'm
inclinedtoagree. But | had noideahow much of agtrainyou' vebeenunder
these past few days”

Memory fragments from yesterday re-entered Fayette’s mind.
Sherealized what Papawas thinking, and didn’t likeit. “You think |
had a breakdown?’ she managed. “C’ est faux! Papa, | don’'t know
what happened, but—"

The Doctor shushed her gently. “ Get somerest.” He kissed her while
Maire clagped her hands gently, then they walked quietly to the bedroom
door. The Doctor paused and looked back. “When you fed ready, come
down and have breskfast. Maire's made somewonderful kelp pudding.”

Fayette frowned. “Quoi? Kelp pudding?’

The Doctor frowned. “What areyou talking about?| said, Maire's
made some bread. Come and get it whileit'still warm; whenyou're
ready, of course.” He smiled quickly to cover hisobviousworry and
followed Maire out the door.

Fayette s umped back onto her pillows and stared up at the celling.
Sheflexed her jaw and swallowed hard, but couldn’t shakethe strange
feding. It wasasthough handshad been placed over her ears, deadening
thenormal sounds of theworld. At the sametime, odd noises seemed
to echo just below the threshold of hearing.

Pressure imbalance, she told herself. An infection of the ears,
perhaps. Shecleared her throat and swallowed hard again to shakethe
feeling, but it wouldn’'t go away.

Her brow throbbed with amild headache, and sheknew going back to
degp wasn't an option. She pushed away the covers and sat up. Then
quickly glanced over her shoulder, as she caught aflicker of movement
from the corner of her eye.

Nothing there. My eyes are playing tricks, she thought, just like my
ears. Sheclosed them firmly and opened them again. Making sureher feet
werefirmly onthefloor, shestood up, went tothebathroom and swallowed
aheadache tablet. Then she put on fresh clothes. From time to time she
stopped to look quickly around, but never saw anything but the usua
furnitureof theroom. Soon, shewaswalking carefully downdtairs, trying
to ignore the awkward fedling that filled her and seemed to surround her
with sghts and soundsthat weren't there at all.

72?7
other made this kelp pudding just for you, Eamon,” said
Agus, holding it close. The bard sat up on his pallet and
accepted the bowl of milky stuff reluctantly, only to please
theboy. Hereally wasn't hungry. Aguswatched every biteand nodded
with satisfaction when it wasall gone. “You'resureyou'redl right?’

“Yes, I'm fing,” Eamon muttered distractedly. He was thankful
that they’ d brought him to his own house, not to the chieftain’s. He
realy didn’t think he could stand the bustle of that noisy place.

“Then why did you faint?” Agus asked. “You were lucky Cathbad
took the searoute home and found you. What happened, wereyou Sick?’

“No, Agus, I'm not sick.”

“Then what iswrong?’ Agus persisted.

“I... “ Eamon looked at him and wondered if he could confide in
him. Then decided not to. How could the lad understand what he
himself could not fathom?“No, redly, there's nothing.”

Agusdrooped, dgjected. Eamon gave him aguilty look. At least he
knew of away to cheer him up.

“Agus, find my flute, and play for me.”

The boy brightened and Eamon wondered how long it had been
since he' d last appreciated that expression. Agus bolted for Eamon’s
chest, rummaged around, and pulled out the treasured reed flute.

27?7
sFayettewaked down the hallway to thekitchen, she stopped
and frowned. Very faintly, she could hear someone playing a
flute. Shelooked around, but other than Papaand Mairewho
weretalking with hushed tonesin the kitchen, nobody elsewasnearby.

But the music continued, so softly that it amost faded to nothing
when Fayettetried to listen to it. Yet when she dismissed it and tried
tothink of something else, it cameback and danced at the edgesof her
mind. Her stomach knotted. Perhaps Papa was right and she was
having abreakdown after all.

She composed herself with an effort. She was not having a
breakdown, not if she could help it! All it took was a little
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concentration... and yes, the distant music died away. She breathed a
sigh of relief, and joined the Doctor and Mairein the kitchen.
?7?7
nchobar strolled through hisvillage beneath acloudy sky that
promised no rain for now. He let the cool air soothe him, and
he sounds of the blissfully ignorant villagerscam him.

At the centre of Bailenatraigh, in an open space surrounded by
thatched homes, the children played. They clasped handsand pranced
in acircle, chanting songs in their high-pitched voices. Conchobar
stood unobtrusively beneath the eaves of the nearest house, watching
and listening. Their lilting laughter waslikemusic to him.

The children giggled, broke apart, and clasped hands again. As
they circled, they sang anew song.

“Crooker is beaten, Padraig has won.
One swipe of axe and the great Oak is done.
Evil Spirits banished, Faeries flee.
ItsMary's Son and the Crossfor me.”

It wasn't until the children sang that verse a second time that
Conchobar understood what they were saying. Hiseyeswidened and
he stepped forward furiously. He glared into the crowd, searching for
hisson. “Sean!” he bellowed.

The children broke off their song with a gasp. For a second, they
stared at the angry chieftainwith guilty horror. Thenwith oneimpulse
they broke, scattering for their homes and punishment from their
parents. A young dark haired boy stood in the centre of the emptied
space, staring wide-eyed at hisfather.

“Sean, comehere,” Conchobar growled. Theboy reluctantly stepped
forward. His father gripped him by the shoulders. “Where did you
learn that song? Who taught you?’

“Thetraveler, father,” theboy sammered. “ Thechildrenaresingingit
inthenext village. Hisson taught it to me. Please don’'t beangry, father.”

“Don’t you know what you're singing? Don’t you know who
you' resinging about?” shouted Conchobar.

“But it'struel” the boy shouted back defiantly. He winced as his
father’sgrip tightened on hisshoulders. “1I’mnot lying! Two daysago
Padraig cametothetraveller’svillage. Heled thevillagersto theforest,
and bet the Chieftain that he could cut down the great Oak and survive.
And if that wasn’t what he did right there at sunset!”

Conchobar felt the colour draining from hisface. “ And helives?’

“Yes!” The boy nodded vigoroudly. “He took breakfast with the
villagersthe next day. Crooker didn’t lay afinger on him.”

“Ithastobealie!” Conchobar hissed, but more of him knew it was
likely the truth. “How could he have survived Crooker? How could
he?’ For amoment, he waslost in thought.

Sean’s quivering shoulders brought him back to redlity. The boy was
staring up a himwith something closetoterror. He d seen hisfather angry
before, but never afraid. Conchobar managed asmileand hugged him. “ Go
home, son. And never sing that song again unless| giveyouleave”

Sean held him for a moment longer, then darted for his home.
Conchobar watched him go. Then heturned and | eft thevillage, heading
for the seashore.

2727
gus pushed Eamon’s second-best harpinto hisarms. “ Eamon,
comeon, we'll belatefor thefeast.”
Eamonweighed thenewer, lessregd instrument in hishands.
“1 don’t think | could play this properly.”

“You'll dofine, you dwaysdo.” The boy gave him apuzzled amile.
“We can't spend moretime looking for your old harp. Areyou sureyou
can't remember whereyou left it?” He glanced around the hut.

“Yes, I'm certain,” said Eamon quickly. “Come on.” Wrapped in
their best cloaks, they walked out of the thatched house toward the
edge of thevillage. Silhouettes passed in front of abonfireand voices
filled theair. Someonelaughed. Thesmell of roasting venison cameto
them on the breeze.

2727
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ncern at her acrossthetable. Maire stood at thekitchen counter,
dolefully sipping her coffee and staring out at the dark clouds.
The first flecks of rain pocked the glass.

Fayette stopped chewing and sniffed the air. “Are you roasting
something for dinner dready?’ sheasked Maire.

Mairelooked at her in surprise, then shook her head. Fayette sniffed
again, but theddiciousamel of meat cooking onawoodfirehad gone. She
flashed Maireaquick smile. “ Just my imagination.”

2?27

Emon and Agus slowed asthey approached the gathering. The

gette poked at her eggs and sausage. The Doctor shot looks of

east was to celebrate the day of Beltane, and of course there

ad to be music to encourage the revelry. Eamon remembered

previousyears feasts, how he' d enjoyed playing to the appreciative

audience. But as he approached the group, their chattering voices

echoed loudly in his ears. Something inside him made him want to
turn around and run.

72?7
ette dropped her fork. It landed on her plate with a clatter.
airewhirled around. “Whatever’sthematter?’ sheasked with
concern.

“Fayette?” The Doctor stood up and reached across the table to his
daughter. Shewasrisng ungteadily from her seet. For asecond, alook of
terror flashed across her face. Then she blinked twice and looked around
her in shock.

“Fayette, what's the matter?’ the Doctor persisted.

Shecomposad hersdlf withan effort. | amnot having abreakdown, she
told hersdf. ShegavetheDoctor and Maireaweary smile. “I’'mdill alittle
tired. I'll liedown and rest somemore.” A part of her wanted to be out of
the room, away from people, awvay from any source of noise.

The Doctor darted around the table. “Need help up the sairs?’

Fayette glared a him. “I’'m not an invalid!” Then her face softened.
“Non, Papa, sorry. I'll managefine by mysaf, merci.”

The Doctor stepped back reluctantly as sheleft the kitchen. He stood
by the door and listened to her light footstep on the airs.

27?7
on stood at the edge of the gathering. Nobody had seen him
r greeted them yet. All attention was on the dazzling bonfire
d the sizzling carcasses. Peoplewerelaughing and gossiping,
and horns of mead were starting to pass from hand to hand. Agus
prodded Eamon forward but he resisted.

The chattering voices buffeted hisears. A part of him cried out. The

noise was more than deafening, it filled thet part of him with terror.
27?7
ette dammed the door to her bedroom behind her asthe voices
#N her head rose again. She covered her earsto no avail. Surely
thiswas asign of insanity! How else to explain the voices?

Shethrew herself on her bed, handsclutching her ears. Please make

them stop, her mind shrieked.
72?7
on couldn’t take another step forward. “I can’'t do it,” he
asped. His voice was barely audible over the noise of the
evellers.

“What?’ shouted Agusin disbelief.

Eamon gritted histeeth. “| just can’t doit! I'mill! You takeover.” He
shovedtheharpinto Agus sarms, turned and stumbled back tothevillage.
Hispacequickened thefurther hegot fromthebonfire, till hewasrunning.
He dashed into his hut and pulled the leether curtain over the door. Then
leaned againgt thewall and Sghed inrdief. At last it wasslent.

72?7
ette stared up at the ceiling. Just rest here, she told herself,
d whatever was wrong with her would be put to rights. The
room'’s dimness and the silence soothed her soul.
2727
he Doctor stood in Maire's study. The French windows
promised the room much illumination, but the dark, drizzly
clouds outside made it impossible to deliver. Still, the Doctor
didn’t need much light to see. He meandered around the shadowy
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room, staring at antique decorations, books, and showpieceinstruments
placed in the corner. He idly plucked a string of the harp. The note
hung in the air, slowly fading, until the relentless ticking of the
grandfather clock outlasted and overrodeit.

Maire stood in the doorway, watching him. “A pound for your
thoughts,” she quipped.

The Doctor started and quickly put his melancholy away. He
grinned at her. “A pound? Aren’t you supposed to pay a penny?’

