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Synopsis: The Stonehenge Sacrifice is about
an American university professor, whose entire life is wrapped up
in Stonehenge. She takes her daughter to England to enjoy the
Summer Solstice at the monolithic site on the Salisbury Plains. A
murder sidetracks them from their rental car and they decide to
hook up with the very eccentric owner of a Stonehenge-themed
traveling carnival.

 


After the daughter meets the owner's bizarre
family and sees how her mother is starting to get very friendly
with him, she decides that she wants to be anywhere but heading up
to experience what she thinks will be either a dry lecture on
Stonehenge, or a bunch of weirdos dancing around a fire pit.

 


It turns out to be anything but.

 


 



Chapter One

 (Cause
& Effect)

 


The stones are great and magic
power they have.

Men that are sick fare to that
stone and they wash that stone,

and with that water bathe away
their sickness.

 


Layamon, 1200 AD

 


 


Inside a small house in a German
village, two young children, a boy and girl, lay in bed together
with the covers pulled tightly up to their chins. They looked
frightened with their eyes staring straight up at the ceiling. The
girl was very pale, her face framed with shiny red hair. Her older
brother was larger with a dark complexion and haunted
eyes.

Moonlight filled the room.

A few cheap snow domes were lined
up on a shelf inside the boxed headboard of the bed. Among them: A
castle high on a hill, a ballerina, a miniature Eiffel Tower, and
the last snow globe held a replica of Stonehenge.

Downstairs in the living room, a
man read from the Book of Revelation in a low monotone voice. A
woman sat beside him, staring down at the floor. In mid-sentence,
the man suddenly snapped the book shut and looked towards the
second floor.

Upstairs, the children heard the
man's footsteps on the stairs and they pressed closer to each other
and shut their eyes. The man entered the room and gently closed the
door behind him. He walked over to the bed and stared down at the
sleeping children.

He pulled the covers from around
the boy's neck. The light of the full moon streamed in through a
crack in the blinds and revealed a tattoo on the child’s neck. It
was a Stonehenge rock with a grinning skull inside.

The man stared at the tattoo and
then slowly moved his hand over to the girl. He pulled her red hair
back and revealed an identical tattoo at the base of her
neck.

Suddenly, the girl opened her eyes
and sank her teeth into the man's hand. He howled and jumped
back. 

“Evil!” he yelled, repeatedly, his
voice rising each time he said it.

 


 


Ten years later, the boy, now in
his early teens, raced down the stairs inside the house, emptying a
gas can along his trail as he went. He lit the gas with a match and
then ran out the front door, slamming it shut.

He kept running to a place across
the street and joined his sister, who was hiding in some bushes by
the walkway.

The still pale-skinned girl had let
her shiny red hair grow long, beautiful as ever. Excited, she
played with her hair and revealed, just for only a second, the same
strange tattoo.

Upstairs, the man lay asleep in his
bed, snoring loudly. He coughed and sat upright as smoke leaked
from under the door and filled the room. He jumped from his bed and
tried to open the door, but he was driven back by the intensity of
the heated flames that licked at it from the other side.

He heard the woman screaming
downstairs.

Outside, the boy and girl watched
from the bushes as the house filled with black smoke. They peeled
their eyes at the man clawing fiercely at his bedroom
window.

The boy took the hand of his sister
and they raced off down the middle of the empty street, laughing.
The girl's red hair shone in the moonlight, bouncing with body as
she ran merrily along.

It was April
30th,
Walpurgisnacht – the night when witches hold revels with their gods
on Brocken Mountain.

 


 


Angela Whitehall, a tiny lady of
indeterminate age, was lecturing on Stonehenge inside an auditorium
on the campus of a Southern Californian university. The hall was
dark as she showed a number of pictures in a power point
presentation that was visible on several large, flat screen
monitors mounted on the wall behind the stage.

“And if we look here, we see two
concentric circles of blue tinted stones. You’ll notice how they
contrast with the darker stones. These blue stones replaced the
inner sanctuary around 1200 AD...”

She then clicked on an image of a
grinning skull surrounded by some bones in a wooden
crate.