“Not for thoughtslike yours, Doctor.” As she crossed the roomto
him, her teasing smiledisappeared. “ You shouldn’t fear for her. Believe
it or not, she's accepted the risks of travelling with you.”

The Doctor winced. “You're sure you aren’t clairvoyant?’

“Don’t duck the subject!” She looked him in the eye. “I’'m not
fairy-touched, | assure you. How many times have you visited me?
Alwaysyour thoughtswere the same. You haveto stop being so hard
on yourself. That American girl was realy worried about you. The
cockney girl wasn't sure what had happened to you. Your mood
swings frighten them. They don’t blame you for everything that
happens to them; they know the risks of travelling with you and yet
they dtill stay aboard for one more year. If they don’t blame you,
neither should you yourself.”

The Doctor looked out the window, sighing heavily. “Why do |
take them on, anyway?’

“1 wonder that myself sometimes,” said Maire, her expression
unreadable. “You will agree, they dways get in your way.”

The Doctor grunted. “Most certainly.”

“They always need to be rescued,” she continued. “They never
listen to what you say.”

“Rightandright again.”

“And yet you still take them on.” A twinklelit her eye. “Explain
that, if you can.”

The Doctor didn’t say aword.

“Speechless, arewe?’ Mairechuckled. “ I’ mnot surprised. Beneath
all that bluster, you know hardly athing about relationships, or even
your own feelings. Shall | tell youwhy you till take on companions,
why you'll aways take them on, no matter what the risk?’

The Doctor frowned. “What makes you think you know any
better? You're only-"

“Don'tinterrupt,” shesaid sternly. Thenthegleam returned. “How do
you fed right now? Sad? Guilty? Tired of having the universe on your
shoulders? How would a person like you fed? There are no limits on
whereyou can go or what you can do, at least intermsof my perspective.
You seethingson ascaenooneinthisland can ever dream. Thefantastic
iscommonplace. Evils o large | could never see them are ever-present
dangerstoyou.”

She pausad, but he merely waited in silence. So shewent on:

“How does such aperson fed? He can't. Not outwardly, at leest. Yet
| know you are capable of human emotions. There is a human being
trapped inddeyou, reecting to theterrible evilsyou must face, thethreats
too numerousfor humansto count, theconcernsthat makeadl thisworld's
problemsseem likechildishfearsincomparison. A human couldn’t possibly
express these fedlings openly. Yet you have very human wants within
you. You've adopted a daughter, you've had relationships before, and
what about thet silly yellow roadster you used to drive, or your passon
for cricket or teg?’

“Or jelly babies,” he put in, with afaint smile.

Her smilematched his. “ Thosetoo. Other emotionsyou bottle up,
but they're still inside you. They still react to the horrors as well as
the delights you experience. Even in amind as controlled as yours,
they can't be bottled up forever. They need an outlet.”

“Whichis?’

“Wait, I'm nearly done. Doctor, if only you could see things from a
human perspectivel We're so smdll, we can't see the great evils of the
universe reedy to sweep us away. We're eternd optimists, compared to
you, We're as innocent as newborn babes. If only you could fed that
innocence again! And thisiswhat your companions offer you, isn't it?
Their innocencereplenishesyou. Without them, you might go mad under
the pressuresof your existence. And evenwith them, sometimes| haveto
wonder...”

The Doctor chuckled. “How can you be so perceptive?’

Maire squeezed his shoulder affectionately. “ Flattery will get you

nowhere. What I’'m saying is, your companions know the risks they
face in travelling with you. They're readier than you think. Fayette
can handletherisks.”

The Doctor’s frown returned. “But you saw her. How can you say-"

“Sheneedsares, yes, and sodoyou.” Mairesqueezed hisshoulder
again. “You'reacat’scradle of emotions, aren’'t you? You feel guilty
over putting your daughter at risk. You fear for her safety in future
‘missions and yet you dread the day she'll finally leave you. To top
it off, youfed guilty about taking thisrest!” Shelaughed. “Well, don't
feel guilty about the vacation. You don’t have to be the white knight
every day of your life. Though it pains you to admit it, the universe
can get on just fine without you, at least for afew months.”

For amoment, the only sound in the shadowed room was the soft
patter of rain against the windowpanes, and the ticking of the
grandfather clock. Thetwo friends gazed out at the bleak clouds.

“Go for awalk,” said Maire quietly.

The Doctor looked at her in astonishment. “In that? Why?”

“Becauseyou' rerestless, and awalk will do you good. You' renot
afraid of alittle water, are you? And, if you're still debating with
yourself whether to take on companionsin the future or no, then the
fedl of that weather will remind you what it's like to go through life
alone.” Shegavehimagentle push. “I'll make supper. Now, go.”

The Doctor smiled and clasped her hand briefly. Then he strode
out of theroom. Moments|ater, Maire heard the front door slam, and
aglance out the window showed her the Doctor walking toward the
seashore. She listened to the soft drizzle pattering on the panes.

2727
hbad stood on ahill, looking down at Bailenatraigh with a
heavy heart. Smoke from campfires rose to join the misty
rizzle. He was drenched; everything was drenched. He
reflected that since Padraig’ sbonfire challengetwo daysago, hisentire
world felt different. He saw sadness in everything he looked at. He
sensed the world would never be the same again.

Then hischinjutted defiantly. Padraig'schallengeto hisway of life
wouldn’'t go unmet. The spiritswould retaliate. It was only a matter
of time.

Until then, though, he could do nothing to hasten the process.
That was the most frustrating thing of all.

Movement brought hisgazeto the edge of thevillage. It was one of
Conchaobar’s messengers, a boy about a year short of manhood. He
had just set off jogging at a quick but sustainable pace to the south.
Cathbad wasn't asfit ashe oncewas, and didn’t fancy trying to catch
the boy up. Instead, he strode down the hill into the village. People
greeted him as he passed, but he was so wrapped up in his own
thoughts that he could only nod quickly in reply. He approached
Conchobar’shouse.

The Chieftain sat inside, alonefor once. Cathbad looked aroundin
surprise. “Where syour wife? Your children? Your nobles?’

“| sent them away for the day,” replied Conchobar wesrily. “1 need
timeadoneto think. Your gpprentices are probably waiting by your hut.”

“1 see.” Cathbad stared closdly at his old friend. “Conchobar, is
there something wrong?”’

“No, there is nothing wrong.” But instead of meeting the Druid's
eyes, Conchobar stared into the flames of his hearth.

“So, you aren’t worried about Padraig's bonfire, his cutting down
of the oak tree without an attack by Crooker-"

Conchobar shot him aglare. “Of course I’'m worried about that.”
His gaze returned to the fire and his voice softened. “But there is
nothing wrong. Nothing you could help mewith, at least.”

Cathbad laid a comforting hand on the Chieftain’s shoulder. “We
could walk on the seashore. The sound of the surf aways helped to
soothe your mind.”

“Cathbed, I'm sorry. Just leavemebe. Thereisnothingwrongwithme.
| just need to sit here” He stared into the flames like alost man.

The Druid decided not to ask why his chief had sent amessenger
in the direction of the village to the south, but his suspicions were
forming. Hisheart went out to hisold friend, but therewas nothing he
could doif Conchobar refused hishelp. With asad smilehe patted the
Chieftain’s shoulder, and |eft the hut.

Conchobar sighed with relief when hewasaoneagain. “| just need
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to St here,” he muttered again aloud, “and think.” In his mind, the
children’ssong sang itself over and over again.
?7?7
ette stared out the window at the dreary, rain-soaked village
d sighed. Confined to the house by the weather, boredom set
in quickly. At least there had been no new episode of strange
voices. She left her room and walked through the quiet hallways.
Maire was in the kitchen fixing supper as Fayette passed the door.

“Bored?’ asked Maire without turning around. Fayette gazed at
her suspicioudy. Thewoman’ssixth sensewasuncanny, and it merited
closer examination.

“Oui,” shereplied, sighing as she strolled into the kitchen. “Do
you need any help?’

“That'sthe second time you' ve asked me.” Maire smiled without
looking at her directly. “No, I'd rather you just do the dishes after
supper isdone. You and your father are hereto relax, not work.” She
went on peeling potatoes as she spoke. Fayette watched her closely.

“Maire, how well do you know Papa?’

The reply was quick. “No better than any friend would.”

“Do you know where he came from?”’

Maire looked up at Fayette serioudly. “Why, from England, of
course!l” Fayette wasn't sure, but she thought she could seeatwinkle
inthat woman'seye. Shefrowned. Were her pupilsgrey or blue? She
decided not to push the matter further.

“Relax,” ordered Maire benignly. “Read a book, or better yet, go
into the study and play with one of the musical instruments. It's hard
enough getting your father to wind down.”

Fayette grinned and Ieft the kitchen. She strolled along the dim
hallways, her dippered feet silent on the wood floors, and pushed
open the door to the study.

Thefireinthehearth had died to embers leaving theroomdark, but ill
warm. A wan light camein through thin curtains, layering everything in
soft shadows. The silence was punctuated by the relentlessticking of the
grandfather clock. Fayette moved to part the curtains, but hesitated, then
decided to keep the dreary westher out of Sight. Shewandered aimlesdy
among the plush furniture, glancing quickly &t the selection of books.

Maire'sharp sat inthe corner of theroom, next to acarved and stained
wooden char with avel vet-covered seat. Fayettehad alwaysbeenre uctant
to touch theingtrument, sinceit wasn't hers, and it looked morefor show
than for use. However, music had been apassion of hersbefore shecame
onboardthe TARDIS, andit wasn't something shef d been ableto continue
since. Shewanted to give the harp atry.

Andhadn’'t Mairetold her to play it?Without another thought, Fayette
sat in the chair and cradled the tal harp on her shoulder. She tested the
gringswith her fingers. All wereintune. Shelooked around, thensighedin
frugration. No music sheats. Where did Maire kegp them? Fayette felt
too lazy to get up. Instead she strummed idly at the strings.

?7?7

on sat on a stool in his house, alone. The dimness and the
uiet helped to ease his troubled mind. He fingered his reed-
Iute idly, remembering the small harp — his father’s harp —
which he had sacrificed to the spirits. It was gone forever now. He
realized no gift from the gracious spirits came without sacrifices, but
he judged, with atouch of resentment, that he had already sacrificed

greatly, and nothing had come of it except perhaps madness.

To soothe his mind, he composed a new melody in his head. It
made him feel better only at first, for immediately he wished he had
his harp to play it.

77?7

etteidly plucked a chord. The single note resonated through
he room, slowly dying away. The music sheets weren't going
to come by themselves. She was about to set the harp back on
its base when her thoughts suddenly turned to the note she'd just
played. More notes entered her head, joined with the first note and
began dancinginadow melody. An entire song presented itself to her

asclearly asif it were on paper. She had to play it.

Shecradled the harp on her shoulder again. Her fingersreached out
and, asthough guided by handsthat weren’t her own, plucked at the
strings. Soft music filled the dim study. It was so beautiful her heart
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ached. Her mind conjured up variations to the tune, and her hands
played them out immediately.

Eamon looked around him in surprise. Who was playing? He
couldn’t see Agus anywhere. He was about to call the boy’s name,
but the word stuck in histhroat. To speak now would ruin the music.

But whowasplayingit? Surely not Agus. Thisinstrument sounded
likehisold harp, but with awider range. And the music was beattiful,
exactly as he had first conceived it and better than he could have
hoped. His flute now felt light in his hands; he brought it to hislips
and added its voice to the melody.

Fayette heard theflute music, but couldn’t seewho wasplayingit.
Shewas alone. It must be my ears playing tricks again, she thought.
Yet she did not dismissit. The flute's melody accompanied the harp
perfectly. She adjusted her playing to suit the flute, and the flute
adjusted to suit her. It wasasthough thetwoinstrumentsweremoving
together in acourtly dance. Fayette's heart swelled.

Eamon dosed hiseyesandlost himsdlf inthemusic. Fayetteclosed her
eyes, and let the meody play itsdlf. They might have continued forever,
had Fayette' sless skilful fingers not touched the wrong string.

The sour note jarred Eamon out of his trance. The music died.
Fayette sat up straight, barely catching the harp beforeit fell over. She
looked around the room. The sound of theflute hadn’t beenimaginary,
it had been real, she was sure of that now. But where had it come
from? She jumped out of her chair and ran to the door. At the other
end of the hall, Maire stood by the sink, framed by the kitchen door,
peeling potatoes. She looked at Fayette quizzically.

Eamon felt a presence behind him and whirled around. Aguswas
standing at the door. “Wonderful!” said the boy with undisguised
admiration. “Why did you stop?’

Eamon sighed and closed his eyes briefly. “The harpist played a
wrong note.”

Agus blinked. “Harpist? What harpist?’

“It wasn't you, then?’ But he knew it wasn't.

“You'retheonly decent harpistinthevillage,” theboy said Ssmply.
“And you have the only harp.”

72?7

n the Chieftain’s hut, the air under the thatched roof was filled

with gentle snoring sounds as the clan nobles dept. Conchobar

stared at the roof. When he was certain not aliving person could
hear him, he carefully stood up and crept out. At the entrance to his
house, he looked to the left and the right, and smiled grimly. As
expected, the watchmen were asleep.

Hewaked silently out of thevillage, toward theforest glen. Hisheart
beat hard againgt his chet, and his ears rang as he listened for prowling
animds, evil spirits or dangerous Fair Folk. With each step forward, he
fought againgt hisinginctivefearsand apart of hisconscience.

Fveminutes|ater, hereached theedge of theforest and knew therewas
no turning back. But he stared at the dark treeswith fear. They loomed at
him like maevolent demons. He took two steps forward, then stopped.

He couldn’t go any farther, not into this forest this late at night. The
graciousspiritsmay havespared Padraig, but they might decideto murder
Conchobar ingtead. This late at night, only the Druids ventured into the
realm of the Good Folk, and only under specid circumstances. Hewasnot
aDruid. He had to turn back.

A wind stirred thetrees, and light flickered through. For amoment he
good frozenwithterror. Then herecognized theyedlow glow of acampfire.
Mustering hiscourage he groped forward, keeping thelight insight.

Despwithintheforest, hecameuponthefire. It wasasmall blaze, kept
diveby afew gicks. A man, clean shaven with peppered hair and robed
inacassock, sat beforeit. Helooked up asConchobar approached, but did
not stand. In gppearance he was not at dl like the portentous wizard
Conchobar had been expecting.

“So,” the Chieftain muttered. “You came.”

“I am compelled to come” Padraig replied in a matter-of-fact tone.
“I'm not the important person here, though. If God'swork isto succeed,
the one who most wantsto learn must be present. You wishto learn?’

For amoment, Conchobar stood frozen. Then he nodded slowly.
“1 wish to hear.” He emphasized the last word.

“That is fine.” Padraig smiled benignly. “What do you wish to
hear? | do not lecture, you see. | only answer questions.”
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Conchobar sat down facing Padraig and looked him in the eye.
“Who is Christ?’
?7?7
ou're quiet this evening, Fayette.” The Doctor gave her a
worried look across the hearth. These days, she thought with
exasgperation, heaways seemed to begiving her worried [ooks.

“I'mjusttired, Papa.” Shewascurled upintheleather wing chair,
nursing acup of teain her lap. Shewas morethan just tired: her mind
wastill inastir about this afternoon’s strange episode with the harp.
But it wouldn’t do to tell him that, he'd only worry some more.
Maire wasright, it would do the Doctor good to relax alittle!

“Maire, how about one of your stories?’ she prompted.

The blond woman smiled at her, then gazed thoughtfully into the
blazing fireplace. “1’'mabit tired myself, thisevening. Would apoem
do instead? The one | have in mind doestell a story, and | think the
trandation from the Gaelic isquite good.”

“Lovey!” Fayette said warmly. “Who's the author?’

“That | can'ttell you. All we know of thispoemisthat it waswritten
in the early years of the Christian era, perhgps in the time of Patrick
himsdf.” Maire amiled again. “It's interesting to see how Chrigtianity
affected certain older, pagan bdliefs. But forgiveme, I’ mgetting academic.
Hereit is, then, “The Mere of Dromore.“

Shewasslent amoment as she gazed into the flames. Then, in asoft,
lilting voice, shebegan:
Dark isthe oaken wood
where stands the Keep Dromore,
and dark as night the mere
that lies before its door.
Fayetteswallowed. Odd thingswere happeninginher head again. She
could hear two voices reciting the poem, first Maire's and then, haf a

heartbest | ater, afainter, deeper voice. It waslikethefeedback sometimes
heard from microphonesand speskers, or asif Mairehad acquired an echo.

| stooped besdethe mere,
and who then did | see?

Fairer than any mortal queen
shebeckoned me.

Eamon sat back on his heelsand gazed at the till, dark surface of
the pond. It wastrue, he had never seen anything in the mere but his
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ownimage. But the spot was madefor dreaming. Inhismind’'seyehe
saw her clearly, and the words came together:

A cloud of midnight hair
about a face of dawn.
Eyes too bright, too perilous
to gaze upon.

And over her shoulder lay
atwist of misty tor.
A dark blue sea, a distant sail,
shipwreck on the shore.

Onthelagt lineMaire' svoice, anditsecho, grew dark. Fayetteshivered.

| struck the water with my fist,
shattered the dream of dread —

“What?" Fayette sat up, sopping teainto her saucer. “That isn't
right!”

Maire blinked in astonishment. “What do you mean?’

“*] struck thewater with my fist,” that'sal wrong! It should be, “She
shedasingletear, gonewasthedream of dreed.* Fayettegulped. How did
I know that? she wondered.

Maire cocked her head. “1 don’t know where you got thoselines. The
actud poemisjug asl’vetold you.” As Fayette her mouth to
protest, Marehdd upahand. “Waittill theend, thenjudge. You' Il seehow
ital makessense”

“Fayette” The Doctor’s tone was gentle, but it was awarning.

“Pardon!” Fayetteretrestedinto Frenchto cover her confusion. “ Please
goahead.”

“If you wish.” Maire gave her a strange, cautious look, then began
again. Thistime her voice had no echo. But as Fayette listened, asudden
anger filled her. Shecould hardly sit ill.

| struck the water with my fist,
shattered the dream of dread,
and from Dromore' stwice-cursed mere
homeward | fled.

“Oh, why does my mother cry,
and why do my sisters weep?”
“Your brother, dearest to your heart,
liesfathoms deep.”

At least they got that verse right, Fayette thought.

By day | walk the shore
till darkness drives me home.
By night I shun my narrow bed
lest dreams may come.

No, no! That mekesnosensea dl! Eamonground histeethinfrugtration.

Dreams of thefair, cruel queen
who turned my heart to stone.
Dreams of the far, enchanted land
sherulesalone.

Mairefell silent, thenlooked up from thefireto meet the Doctor’s
eyes. “Beautiful,” he said, and smiled warmly.
“Fayette? You see, now, how it makes sense?’
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“Well, since you ask me, no!” Fayette set her teacup aside. She
struggled to be as cam and objective as Maire was, but it was hard.
Shefelt asif something of hers had been stolen and spoiled.

“The fairy queen showed him a vision of his brother’s death,”
Maire said, “and to cap it off, sheleft him with aglimpse of Elfland,
which she knew would haunt him forever. No wonder he dreaded
falingadeep!”

“But he didn’t! Don’'t you see? Your trand ation works fine right
up to “shipwreck on the shore,’ but after that it goes wrong. She
wasn't cruel; she wept for him. And the last two verses — “ She
caught the Doctor’ stroubled eye, stubbornly switched her gaze back
to Maire, and forged ahead. “They should go like this.”

By day | haunt the shore
for visonsin the foam.
By night | seek my narrow bed,
that dreams may come.

Dreams of the dark-eyed maid
who wept a tear for me.
Dreams of thefar, enchanted ides,
the blessed sea.

Of course! Eamon struck his forehead. That's exactly how they
should go. Because— “Becausethefairy queen wasn't evil, you see,”
Fayette said eagerly. “ She—*“

“Fayette, where did you get these lines?” Maire frowned. “ They
don’t appear in the origind, I'm sure of that. And we're aware of
versions dating right back to Patrick’stime.”

“Then somebody changed it! Maybe Patrick, because the poem
was too well disposed to the fairy queen. Maybe the real author
wasn't Christian at al!”

Maire laughed. “That's alot of maybes!” But she was watching
Fayette with frown lines between her eyebrows.

“Fayette,” the Doctor said, “You realy must be tired. Why don’t
you trot off to bed, hmm?’

Shejust stopped herself from boiling over. She stood up. “When,”
she asked quietly, “are you going to stop treating me like a child
whenever | happen to have an independent idea?’

“Because you' ve been talking nonsense as if it were fact, that's
why. What'swrong with you?’ At last hisimpatience broke through.

“Nothing iswrong with me!” Fayette stormed out of theroom and
ran up the stairsto her room. She slammed the bedroom door behind
her and flung herself onto her bed. What Maire had said till made her
want to tear her hair, especidly the twisting of the poem’s origina
meaning.

Then redlization swamped her and she sat up. She hadn’t ever
heard that poem before. How could she have known those things she
said? Thiswas just so strange! Papa was right, how could she have
debated Maire so contentiously? What had gotten into her?

Rest, Fayettetold herself. A good night’ssleep, and I'll feel better
inthemorning. Shestared into her dresser mirror as she pulled off the
ribbon tying back her hair.

27?7
on bent over the forest pond and splashed cool water in his
ace. It helped to soothe him, but it didn’t make him any less
ewildered. He' d worked himself up into astate of anger, yet it
could only have been he who had rewritten the poem in his mind.
There was no other explanation. But if this was true, then his mind
was acting independently of his soul — or had split into two! Eamon
stooped over the water and splashed hisface again.
2727
ette stopped untying her sash and put a hand up to her face.
asthereadraft? Theair smelt cool and earthy, likein aforest.
She gripped the bedpost for support. Please, not another attack.
She gazed desperately at her palereflection inthe mirror.
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on wiped water from hisfacewith onehand and then cupped
he two of them to take up water to drink. Movement caught
iseye. Hefound himself staring down at the glassy surface of
the pond.

Fayette gasped in shock. “Who are you?’

Eamon cried out and crouched back. Fayettefound hersdlf saring at her
normd reflection again. Shetook adeep bresth. For one moment, she'd
thought she d seenaman’sfacefloating likeaghost over herimage.

She covered her face, fighting terror. Then her inborn common sense
cametoher ad. | annot goinginsane, shetold hersalf. | anmadeof stiffer
suff thanthat! Thisisred, whatever itisthat ishgppening. Sheuncovered
her face, st her jaw and stepped up closeto the mirror.