“…which I'm certain thrilled this
man to death because he told me before class that blue was his
favorite color.”

A smattering of laughter rippled
through the half-filled auditorium.

Angela’s daughter Violet, sat in an
upper corner of the lecture hall. She stared at the skull
image.

“You've all heard about the
skeleton they just found in one of those dank Cambridge basements,
haven't you? This fellow was unearthed at Stonehenge back in 1920,
and they put his bones in a crate and left him there. They forgot
about him for the next eighty years. We see here a poor soul
vanquished in death, but I don't imagine he had a very happy time
of it when he was alive, either."

One of the students leaned over and
whispered to Violet.

“I heard he was her first
husband.”

The student waited for a reaction, but Violet looked
straight ahead, expressionless.

Angela droned on.

“Why was he unhappy? Well, our
smiling friend here has the dubious distinction of being the only
known relic of a Stonehenge human sacrifice. The so-called experts
at Cambridge say it was the work of a single iron sword to the
neck, but I know the mark of the horn crossbow when I see
it."

The large image of a crossbow
suddenly appeared on all of the monitors.

“This was a fierce looking weapon
with an animal horn bow often used in Germany around the same time
period.” She paused to add dramatic impact. “A bolt from this
little gadget could pierce chainmail at a hundred yards. So, what
connection does this killing instrument have with the stones of the
Salisbury plains?”

Another image appeared – one with
the huge head of the crossbow arrow superimposed upon the "V"
shaped cut in the skeleton's neck bones. It formed a perfect
match.

The image disappeared and the
lights came on.

“You'll have to wait until my
return from England for the answer to that question. I know the
anticipation will be too much for most of you to bear, but do try
to get some sleep in the meantime. Goodbye.”

“I’d rather pull an all-nighter
studying than to come back to this boring stuff,” one student
muttered under his breath before he left.

After the bell rang, Violet walked
down to the podium where Angela was answering questions from some
of the students. She hung back from the group. When the last
student had left, she stepped forward slowly. 

Angela gave Violet a forced smile,
then began to gather some papers and photographs off the
lectern.

“Our tickets arrived this morning
and we'll be trotting around England's green and holy land before
you can say ‘blood pudding.’ Is it me or am I really a frightful
bore, darling?” Angela said after a pause.

“I don't know what you mean.”

“My lecture. My weak attempts at
humor. They always seem to bore you because I could see you
yawning.”

Angela handed Violet a brown
envelope.

“I marked your paper first. I don't
want any whispers in the class about favoritism. That sort of thing
gains a life of its own if you let it."

Violet turned the envelope over in
her hands. “I don't see how anyone in the class would know if you
marked my paper first or last or when you marked it. And why on
earth would they care even if they did know?”

“Are you all right, darling?”

“No, I’m not fucking all right,
Mother. You’ve known that for a long time, haven’t you?”

Without waiting for her mothing to
answer, Violet ran from the room.

 


 


Outside, Violet sat alone on a
stone bench, staring at the envelope. A group of students walked
by.

“Hi, Violet,” one offered.

She smiled, but ignored the young
man, so he moved on. She removed the exam paper from the envelope
and turned to the last page and read, ‘The
stones are great – and magic power they have – but magic is no
substitute for hard work, research and genuine dedication. I give
it a C.’ 

The script was in her mother’s
strange, slanted handwriting.

Violet carefully placed the paper
back in the envelope. She got up and walked away, letting the
envelope slip from her hand into a nearby garbage can.

 


 


Violet stood in Angela's library,
looking at all the books behind the glass cases. Every book dealt
with Stonehenge, or British history in some form, all carefully
categorized according to size and color. There’s a thin space where
a book was missing, but Violet paid no attention to that
space.

Covering the library walls were
reproductions of children's portraits by various Old Masters.
Although by different artists, the pictures had an eerie similarity
of a single head and shoulder pose with watching eyes, and a faint
smile on each young face.

She pressed the message button on
the answering machine with the flickering red light.