Eamon blinked. Had he seen what he’ d seen? Thiswas no dream,
no song, nothingimagined. And Cathbad had spoken of no enchanted
placesin this part of the woods, but the fact was before his eyes. He
crept on handsand kneesto the edge of the pond again, and tentatively
peered at its surface.

Fayette found herself face to face with the man of her ghostly
vision again. But such adistinct, detailed vision! He was youngish,
perhapstwenty, with ablunt, strong faceframedinlong dark hair, and
atrimmed dark beard. His blue eyes were wide with astonishment at
this moment, but the lines at their corners hinted that their usual
expression was open and smiling. No, thiswas no dream.

Eamon’sheart pounded ashe stared at thevision of hisballad. The
cloud of midnight hair, the delicately pale skin. The gown she wore
was adazzling white. She could be none other than... “ The queen of
fair Elfland,” he gasped. “Lady, why have you honoured me?’

Fayette blinked. This greeting was totally unexpected. The man
must be just as surprised as she was. In fact, she knew he was
astonished: she sensed his awe and confusion, asif hisfeelings and
thoughts were her own. She couldn’t help but laugh.

“I"'mnot aqueen, and I’m not afairy either!” Her frown returned.
“But who are you?’

Shecouldbelying, thought Eamon. TheFar Folk weremaster decaivers
But, unaccountably, heknew shewastdling thetruth. Impossiblethough
it seemed, despite her strangeclothes, her beauty and themagical way she
gppearedto him, thevision beforehimwasared woman. “I am Eamon,”
hesammered. “| amthebard of Bailenatraigh.”

Fayette recognized his voice. “You were the onein my mind! It
was your thoughts | was hearing!”

He guessed her next line. “1 didn’t do this deliberately! | don't know
what happened, but you've been in my heed for two days now.” He
struck his forehead with his pam. “No wonder | thought my mind had
split in two!”

“And| thought | washaving somebreskdown!” Her mindraced. “ But
thisisthefirst time we ve seen each other. Where do you seeme?’

“You'relooking up from thesurface of thepond,” hereplied. “Are
you sure you're not-"

She cut him off. “Trust me, I'm ashuman asyou are. My nameis
Fayette, and I’'m staring at you through amirror-"

“Yet another enchanted surface-”

“Enchantments have nothing to do with it,” replied Fayette
automatically. Then she frowned. “Well, maybe...”

“But whereareyou?” asked Eamon, bewildered.

“Hold on. Let's get a grip on our situation.” She thought for a
moment. “We appear to be linked. | sense your thoughts and you
sense mine; do you understand?’

“We' re sharing the samemind,” he suggested.

“Or had oursjoined together. We can see each other by lookinginto
our reflections at the sametime. Can we still communicate whenthis
isn't the case? Step back from the pond.”

Eamon did as he wastold. Fayette turned her back on the mirror.

Still there? she thought.

Yes. Eamon’svoiceechoed in her mind.

So, we can still talk. Look back into the pond, please. | prefer to
see the people | talk to.

Hechuckled, and Fayette' sspiritslifted. Shefaced her mirror again
to see the bard's blunt but handsome face smiling back at her.

“Now, could you tell mewhereyou are?’ he asked. “You haveto

betalking to mefrom somewhere.”

“That could be hard,” shereplied. “I don’'t know where you are,
and I’'m not sure how to describe things relative to you. I'm in the
house of MaireRoss, at theedge of thevillage of Ballentree, in Ireland.
Do you need more?’

Eamon frowned. “ That almost soundslikethe name of my village.
What house areyou living in? Look around. | think | can seethrough
your eyes. I'll close mine while you look.”

He closed his eyes and Fayette |ooked around her room. Eamon was
suddenly bombarded by unfamiliar shapes and sights. That Fayette was
inaroomwas plain enough, but thewalswerefirmer and smoother than
those he'd ever seen, and they were the colour of cream. Some of the
furniturewas unrecognizable except for thefact that it wasfurniture. The
bed wasapadded, carved structurefit for theHigh King himsdlf, and yes,
therewasthemirror, ashining oval framed in carved and gilded wood.

Eamon felt shaky. If Fayette was no fay, she must be alady of the
highest degree. What strange chance could have linked her mind to
that of avillage bard?

Fayette looked back at the mirror. “Does thishelp?’ she asked.

Eamon stared back at her in awe. “Lady Fayette-”

“1 am not alady,” she interrupted. “1’m an ordinary woman.”

“So you say, but you live among such splendour. How can thisbe
when you are neither fay nor of noble birth? Are you a servant? But
no,” he answered himself, “your dressistoo fine.”

Fayette blinked. “Where do you live?’

“My villageisabrief walk behind me. | can go back and show you
if you'dlike.” Thenheflushed. “But I’ m ashamed to haveyou compare
it to your lodgings.”

“Yes, show me. | want to seeit.” Then an idea struck her. “Wait,
don’t go yet. Try and remember your home. Let's seeif | can seeiit
through your memories.”

Eamon thought of home. Fayette closed her eyesand wasbombarded
by rugtic shgpes, round wooden houses under thatched roofs. The dirt
wasong sfloor, and apallet one' shed. Utensilsand other householditems
were made of wood, pottery or sometimesiron. But it was till ahome, a
familiar placethat brought back fond memories.

Now it was Fayette'sturn to Sarein awe. “ You are further away than
| thought,” she muttered. “We may bein the same areg, perhgps near the
sameglen, but we re separated by agapintime. That'swhy thenamesof
our villagessound dmost the samebut not quite. There could becenturies
between us”

Eamon frowned. “What do you mean?’

“I could betaking to you from your future.”

“Is that possihle?’

“A moment ago, you werewilling to believe an enchantment brought
ustogether,” Fayettereplied with anironic smile.

“But how ese could it have been?’ Eamon suddenly remembered.
“Yed | wenttothecircleof ancient stonesand asked afavour of theforest
spirits. | fdlt apower building. This must be what they did.”

“A gonecircle?” Animageof theplaceshehad visited dippedinto her

“Yes, that'sit!” Eamon’sexcitement radiated through her mind likea
dancinglight. “ That'show wewerelinked!”

Fayetteremembered thefearsome power of thecirclebuilding around
her. She remembered her vison immediately after being hit. It suddenly
becameclearinher mind, why thestonesshe saw wereheavily eroded and
freshat thesametime. “1 amfromyour future,” shesadfirmly. “ But how
longsince?’ Shelooked a Eamon’simage. “What yeer isit, over there?’

The date Eamon gave made no senseto her, and he shook hishead
when she named the year 1994. “Thisis harder than | thought,” she
said. “Tell me some things which are happening during your time.”

“What are you looking for?” asked Eamon.

“Oh... famous people, cultural festivals, anything may beaclue.”

“We celebrated the feast of Beltane yesterday,” Eamon replied
hopefully.

Wasn't that a pagan festival, thought Fayette? That would place
him any time over a thousand years before her. She shivered at the
images that came immediately to mind. Somehow she managed to
shield them from Eamon, afraid he'd be offended. She sensed
immediately that he generally had no part inthemorelurid features of
that religion. Shewondered how much of what she’ d been taught had
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been twisted by historians since Eamon’stime?

“That's still no good,” she said. “Try famous people.”

Eamon listed anumber of chieftainswho lived in hisarea. Shedidn’t
recognizeasinglename. “ O’ Donoghue?’ hecontinued. “Loiguire?’

Shecocked her head at thelast one. That name sounded famiiliar, but it
was hothing morethan avague memory of something shehad reed.

“Those are dl the chieftains | know, La- Fayette,” said Eamon,
exagperated.

“There must be other people you know, important to your life.”
Suddenly, Fayette felt Eamon wince. She frowned. “What iswrong?
Why do you flinchwhen | say this?|sthere someone else? What did
he do to make you unhappy?’

Eamonwinced again. Fayettemight not befairy-touched, but withthis
link betweenthem, shemight aswell havebeen. “ Thereisoneperson’m
concerned about now. He is from Britain. He travels the countryside
converting my people to anew religion. He's been very successful. His
nameisPadraig-"

Fayette blinked. “Patrick?’

“Eamon?’

Thebard jumped back from the edge of the pond, and hislink with
Fayette snapped. Agus stared at him from the edge of the clearing.
The boy was clearly perplexed. “I thought | heard you taking to
someone, but there's no one else here.”

Eamon opened his mouth to tell everything, but he hesitated.
Would Agus believe him? After al that had happened these past
days, after his episodes of what must look like strange behaviour,
wouldthistaenot betaken for asign of madness?No, hecouldn’ttell
Agusthewholetruth right away, not until he had some proof to show.
He tried to contact Fayette again, but had no sense of her nearness.
His shoulders drooped.

“Eamon?’ Agus stared at him with concern.

Eamon forged asmile. “1 was composing asong,” hereplied.

Agus brightened. Thiswas histeacher of old. “Can | hear it?’

Eamon shifted uncomfortably. “1’mnot finished yet. But you' Il heer it,
soon. It'sgetting dark, let'sgo home.” Together they | eft the grove.

?7?7
ette rubbed her forehead wearily as she sat on her bed. Why
id he suddenly disappear? shewondered. She began to doubt it
was real; she had to force herself to accept that what she
remembered, no matter how unreal, was real. She had spoken to a
Celtic bard, living perhaps around 435 A.D. If he hadn’t left so
suddenly, she could have made certain she hadn’t been dreaming.

And sheadmitted silently that, if hehadn’t left so suddenly, she could
have gotten to know him better. With his presence gone, shefelt lonely.

Her eyeswere heavy, but she hesitated at the prospect of deep. Will |
wakeupinthemorning andthink al of thisadream, shewondered? Then
shethought: if | go to deep, perhaps| will dream about him, and be with
him onceagain. Sheamiled, sood up, and finished undressing.

2727

e Doctor lay on hisbhed in the guest room next to Fayette's. He
stared at the ceiling, leaving the open book he wasn't reading
resting on hischest. His ears strained, but Fayette had stopped
talking. Who had she been talking to? No matter how hard helistened,
he hadn’t heard another voice. That suggested she was talking to
herself. He couldn’t recall another time she’ d persisted so long with

such irrationality.

He couldn’t make out aword she' d said, which only added to his
anxiety. He twisted his handsin worry.

Eamon sat on his pallet, brooding. Had it al been red or was it
moonshine? The dreams of last night merged with the events of the
evening before. Hefeared calling her again, lest shedidn’t answer.

It took a while before he noticed Agus watching him solemnly.
When he did, the boy stepped forward. “What's wrong, Eamon?”’

Hedidn't feel ready to tell Agus everything. “Nothing more than
what was wrong with me before.”

Agus shook hisheed. “I recal how you looked after you spoke with
O Donoghue's daughter, when you learned she was betrothed. You look
likethat now.” He nudged him dyly. “So, who isit thistime?’

Eamon peered a him suspicioudy. Was the boy fairy-touched? He
read him so well. However, he doubted that Aguswould understand the
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truthif itweretoldtohim. Hemight laughat him... thenagain, hemight not.
What harmwasthereintdling theboy?Hefdt hehad to sharelast night’'s
wondrous experiencewith someone.

“Itisawoman,” hereplied dowly.

Agusgrinned. “1 knew it. s she betrothed aswell 7’

“No,” said Eamon serioudly. “ She doesnot live around here.”

Agusfrowned. “Issheatraveler?’

“Couldbe”

“Whereisshefrom?’

“Not around here.”

“Where, then? Connaught? North of here? South? East?’

“Noneof those,” Eamon replied.

Agus brow furrowed. Then heredized onepossiblemeaning of Eamon's
words. He dropped down beside histeacher, his mouth agape. “ You met
af—’

“She tdls me she's not fay, and | believe her,” said Eamon. “She's
from... somewherevery far avay. I’ ve had her in my mind for three days.
It wasthe samefor her. We could hear each other’ sthoughts; seethrough
each other’s eyes if we concentrated hard enough. No wonder we eech
thought weweregoing mad. Wefinaly becameawareof each other when
shedtaredinto amirror and | stared into apond. The gracious spiritshave
linked us” He stopped and stared hard at Agus, looking for areaction.

Agus stared back serioudy. “Is she beautiful 7’

Eamon amiled. “Very. She's dso very wise. She can play the harp,
appreciates poetry, and redized right away what had happened while |
wasdill coming to my senses after first seeing her.”

Agus smilehddnohint of derision. “ Shesoundsperfect for you. Too
bad she' ssofar away, though. You don't havemuch luck whenit comesto
women, doyou?’ Hegrinned, and Eamonfdt hisspiritsrisng. Then Agus
continued, “ And | sumbled uponyouwhileyouweretaking?l’ msorry.”

“Don't be”

“Haveyoutadkedtoher since?’ Agusfrowned when Eamonshook his
head. “Why not?’

“What if shedoesn’t answer?Whet if | imaginedit al ?Or worse, what
if thelink was broken permanently?’ Eamon clenched hishands.

“You do like her,” said Agus. “No wonder you're so worried. But
that'salot of ifs, isn'tit?1f you really want to spesk with her again, don't
think about failure. Just doiit!”

Eamon thought for amoment, then reached into a battered chest and
drew from it a smal round mirror of bronze, one of his few vduable
possessions. He stared at hisreflection, and hesitated for a brief second.
“Lady Fayette?' he whispered.

Fayette nearly choked on apiece of toast. Soit hadn’t been adream!
Sheglanced around thekitchen at the Doctor and Maire. Just her luck that
acdl would comein a an avkward moment. She smiled &t the two of
them. “Excuse mefor amoment.” She stood up fromthetable.

“But you' ve hardly touched your breskfast!” Mairelooked in dismay
at her plate. The Doctor fixed her with an irritating Stare of concern.

Fayette sat down and ate asfast as she dared. Maire and the Doctor
glanced a her suspicioudy. When she was finished, she amiled & them
both, excused hersdf again, and forced hersdlf to leave the kitchen at a
sedatewa k. Shefinished chewing thelagt of her toast inthehalway, then
ran up the sairsto her room.

Shutting the door, she strode to her dresser. She hesitated a moment
beforethelargemirror, then rummeaged through thedrawersand pulled out
ahand-held mirror ingtead. She sat on her bed and sared intoit.

Her smilewasradiant to Eamon'seyes. “Hello!”

Agusfrowned ashestared at Eamon. Theman spoketo hismirror, but
the boy could neither hear areply, nor see who he was taking to. His
shouldersdrooped, disappointed. Hefdt digtinctly intheway: anintruder
onaprivate discussion. Quietly hedipped out of the hut. Eamon wastoo
engrossed with Fayette to notice.

“Good morning Lady-" Hechecked himsdlf. “ Good morning, Fayette.
| trust you dept wel?’

“Very,” shereplied. “Eamon, I’ ve been thinking about what happened
to mewhilewewerelinked. A couple of daysago | played aharp, and a
tune cameto methat | never heard before. Wasthat you?’

Eamonamiled. “ Yes itwas”

“You broadcast your composition throughto me, without knowingit.”
Fayettemarvelled. “And whilel wasplaying the harp, youjoined inwith
theflute. It wasvery beautiful. How long haveyou been the bard of your
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“Only for twoyears, but I’ ve been learning the craft sincel was Agus
age— he'smy gpprentice. But | can't takedl of the credit for that piece.
It wouldn't have sounded so beatiful had it not been for your playing.
How long have you played the harp?’

“Music was ahobby of mine” Fayettereplied. “I’m out of practice,
now. | had some formal training, and | kept up my practising until,” she
paused momentarily, “till | began my travels”

Eamon frowned. “What'swrong?Wereyou forced totravel ? Areyou
anexile?

Fayette flushed. “In away,” she admitted. “I was chased from my
home. My adopted father took me away from all that.”

Eamon regretted his question. He would so much rather have her
happy than thinking of sad times, but aneed to know dl about her drove
himon. “Your homewasinvaded?’

“You could cdll it that. Either way, | could not live there any more.”
Imagesbroadcast themsavesto Eamon: amob shrieking likeanenormous
wild beast, clubbing awoman’sfather to desth; men and women shut into
stone cdlls, chained to walls. He shared the horror of her memories, and
flinched.

“I'msorry,” he groaned.

“Don't be. Higtory islikethat. You haveto takethe good with the bad.
Fortunately, Papa rescued me” Her warmth, spesking of this “Papa,”
amost madehimfed jedous. “ Andsincethen I’ vessenmoreof theworld
than| could haveever dreamed. | bdievemy lifehasturned out for thebest.
| wouldn't trade it in.”

“Higtory,” Eamon sghed. “I know what you mean.”

Fayette frowned. “ Are you having problems over there?’

“I think you know something of what | mean,” hereplied. “ Youreected
when you heard the name Padraig. He is a man from Britain, who is
converting my peopletoanew reigion. Thereisnothingwronginwhat he
isdoing; heforcesno-one, heonly acceptswilling converts. Butit disturbs
methat so many are converting so willingly. These people are betraying
themsdlves and their fathers, destroying their own way of life”

Fayettewasunsurehow to respond. Patrick wasanimportant figurein
her religion, but shecould understand Eamon'sdistress. Voltairehad taught
her theimportanceof tolerancetoward other religions. Her travel swiththe
Doctor had reinforced thishroad- mindedness. Eamon had aright toworry
if hefetinany way threstened by another religion. But at the sametime,
the conversion of Irdland was afact of history.

Eamon sensed her ambivaence. Shetried to hide it in her mind, and
knew she'd failed. To her surprise, he smiled his understanding. She'd
chosento beaChrigtian, but that in no way detracted from her character.
Perhgpsthe Chrigt rdigionwasnot so bad if someof itsfollowerswerelike
Fayette. Stll, hisworry remained, and anideastruck him.

“You know dl this” he said eagerly. “You are from my future, you
know what is to happen.”

It wasasthough asection of Fayette' smind dammed shut likeavaullt.
“I'msorry, | can not tell you. Not everything, anyway.”

Eamon was disgppointed. “Why not?’

“For you, it'syour future, full of possibilities. But for meitismy past,
asfrozenasthewordsonapage. If | weretotell youtoo much, enough for
youtomakeasignificant change, even by accident, then my past changes.
You understand whet this could mean?’

Eamon saw, and after a moment he shivered. The possibilities
played themselves out in his mind. If, with any knowledge given to
him by Fayette, hewereto do something that hadn’t already happened
before her time, then her timewould change. Who knew how different
her present would become? In fact, it was possible that Fayette
would not be born, and would not be there to speak with him. But
then, how could... Hisreason reeled.

That decided it; he changed the subject immediately.

“You call yourself out of practice?’ Helaughed breathlesdly. “ You
didn’t sound out of practicewhenyou played. You haveareal natura
talent, Fayette.”

“Thank you,” she replied. “But | could not have played so well
had you not composed that music.”

They paused for a moment as a thought entered their minds. One
glanceat each other through themirrorssetitinmotion. They jumped up.
Eamon went to his chest and rummaged around for hisflute. Fayetteran
lightly downgtairs to Mairée's study. The harp stood waiting.
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arp. The quick, courtly music lifted his spirits. Then he
frowned. Wasthisthe same young woman who had moped all
yesterday?

“Theseare bizarremood swings” he muttered.

Maire placed areassuring hand on hisshoulder. “ Leave her be. Shelll
sort hersdlf out. Worry about yoursdlf for achange. Now just cam down
and ligten to the music. After your last nightmare, you could use some
soothing sounds. You never told me Miss Cdonne could play the harp so
well. Doesshe practice hard a home?’

TheDoctor glanced & her, hisbrow furrowed. “No. Shehardly practices
atdl. Wedon't haveaharp.” Hemadeamoveto get up, but Mairegently
but firmly pushed him back into his seet.

“Just be quiet and listen to your daughter.”
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Fayette’ sfingers danced across the strings of the harp in double
i

-I-he Doctor smiled when he heard Fayette begin playing the
h

ime. Her ears sang with the ethereal tunes of Eamon’s flute.

Each time she closed her eyes, she could amost fedl asthough
shewasfloating in ablackness as soft asvelvet, filled with the sounds
of their music.

Behind her, thegrandfather clock ticked relentlesdy, until it hit thetop
of the hour.

Theloud chimeasthed ock struck twel ve broke Fayette' sconcentration.
Eamon’sflutelet out asour note. Disappointment broadcast itsdlf between
their minds. She glared at the clock, asthough sharp looks could stopits
pendulum. But the relentless device kept ticking, obliviousto all.

Fayette gave Eamon a long-suffering look. He smiled back
sympatheticaly. WE |l try it again, they agreed.

Shelet her mind empty, and histunefilled it again. Reaching out with
her hands guided by histhoughts, shetouched the strings.
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at night Fayettelay in her bed, staring at the celling. Shewas
too excited to dleep, yet shedidn’t dare pace her room, knowing
it would attract Papa’s attention.

It wasashame she couldn’t confidein him. Hewastoowrgpped upin
his own concerns, too worried that her strange behaviour was aresult of
those concerns. If sheweretotell him what she' d experienced, hewould
only become more convinced that something was wrong with her. She
sighed. Sometimes Pgpa was just too remote for her, too cold; not like
Eamon

Her mind tingled as she remembered the day’s events, how she and
Eamon had made music together again, how they hed talked. A strong
bond wasdeve oping. Within aspan of days, they had cometoknow each
other intimately. Each moment was a happy one. Their bond was so
specid, evoked such warm fedingsin her, the word ‘friendship’ hardly
coveredit. But wasthislove? Certainly notinthephysica sense... wasit?

Wheredid the mental end and the physical begin, she wondered.

Thewarmfedingroseinher body againassheheardhimcdlingtoher.
“Yes Eamon?’

“I’ve been thinking about what brought us together. From where we
are, ittakesalittleeffort tomaintain our link. I’'mwondering what e sewe
can dotogether. | haveahunch. If wewere closer tothe stonecircle...”

She jumped out of bed and began dressing. “I'll meet you there in
fifteen minutes”

“But what are we going to do when we get there?” he asked.

“That depends on how being closeto the stone circle affects our link,
doesn'tit?’ Shelaughed softly. “Don't get your hopes up too high. Bring
your flute. | want to sit beside you, at least in terms of geography, and |
want to hear you play.”