A male voice said, ‘Violet, I'm
sorry I missed you. I just wanted to tell you that there are only
two things you have to know about British cooking. If it tastes
cold, it's your soup, and if it's warm, it's your beer. Tell your
mother I'm happy in my new career as a box boy down at the market.
Oh, and, I almost forgot, I love you. Call me when you get back.
Bye.’

She smiled, and then pressed
the replay button. 

“Will you marry that boy, dear?”
her mother asked from behind her as she suddenly entered the
room.

Violet jumped at the sound of her
voice. She quickly pressed the stop button on the answering
machine.

“Marry Kenny? You failed him last
year, which lowered his grade point average, which kept him out of
law school, which ruined his life. That makes him the perfect
choice for a husband for me. And, yes, I probably will marry him.”
She smiled tightly.

Ignoring the sarcasm, Angela said,
“That sounds awfully familiar to a choice I made a lifetime ago –
something I would not like repeated by you. Are you upset about the
mark I gave you on your paper?”

“I'll try harder next time.”

Angela took her daughter’s hand and
kissed it tenderly. She looked up at the paintings on the
wall.

“Sometimes in the night, when I
can't sleep, I come down to this room and I stare at all these
books – just like the children on the wall stare down at me. The
Old Masters knew what they were doing. Those young faces all share
the same secret, Violet. Can you see it?"

She stared at the pictures for a couple of minutes,
then turned to face one of the bookshelves.

"My books tell the story of my life
and when I'm gone, I won't have any need for them. I won't even
exist or have any thoughts at all. But the books will still be
here, all lined up, exactly as and where I left them. And my
beautiful children will still be smiling – guarding their little
secrets and giving up nothing.”

She smiled to herself as she looked
at her watch. “Goodness! I have packing to do!” In an instant,
Angela had left the room just as quickly and silently as she had
entered it.

“As soon as you’re dead, Mother, I
am taking every one of these pictures off the walls, all these
books from the shelves and every last reminder I have of you and
throwing them all in the trash.”

Saying it felt very good to Violet.

 


 


Angela was fast asleep, slumping
low in the seat on the plane with her face towards Violet. They had
almost reached the coast of the U.K. Violet stared at her mother
intently.

A flight attendant approached with
two vouchers held in her hand. “Mrs. Whitehall?” she
asked.

Violet looked up and nodded towards
Angela. “My mother,” she whispered. 

“Are you Violet Whitehall?”

Violet smiled and nodded. 

The flight attendant handed her the
vouchers. “The reservation desk forgot to give these to you. You've
been upgraded on the connecting flight to London.

Puzzled, Violet said, “Thank you.”
She looked at the vouchers and found there was something written on
them, but it was in a foreign language she didn’t understand. She
looked over at her mother.

Suddenly, Angela’s eyes opened and she stared back,
unblinking. 

"What?" she asked her daughter.

"Nothing," Violet said and snapped her seat back to
its half reclined position.

Angela closed her eyes just as
suddenly and started to snore once again.


Chapter Two

(It’s
Showtime)

 


 


They stood inside the local car
rental agency, Angela and Violet, waiting their turn to get a car.
Violet was staring out at the empty parking lot and then at a
large, faded poster of Stonehenge attached to the wall with
yellowed tape. The picture of Stonehenge was taken under the light
of a full moon. After studying the poster at length, Violet looked
at her mother waiting by the rental counter.

The clerk was young with a pimply
face and a bad attitude to go along with his punk-style
haircut. 

“Do we get our choice of vehicles?” Angela asked the
clerk.

“Why, of course you do, ma'am.
You’re free to choose the last piece of shit left in the
lot.”

She looked outside and saw one
vehicle in the far corner of the parking lot.

“That’s it? One car? Not much of a
choice, is there?”

The kid grinned at her as if he enjoyed screwing
over the customer.

“Sorry. Everyone is off and up to
Stonehenge for the big bash in a few days. That’s the only one
left.”

He shuffled around a few more papers and handed
Angela a couple of pages to sign. She did so and gathered up the
ring of keys he shoved at her.

“Don’t forget – we Brits drive on
the left!”

“This isn’t my first trip,” Angela shot back at the
smart mouthed young prick.

 


 


Both Angela and Violet stared at
the
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