Shestopped short of putting on her shoes. At thedoor of her room she
peered out into the hall, watching and listening. Maire'sdoor was closed,
thelight out. Fayettenodded and crept to the Doctor’ sdoor, leaning close.
Afteramoment of listening, shemanaged to hear thedeethly ow, rhythmic
breathing thet told her hewasin one of hisrare periods of deep.

Just to be sure, she peeredin. The Doctor lay ontop of hiscovers, ill
dressed in his day clothes. His eyes were closed, and his hands clasped
tightly on his chest. She smiled, stidfied. Sipping down the gtairsin her
stockinged feet, her shoesin her hand, she closed the front door silently
behind her.

TheDoctor mumbledin hisdegpasadream grabbed him by thethroat.
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Hestood onatred esslandscape, hillsof grassstretching tothehorizon
behind him. Thesealay beforehim, itswavescrashing asrdentlesdy asa
pendulum’sswing. Thewindwailed mournfully. At hisfeetlay achessboard,
each squareafoot long and wide. All the pieceswere st up, eechtwo to
threefeet tal. Acrossfrom him, acloaked figurewaited.

The Doctor picked up awhite pawn in both hishands and set it down
two squares ahead. Theblack pawn did forward on itsown to counter it.
The cloaked figure just
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stood, slent. The Doctor Q
)
2

meadehissecondmove, and
black countered. The
opening defencetook form.

He sensed rather than
saw the Queen’s Rook

pawn disgppear from the
board. Hehadn't timeto

o--.

-.r.v‘&"

complain. He
desperately dtered his
game plan to

accommodate the lost

piece. He moved, black
countered. The cloaked
figure raised its head.
Moonlight gleamed on
white bonein the darkness
of the hood.

The Doctor moved
again, and was horrified to
see the Queen’s Knight
pawn disgppear beforehim.
A major weakness had
opened on his left side.
Black’sforcesclosedin, and
the Queen’s Bishop pawn
disappeared before they | |
arrived. They did not takea ]
single piece, each of the
white pieces disappeared
on their own.

The wind whigtled in
his ears. The waves
crashed relentlessly,
nibbling back the shore
towardshim. Theseconds
ticked away.

Finaly, only a
knight remained to

ined | >
defendthewhiteKing, ‘,
Black’s forces
gathered. The Doctor
madeafind, desperate
move. Hepicked upthe \

knight, but felt it begin
to crumblein hisfingers.
“Endgame,” the cloaked figure
whispered, then laughed.

TheDoctor wokewith agasp. Assoon asheredized wherehewasand
when, he settled back onto the bed, and tried to bring his beating hearts
under control. Hisfacestreamed with swest; hemopped it withhisdeeve.

Maire'shouselay at peace. Hetook comfort initsslence. Hefocused
onagpot ontheceiling and put himsdlf inarelaxing trance.

27?27

Fiyette breathed deeply as the cool night air greeted her. She
i
o]

ipped on her shoesand jogged out of thevillage. Thesurrounding
enwasaseaof dark green benesth the moon’smilky glare. The
air was so still, it would have frightened her had she been aone.
Eamon left his house, and heard someone follow. He turned and
discovered it was Agus. The boy smiled impishly at his surprise.
“You woke me up. | know whereyou're going. You need an escort.”
Eamon raised an eyebrow. “And why would | need an escort?’
“Wouldn't you like someone to play the harp?’
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Eamonlaughed. “ All right, comedong.”

They crept to the edge of the village, passing the deeping watch. The
moon shone so brightly, they had no need of atorch. When they reached
theforest, itsdarknessheld no terrorsfor Eamon: thoughts of Fayetteleft
him noroom for fear.

Minutes later, they approached the stone circle. Agus held back
uncertainly whileEamon grodein. “ Areyou sureof this?” called theboy.

“Don’'t  worry!”
Eamon laughed back at
s him. “They didn’t hurt me
2 lasttime instead they gave
="} | meawonderful gift.”
. “You, maybe, but what
about me?’

Eamon listened to the
ar. Its coolness caressed
hischeeks, and theforest
washenigninitsdesping
dtillness. “They are not
angry,” he said with

conviction. Only partly
reassured, Agus stepped
carefully to the edge of the
gdonedircle.
“l didn't think it
possiblel”
Eamon whirled around
as the feminine voice cut
through the air. His eyes
widened in delighted
surprise. Fayette stepped
into the clearing. He could
seedl of her, now. Hestared
in wonder at her slender
figure, her radiant white
dress, and her ddicateface,
her warm smile and
vivecious dark eyes. She
stood like a ghogt, light
skinwashedtothepallor
of chalk by moonlight.
Her red ssshwasamost
black. But was there
more to her ghostly

gopearancethanjustthe
[

moon? If he looked
< Ay caefully, hecouldsee
‘ ‘ ‘ the outline of trees
directly behind her.
- Fayette had been
looking him over
=73
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appreciatively, but

P Z then cocked her head

curiously. He could tell
she dbeenthinkingthesamething.
Shegpproached him, handsreaching out carefully. Hedid thesame. Ther
hands passed through each other asthough they were made of air.

Her facefdl: only for amoment. Then she drew hersdlf up and gave
Eamon her warmest smile. “I suppose we can't ask for more than what
we ve been given. It'swonderful just seeing you; I’ m thankful for that.”

Shelooked over hisshoulder and her eyebrowsrose. Eamonturned to
see Agus garing @ the two of them, mouth agape and eyes like soup
plates. He chuckled. “Lady Fayette-” Fayette coughed pointedly, and
Eamon grinned. “ Sorry. Fayette, thisis my gpprentice, Agus.”

Sheamiled at the boy. “How do you do, Agus?’

The apprentice blinked and ssammered. “1?1, uh, fine! Fine!”

Eamon couldn’t resist adig. “ You doubted me, didn’'t you?’

Agus grinned shespishly. “ Just a bit, yes.”

Eamonlooked at Fayetteagain. Hisheart swelled. “ Youareeven more
beautiful than | imagined.”

Shesmiled, and brought her hand just over hischeek. “ And you look
just as| thought you would. Whet shall we do now?’
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He held up his flute. She nodded eagerly, found a seet on one of the
stones and watched him as he began to play. The ethered tones lilted
through thedtill air of the clearing. It was asthough the spiritsthemselves
heldtheir bregth tolisten. Fayettehad eyesand earsonly for him. Whenhe
finished, shelet out a contented sigh. Then shelooked downcast.

“I didn’t bring aninstrument of my own fromthehouse” shesaid. “It
isapity | can't joinyou.”

“Of courseyou can,” said Eamon. “You haveyour voice.”

Fayette blinked. “ That's no good. I’m not agood sSinger. | can hardly
match the tones of your flute.”

“Come, now!” said Eamonin disbelief.

“It's true,” she said serioudly. She thought a moment, and then
brightened. “1 haveanidea. | could dance”

“A dance from your time, | take it?’ asked Eamon. Fayette nodded.
“But | don't know the proper music to play for—"

“Don’t worry. Just play one of your tunes. | shdl dancetoiit.”

The thought of the old and new cultures
mixing in such aromantic manner thrilled
Eamon. Hegripped hisfluteand nodded
to Agus who raised his harp. When
Fayette stood up, hebrought theflute
to his lips. Slow, haunting yet
rhythmicmusicliltedthrough
the moonlit air. She
swayed to the dreamy
music for a moment,
until itbegentoinfect
her feet. Sheamiled,
stepped back, and
began to twirl
dowly, letting the

inside the stones,
her arms dretched
high, her faceraised
to the moon.

The music
quickened, and Fayette's
dance picked up. Her dress
swirled around her. Sheglanced a Eamonwith pureddight. Their eyes
met, and shebeckoned himin.

Hehestated. Theflute' svoicedied, letting thetrill of theharptakeover.
“But thisisyour dance,” he said. “I don’t know how...”

Shesaid nothing, only smiled and beckoned again as her twirling path
caried her past him. Impulsively, he dropped his flute and joined her.
Agus continued to play for them. They held their hands out, each pair
hovering just over theother’s, and they traced the cirdeinside the stones,
eyeslocked.

They couldn’ttel if their paced owed because Agus musicdowed, or
if his pace followed theirs, but they stopped circling each other as they
cametothecentreof thecircle. Their eyesremained locked on each other.
Onceagain, Agusfdtintheway. Hesmiled sheepishly, lowered hisharp,
and dipped quietly from the clearing.

Ther heartsbeet intandem. The moonlight played through the leaves
and touched at Fayette's hair, highlighting it in away that made Eamon
short of breath. She sensed this, and undid the ribbon holding it back,
letting it cascade to her shoulders with atoss of her head. Theforest was
silent; everything held its breeth as the two gazed at each other softly.

Sheraised her hand closeto hischeek. They leaned doseand kissed the
ar beforeeach other’smouth. Thenshefdt himinher mind, assolidasany
physical presence. Hefdt her inhismind aso, and welcomed her. All her
warmest thoughtsspilt out tohim, and heshared hisaswell. They couldn’t
touch each other, but for the next few minutes, that didn’'t matter.
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ly the next morning, Cathbad approached the Chieftain’shut.

Even from adistance he could tell something waswrong. The

argest thatched house was usually the centre of activity for the
village, but thismisty morning, it was subdued. A middle-aged woman
with long golden braids opened the door quietly and stepped outside.
“Isolde!” He clagped her hand. “Isyour husband in?May | ssehim?’

She shook her head, lines of worry creasing her face. “1’m sorry,
but Conchobar slegps.”

Cathbad blinked in astonishment. “So late? Isheill?’

“I don't think so.” Her eyesfell. “He'sjust tired.”

Cathbad's brow furrowed. “Did he deep well last night?’

“Asfar asl cantell.” Now he was sure shewas being evasive.

“I'll call onhim later. Youtend to himtill heawakes.” He madefor
his house.

“Fare thee well, Cathbad,” |solde called after him. Cathbad was
too gripped in his own thoughts to reply.

72?7
hbad sat brooding outside his house. He looked up as he
heard his name float through the misty ar. A boy topped the
illsoutsidethevillageand ranfor him. Therewasafranticenergy
to hismovementsthat could only mean bad news. Cathbad lurchedto his
feet as he recognized the messenger he had sent after Conchobar’s. The
boy sumbled and nearly collapsed at the Druid's feet.

Words tumbled
fromhimwithtears
“I went to the next
villageandtakedto
Conchobar’s
messenger. He told
me that Chieftain
Conchobar sent him
to contact Padraig.
They’ve  been
medingeechother
the past two
days, now,
secretly, in the
woodd”

Cathbad fell
to his knees,
dizzy with shock.
Then he stood up
and ran into the
,5 village themessenger
= Cclosea hisheds He
o reached Conchobar's
hut and pushed open the door. | solde stood staring a him, apair of wool
cardersin her hands,

“Isolde, whereisyour husband?’

“I don't know.” Shebacked away, asif hefrightened her. “Heleft this
morning, but hasn't comeback.” Cathbad turned andraninthedirection of
the forest. That was the only place left.

Hispaced owed asheneared thewoods. It would do nobody any good
if hebrained himsdlf on atreein search of the chieftain. Hedecided not to
cdl out Conchobar’s name. He walked silently, listening for voices or
movement.

2727
on and Fayette rose just before the sun. They glanced at
h other and smiled. Fayettetied back her hair with her ribbon.
round them, theforest glistened with dew and mist, and gentle
breezes caressed their cheeks. Thebirdstwittered softly. A feeling of
warmth flowed through the minds of the pair.

They found Agusadespagaing atree, severd yardsaway. Hewokeas
they passed, handinghostly hand, walking likelovers, and hetrailedthem
at adiscreet distance. No one said anything asthey watched the sunrise
through the trees. Long golden shadows rayed through the migty air.
Fayette wished this moment of pure contentment could last forever.

Distant voices cut through the stillness. Eamon thought he recognized
one of them. He whirled around and stared through the trees nervoudly.
Fayettelooked onin concern. “Eamon, what'sthe matter?’

Hewaved her slent. Then heled theway through the brush, carefully
shouldering asidethethick foliage. They walked until they gpproached a
meandering stream. Again the voices sounded: only afew yards awvay,
now. Eamonknelt behind the cover of somebushesand peered out through
the leaves. Fayette found that with the sun, the mist and theincreasingly
ghostly qudity of dl around her, she could make ot little of what was
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going on. But shetried to peer over hisshoulder. Aguscrouched a hisside.

Through themist, they saw two figureswadeinto the stream. One
fell onto hiskneesin the water. Another man waded in front of him.
Eamon remembered the figure of Padraig on the horizon, the night of
the bonfire, and it was the same man. The knotsin his stomach felt
worse how than before.

Cathbad heard the same voices, and pushed through the forest
towards them. He slowed as he neared the stream, and peered out
from behind atree. As he watched, his heart sank.

Evenfrom here, Eamon could see Conchobar trembling. Thechieftain
looked both frightened and eager. What was Padraig goingtodo?

Padraig cupped hishandsand dipped theminthestream. Hepicked up
ahandful of water and poured it over Conchobar’s heed. Then hetraced
thesign of thecrossonthechieftain’sforehead. “ | baptizeyouinthename
of the Father, the Son and the Holy Ghost, amen,” he muttered solemnly.

Cathbad drooped. Hefdt hisyearsweighing heavily on hisshoul ders.
“Itisover.” Heturned hisback onthechieftain and trudged deeper intothe
forest, away fromthevillage. Themist and thetreesgathered behind him,
likeforest spiritsfollowing their leader, and he disgppeared from sight.

Padraig clasped his hands together and said a quiet prayer in Latin.
Then he smiled, and helped Conchobar to hisfeet. The chieftain looked
around in surprise and a little disgppointment. That was al? No grezt,
angry forcefrom thetrees struck him down, but neither were thingsvery
different from afew minutesago. Hedid fed light-headed, asthough the
weightsriding on his shouldersfor the past few weeks had finally lifted,
but asmall string of guilt tugged a hisheart.

Padraig smiled kindly at him. Conchobar shifted on his feet, unsure
what to do next. “ Shal we go back tothevillage?’

“Weshdl,” Padraigreplied, “ingoodtime. You havebeen granted new
life, and a place in the Kingdom of Heaven. Take the time you need to
enjoy dl of God'sgifts”

The bard trembled, hiting back tears as though he had lost afriend to
desth. Fayettesaw littleof this, and even Eamon waslesssolid than gauze
now. Shecould see, though, how hismisty shapesagged, and shebit her lip
fearfully. Mentdly, shereached out to comfort him. Hismind accepted her
caressss, but they weren't enough to soothe him. Hislegs ached, and he
had to get up, turn around and walk away. Hedidn't fed the branchesand
bramblesthat clawed at his clothes as he passed.

Asthedistancebetweenthem grew, hebecamelessandlesssolidtoher
eyes. At last their visud link was gone, and around her she saw only the
landscapeof her owntime. But shecould till fedl hispresenceinher mind.

Shewished passionately thet shecould do something for Eamon, butin
her ghostly state she knew shewas completely usdless: tied to astake by
the forces of higtory.

2727

ette didn’t hear much from Eamon after that. He trudged

ome through the forest. Conchobar’s Baptism weighed heavy

on hismind, and his despair pressed down on Fayette's heart.

She walked dowly and aimlessly through the woods as the sun rose
higher, and tried to think of some comforting words. Shefound none.

Finally, shecould takeit no more. “ Eamon, pleasetry to cheer up,
it'shurting me.”

He made an effort to lighten his mind, but soon gaveit up. “I'm
sorry, Fayette. I'll bresk the link-"

“No, please don't. Our friendship is important to me” She leaned
agang atreesadly. “ If therewas only someway | can makeyou happier.”

He pushed open the door of his house. Agus followed him to the
threshold and watched carefully asthe bard sat dolefully on hispallet. “I
feared Padraigfor solong. Hecametothisland to changetheway wethink.
There must be something wrong with this, yet Conchobar accepted him
fredy. Why? Where is this dl to lead?’ He pondered a minute, and a
thought formed in hismind and broadcasted itsdlf to Fayette.

Her eyeswidened. “| can't do that.”

“Why not? Therewasareason why wehad our mindslinked, through
thisgap of time. | asked thespiritsfor help, and they supplied uswitheach
other. Youknow wherethisleads. Canyoutdl mewhat thefuturebrings?’

“Papa wouldn't gpprove-”

“Your father hasthe power to changehistory. | don't, nor do | want to.
| justwant to seewhereit ends, if it ends. When |l first spokewithyou, you
rememberedthenamePadrag.”

Fayettenodded. “ St. Patrick, patron saint of Ireland, led theconversion

18

of the Celts 1600 years before thistime I’'min.”

“And the people?’

“Irdland isacountry of rich culture, known throughout the world.”

“My people?’

Fayette hesitated, and her heart ached. Shelonged totell Eamon, prove
to himthat history turned out dl right, but the road between then and now
travelled through many pesks and valeys. All history did, but one felt
more comfortablelooking back a it, rather than looking forward.

“Please tdl me what happensto my people,” Eamon said.

“Civilizationschange, peoplechange.”

“That doesn't enlighten me.”

“I don't know everything. I'm not a historian.” An idea struck her.
“But | think | can proveto you that your peopledid dl right.” She strode
across the fields. The roofs of Balentree stood silhouetted againgt the
risngsun.

“Whereareyougoing?’ asked Eamon.

“To show you how muchyour peoplehavegiventomy time,” Fayette
replied. At her words, Eamon's spirits lifted. Surely this meant thet the
ravages of history had been survived.

Agusglanced behind him and s destepped achattering stream of people.
They wered| heading out of thevillage. “What'sgoing on?’

“Conchobar returnsfromtheforest,” apasser-by told him. “Hebrings
avistor. Peoplesay itisPadraig!”

On ahillddeto the west, two men walked down towards the village.
Thevillagersrushed to meet them.

The caretaker of the Museum of Cedtic History at Balentree was
surprised to find avisitor waiting a the doors as he arrived to open them
for the day. Fayette smiled sweetly but tapped her foot with barely
conceded impatience. As the caretaker held the door open for her, she
walked briskly in.

Shedtrodeinto thefirst room and approached adisplay casethat held
theremainsof ascabbard. Theleather had long sincerotted away, but the
golden platesremained, carved with Smplelinesthat startled the viewer
withtheir energy andflare. Thenameplate onthe case said that thescabbard
hed beendiscovered & anarchaeologica dig nearby, anditlikely dated from
the early 5" century A.D.

Eamon frowned. The scabbard had been removed from theground? It
would have been placed there ether as part of aburid, or asa sacrifice.
Why had it been removed?

Fayette moved to the second display case. It hdd awine vess, its
copper sides curved out gently like smoothed stone. The scenes incised
uponthemeta wereso detailed, thecuratorshad evidently felt it necessary
to inform the viewer that the vessel had been hammered by hand from a
single sheet of copper.

“Therewasno mass productionin Cdtic society,” said the nameplate.
“Each piece was unique. Indeed that was the point of Cdltic art; the
imagination of thecraftamanwasasimportant asthe objectsheproduced.”

Eamon’sfrown degpened. That object had to have been taken from a
barrow. Such rich things belonged only to nobles, and they usualy took
their riches with them after they died.

The third object on display was a gold bracelet, with ornate ends
shaped liketheheedsof animas. Cord , imported from the M editerraneen,
lay embedded in bandsaongthegold.

Again thishad to have been taken from abarrow. Why arethey dl in
boxeslikethis? Eamonwondered. Havethey no craftsmen of their ownto
create such objects for them? What was this place? Then he gripped his
chegt in horror asthe answerscameto him.

Fayette stopped in front of afourth display case. Init wasatorque, a
meassive neck ornament of gold. Onit, depicted in set cord, were pictures
of seagulls, andaboat sailing out toanidandinthesea. Besideit wasareed
flute.

Agus flute.

Eamon covered hisfacewith hishands. Alarmed, Agusdashed to his
sideand placed acomforting hand on his shoulder. “ Show meno more,”
gasped the bard.

Fayettestoppedinmidstride. Shebegantofed that her decisontotour
the museum had been agreat mistake. “What isthe matter?”’

“Isthisdl that isleft of my people? Arewe nothing morethan objects
to belooked at? Thisisthe contribution we maketo your world?’

Her heart felt likeit would burgt. “No!” shereplied desperately. “ Your
traditions survive. We remember the Good Folk, | even met some. We
remember your view of life. Weremember your art, your culture. We-"
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“You are beginning to recreatethem, that iswhat you' re about to say,”
said Eamon forcefully. “ Always you refer to usin the past tense, like a
personwho died, but whoselifeisbeing written about inthelegends. Now
| know how Oisnfelt when hereturned home.”

“But it isn't as bad as you ssy—"

“All thisill tells methat my way of lifeisto end. Worse, my people
aretosnk totheleve of things: thingsto be stared at and remembered as
those who have faded away. Why do you even bother?’

At firdt, Fayette didn’'t know what to say, but she felt compelled to
forgeon, to give Eamon something to hold onto, something to cheer him
up. “Atleast youareremembered. All culturesrise, pesk andfall. Thelast
Roman Emperor took the throne more than 900 years before | wasborn.
And, intheend, most civilizationsareforgotten, and contributenothing to
those culturesthat follow. At least you are cherished. Your legends, songs
and poetry have an important place in our literature, your traditions are
our traditions, and some people even try to follow the Cdtic philosophy
of life. At least thet is better than not being remembered, and ceasing to
exiga dl. Thereareculturesthat existed, creating wondersunequdledin
theuniverse, but athousand yearslater, no one spesksof them becauseno
oneremembers. Only thenisthat civilization truly dead. Your peoplewill
never truly die”

Eamontriedtoamile, feding heowed her that much for her effort. “ You
areright. Worse things can happen to my people. At least we were good
enough to contribute something to our descendants 1600 yearshence. But
ill, our timeisover.” A firm resolution built upinsdehim.

Fayette shivered. “ Eamon, what are you going to do?’

Agusstared. “Eamon, what are you doing?’

Eamon crossed to hischest and opened it. Hebegan stuffing provisons
and mementoesinto alesther sack.

Outside, Conchobar and Padraig entered the village, surrounded by a
mob of bewildered but welcoming people. On an impulse, the children
started singing their playing song to the man from Britain.

“Eamon!” Agus cried. The bard tied the neck of his sack and strode
from his house. He headed to the edge of the village farthest from his
Chieftainand Padraig.

“Eamon, no!” Fayette gasped, and she ran out of the museum. She
stumbled across the glen and vaulted the stone fences on her way to the
seashore.

Attheedgeof thevillage acurraghrested onitsside, leaning against one
of the houses. Eamon eesily picked up the leather and wicker boet, and
srodetowardsthe sea. Evenwith histeacher encumbered by the sack and
the boat, Agus could barely keep up.

Eamon reeched the shore. Whitecapped waves rushed againg the
rocksand ranin askim of foam up the sand. He set hiscurragh a thetide
line. Agusclungto hisarm. “No, Eamon!”

“Letmego,” hereplied emphaticaly. Hegently priedtheboy’sfingers
from hisarm. “I must do this”

“Eamon, please stop!” Fayette cried. Eamon looked up. He could see
her asamisty shape, asif shewereaghost sanding beforehimonthesand,
even though they were far from the stone circle. Perhgpsthe intengity of
the moment had madethelink even stronger.

He gave her asad amile. “You can't sop me either. Pleasedon't try.”
Again, hepried Agus fingersfrom around hisarm. Hegently huggedthe
sobbing boy.

“Why, Eamon?’ Fayette's eyeswere brimming with tears.

He let go of Agus and gpproached her. “You showed me that my
peoplewill intheend defeet dl of thelr invedersand il survivein your
world, a least in spirit. | suppose | can accept that. Perhgpsthe struggles
of my lifewill till mean something 1600 yearshence. Though please—
do something for me?— tell your scribesto rewrite that poem again, the
right way?" He grinned, and Fayette couldn’t help smiling. But then his
sad frown returned.

“But you live 1600 years avay from me, and | live now. In my now,
my futureisblesk. Padraig may not beaRoman, infact he seekstodowhet
hefedlshest for my people, but he and otherswill bring to an end theway
of lifel wasborninto. They will turn to dust everything | have struggled
tobe. They will changemy peopleforever. | don’t wishto stay and watch.
We have been defested, many times over. My people have been pushed
back totheedgeof theworld, and il theinvaderscontinueto push. There
isonly one place€ft for usto retreat to. You can't stop me.”

Fayette sobbed, and Eamon wrapped his arms around her, fully
expecting to embrace thin ar. To his surprise, and Fayette's, he fdt the

firmness of abody againg his. He could smell the light fragrance of her
perfume, andfdt thewind blow her hair againgt hisface, tickling him. She
didn’t wasteamoment; shehugged him back, kissed him, thenrductantly
let go. Eamon hugged Agusoncemore. “ Youwill beagreat bard someday.
| know it. Please make surethat they remember theway it usedtobe,” he
whispered. Then he stepped inside his curragh.

The waves rolled benegth it. He rowed out to sea. Fayette and Agus
watched bleskly asthe sturdy wicker and lesther boat became asmaller
and smdller shapein the distance. Fayette whispered, “ Goodbye.”

Then alight appeared on the horizon, growing in intengity asit rose
towards the sky. Fayette gasped, “Eamon!”

The seaerupted. Land shouldered up to meet the clouds. Around the
idand shoneagreenish-whiteaura, liketen sunssideby side. They heard
thetinkling of bellsand thewhispering of songsinthedistance. AsFayette
squinted into the brightness, she saw buildings made of precious stones
radiating coloursshehad never seenin her life, nor would expect ever tosee
agan.

Eamon paused in hisrowing to look over his shoulder at the dazzling
dght. His cry of joy rang through Fayette's mind. “1 have come! | have
medeit! Itisred! The peopleare so beautiful!”

Anddtill thegreenidand rosehigher fromthe sea, until theintengity of
its aura was such that Agus and Fayette had to cover their eyes or risk
blindness. The music of the bellsrang in their ears, and Fayette sensed
Eamon’s curragh run aground. He jumped out, splashing through the
watersashe pulled hisboat behind him, eager to reech the dazzling shore.
Itsenergy tingled up through hisfeet, reached out to him through theair.

And then a last hisfoot touched land.

The silence hit Fayette like a thunderclap; the dazzling island
disgppeared. No second presencelived inher mind, and shestood doneon
thestonebeach, doneasshehad never been before. Eamonand Aguswere
gone. Thewaves|apped at her feet, and the seagullscried.
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ette walked back to Ballentree with aheavy heart. The brick

ouses shrouded in mist greeted her with melancholy. Yet she

could not forget the feeling of happiness she'd shared with

Eamon as he approached the dazzling green iderising from the sea.

She’d seen it with her own eyes, yet the scenewas till incredible. A
drizzlefell and clung in dropsto her hair, but she did not noticeit.

As she neared Maire's home she saw, out of the corner of her eye,
Brendan standing by hisgate. Hewaved to her cheerfully, thenfrowned as
hesaw her sadface.

“Miss Caonne, what's the matter?’ he asked.

Hismild voicestopped Fayettein her tracks. Shefelt compeled tospill
out her heart to the sympathetic old man, but she checked hersdlf. Hed
think her crazy if shetold him her story.

Linesof concern deepened on hisface. “1ssomething wrong?’

Fayette wanted so much to tell someone, to lighten her heavy heart,
and Brendanwasligtening. Shedecided totest himwith aquestion. Before
she knew it, the question Sorang out.

“Isit truethereisaland which risesfrom the sea?”

Brendan blinked in astonishment, but he nodded serioudy. “ Thereis
an idand cdled Tirnanog, which means Land of the Young, for age and
desth havenot foundit, and neither havetearsgonenear it. Onemanwent
there and returned. Hisnamewas Oisin.”

Fayette thought of Eamon. “Only one man?’

“Sincethen, many have seenitin many places; in the depths of lakes,
or onthehorizon. Somehave heard it risng from thewavesaccompanied
by asound of bells. It dways staysout of reach of thosewho searchfor it,
and except for Oisin, those who found it never returned. It is said that
thosewho remain, live until doomsday in peace, surrounded by loveand
laughter, forever young.”

Fayette understood Eamon's sudden happiness now. Her heart lost
some of its heaviness. Without another word she walked away, leaving
Brendan to peer after her curioudly.

The Doctor stood staring from across the street, where he had been
watching and listening. He snapped out of his astonishment and reached
Fayette's Sde in seven gtrides. He gripped her by the shoulder and she
looked up a him vaguely. “Papa?’ she mumbled. Then her thoughts
pieced themsdvestogether, and anadarmrang. Sheblinked away thefogin
her mind. “Did | just spek to Brendanin—"

“Excdlent Gadlic,” the Doctor finished. “ A few syllableswrong here
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andthere, asthoughyouweretaking fromafew centuriesago, but explaining, Fayette? Perhapshewas hallucinating, seeing exactly what
besicdlyright.” he wanted to see” For a moment, his lips twisted sadly.
Her eyes widened. “But how?’ “After al, who doesn’'t want to escape to Tirnanog,
He gently but firmly took her by the hand. and befreefrom thetyranny of time. To beforever
“I think you' d better tell me exactly what's young.”
been happening to you these past few Fayette looked up at him. “You want me
days.” They walked together to Maire's to be forever young, don’t you, Papa?’
house. The Doctor gave her asmile, but hiseyes
remainedsad. | wanted dl of my companions
tobeforever young. Youespedidly, mafille”

He kissed her once more. “Remember

Eamon, Fayette.” With that, he Srode out

of theroom and shut the door behind him.

Fayette's mouth curved into a wry
smileas she stared out the window at the
drizzle-shrouded landscape. She strained
to seethehoarizon, hoping to catch another
glimpseof thegreenide.

The memories swept back, in their
brightness, and she welcomed them in. She
remembered the ethereal tones of
Eamon’sflute assheplayed her
harp; she remembered
dancing with him around
the stone circle while
the spirits watched,
benign  though
invisible; she

?7?7?
ettestared out therain-duiced
indow of her bedroom. The
Doctor sat on her bed, staring||:
at her in silent amazement.

“Fascinating,” he managed. He
struggled to say more, but could only
comeupwith, “Absolutely fascinating.”

“I didn’'timegineit, then?’

“Not unlessyou learned Gaelic early
in your childhood and forgot about it,”
the Doctor replied. “Yes, Eamon
existed all right. So did
Conchobar, all those
villagers, and Patrick
of Britain. Through
Eamon, you got
to meet them
al”

COL'J:I g g %tntli remembered how
gaze at the they shared al of
window. “ But their thoughts, and
why?How did} k.- more; his strong
all thisk & arms.ar(.)und her,
happen?’ and his joy as he

The Doctor sighted the Land of

Youth.
Sherememberedthen
that she would never see
him again. A song cameto her
andshebegantosing.

thought for a
minute. “ Something
gave you amental link
with Eamon. You told me
he asked hisgodsfor help, and thisisthe help they gavehim.”

Fayette turned upon the Doctor curioudly. “I thought the Eist lemo chroi (Listen to my heart)

pagan godsdidn’t exist.” % . ;
- - - : Go bronach a choich (the future is sorrowful.)
It's sometimes hard to separate redity from the fantastic ol , : har an uaig ¢ (Crying on

legendsthat build up aroundit,” hesaid, “especidly if theredlity

isinitself fantastic. Likely these forcesweren't gods, if you're the great londliness)
picturing superhumans on the ancient Greek model. Perhaps Na deora, go bronach (the tears, so sad)
they weren't even alive in the human sense. Perhapsit was just Na gcodladh ins an uaigh ghlas chiuin
some natural psychic phenomenon linked to that stone circle. (desping in the quiet green grave)
Eamon added something to the power when he visited it, and Faoi shuimhneas, go domhain. (at
you happened to be at the right place at the right timeto receive peace with the world.)
the gift.” ﬂ Smaointe, ar an la (Reflecting on the
“Gift?" Fayette repeated. - ¥ day)
“For both of you,” the Doctor replied. “ Eamon did ask the spirits o Raibh sbh ar mo thaobh (with you at
for help, and he got it, though not the help he expected.” my side)
“No,” she said sadly. “ They gave him despair.” Ag inse scall (telling stories)
“Think what heasked,” hesaid gently, but withatouch of stermness.  Ar an doigh a bhi.(of the time that was)
“He asked that the clock be turned back and the inevitable force of Iscuimhin liomanla ('l remenber the day)

history stopped. AsaTimeLord | tell you such things can’t be done. Gah gha'sghan ghruaim (without sadness and gloom)
However, you can get around the clock, not physicaly, but spiritually. Bigi liomsa i goonai (You will bewith me always)

A civilization may collapse, but it will survive for aslong as it is . .
remembered. Celtic|egends percol ate everywherein modern Europe. La'soich. (day and night.)

You could say that the Celts were pushed to the edge of the known

world, but managed to retreat to where no invader could prevail, nor ~ Tearswelled upin Fayette'seyes. Shelet them flow, knowing thiswes
any siege could overthrow. What you and Eamon received was a thetimefor tears. Laughter would comeagain, initsowngoodtime.

metaphor of it all.” END.
The Doctor gave her ahug and kissed her on theforehead. “He'll
liveforever, if you remember him, Fayette.” ARTISTIC LICENSE COMMENT: The song that Fayette and
Shesmiled up at him. “And Tirnanog, Papa? How do you explain - Eamon singisby Enyaand waslikely writtenin 1992, and notin pre-
that? Did Eamon hallucinate?’ Christian Ireland as | suggest in this tale. However, the images her

The Doctor chuckled. “Do al the mysteries of the universe need  song evokes are timeless, in my opinion.
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