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For Louise – you do not travel your path alone...

“The way is not in the sky.

The way is in the heart”

“All that we are is the result of what we have thought.

The mind is everything.

What we think we become.”

The Words of Buddha
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The following is the true account of the fourth journey of the Mhyres-an-Loor known as Sarah Tremayne.

The following is also a true account of the events which followed when a young Romano-British warrior – Belator son of Catonious – came to the island of the Mhyres-an-Loor.

As will become obvious no longer could I record the events as an impartial observer, the arrival of Belator put paid to that. It was an unusual time, some may even say unprecedented. As always (and more so now) Sarah Tremayne continues to interfere with the work of her chronicler.

(Seamus is loathe to admit that he needed me this time to help fill in the blanks...)

This was the time when the mirrors fell dark and The Brotherhood came to visit.

The Unravelling Threads

STEPPING OUTSIDE SHE realised that the blue sky and sunshine had fooled her into thinking it was warmer than it was. Reaching for the jacket hanging by the door she grumbled to herself about the chill and pulling on her boots she stepped out into the brisk south-westerly. As she walked down the lane to where the downs began her only thoughts were of the events of last month. Deep down in her old bones she knew that the proverbial had hit the fan. Caught up in her thoughts of imminent disaster the woman did not see the pair of ramblers dressed in their best rambling gear, heading in her direction.

“Ah, excuse me...could you point us in the right...” the question dying on the male rambler’s lips as the old woman stomped past the pair.

“They’re not particularly friendly in this part of Cornwall, are they?” said the woman rambler.

“Well no, but did you see what she was wearing to go for a walk? I mean who dresses like that these days...mind you, you heard what the man in the pub said last night of witches and strange goings on,” said the man, teasingly. His wife had expressed reservations about doing their walking holiday in Cornwall, she had wanted to go somewhere normal like the Lake District. But she just gave him that look that all wives use on their husbands at one time or another and turning away from the fast disappearing back of the strange old lady the two ramblers from up country carried on their way, oblivious to the events unfolding around them.

It was in truth only a short walk to the stone circle where the old lady was to meet the other two. As the ‘real’ custodian of Boscawen-Un her cottage was but a stone’s throw from the circle, the other two women had to come from a bit further afield and unlike the last time they met here, it had been decided to meet in daylight. The world seems a lot less frightening in the daylight, especially their world. Rounding a corner, she halted as she found herself by the gap in the hedge. Listening for voices was an old habit but one which had saved her neck a few times. All was quiet, so she peeked around the hedge at the centre of the circle where two other women stood, both looking wary. With a sigh of relief, she walked into the circle.

As she opened her mouth to speak, Brenda held up an imperious hand to stop her. She sighed, but reluctantly complied. The two women watched silently as Brenda walked around the stones saying a quiet word as she touched each in turn, beginning and ending with the giant block of sacred quartz. Where they then joined her, both feeling calmer and more focussed for having observed the ritual. Even the sound of a dog barking and a delivery van driving too fast along the road did not upset the calm felt within the circle.

Brenda, the lady with the crazy multi-coloured hat, grinned.“So what next?”

The other two women sighed and looked at each other. Neither had a clue....

“Okay, so what we know is that Sarah has not only gone back in time much further than any other Mhyres-an-Loor but she has also fallen in love. AND...at this point in time she has ended three members of the Brotherhood,” (she could not bring herself to say killed, the word just made her nervous). “I fear there may be some retribution which is why I suggested a daylight meeting...seems safer somehow,” said Rachel, the self-appointed leader of the group. Rachel found comfort in facts. 

“I understand what has happened but I don’t understand why, or even what we are supposed to do next. Do we just let her carry on, or do we intervene? I mean, what is the goddess up to? This is not like her...” said Maude as she kept one shaky hand on the quartz block.

Maude lived by the mantra of ‘what if?’

Brenda looked at Maude aghast, “You are assuming you know the goddess, none of us ‘know’ her, not even the Elder Grandmothers, we just do as she directs, sometimes a little blindly. Sarah might be doing the goddess’ work but I have feeling she is simply following her instincts.”

“Of course, this is your fault Brenda, you were supposed to guide her, show her the ropes, not just give the amulet to her and then disappear,” said Maude, irked at being criticised. 

“Ladies, please, it does not matter now, what is done is done. Maybe this is part of her plan, you both know how bad things have been. Our sisters were once a force to be reckoned with and our name whispered across time, the byword for justice. But somehow we’ve let them get the upper hand and then there was Julia.” Silently the three women reached out and held hands, Rachel was right this was not a time to be bickering. They needed to be united.

“Still, what do we do now?” Maude was deeply worried.

“We could contact the Island,” suggested Rachel and as much as she hated to admit to it, this was an issue they needed guidance on.

Brenda grinned again, only she could find the humour in every situation, “already did that...”

Maude and Rachel’s heads whipped around to stare at Brenda as she leaned nonchalantly against the central stone, “what?” said Maude her heart beat going up a notch or two.

“Well, I was bored last night so I thought I’d check in with them given we were meeting today.” 

“You were bored?” Maude just about fainted at the thought of a bored Brenda contacting the Grandmothers; “Isn’t contact only to be made via Rachel and then only in a dire emergency and the moon...”

“Yes, I know but the conditions last night were perfect and you do know we all have the ability to contact the Island, don’t you?” Brenda was well aware as to why only Rachel was allowed to contact the island, she herself was too disrespectful and Maude was too timid. “Look it doesn’t matter now anyway, I did it and there is news, if you want to hear it.”

Rachel stood silently wondering what exactly was happening to her orderly life, there were protocols for a reason after all, just like the rituals, they were there to provide order amongst the chaos. Eventually curiosity won out, “well out with it then” she said a little peevishly.

“To be honest, it was a short conversation and not with one of the Elder Grandmothers, they were busy and I spoke to an old friend. It seems they have their own problems; the young man our Sarah has fallen for was...ah...transported, for want of a better word, to the island. They are in a bit of a quandary and trying to decide why a young Romano-British warrior is in their midst. Anyway, they have said we must do whatever we feel is right as it appears Sarah’s actions have changed the landscape of time, so to speak and everyone is rushing to catch up, the Grandmother’s included.”

Maude took a shaky breath, “That’s a lot to take in,” she said tucking a stray strand of hair back under her scarf.

Brenda smiled grimly, “yep...but...” she paused unsure, Rachel tapped a nail on the quartz stone. “Look, I don’t know if this is anything but when I was talking to Edwina, our connection went fuzzy and then I lost her, I tried again but there was nothing...”

“Well maybe you were doing it wrong?” suggested Maude, hopefully.

Brenda shot Maude a look, “no I was not doing it wrong...the connection went dead, like it had never been and, well, I got a feeling, a really bad feeling so I just stopped trying.”

Maude shuddered, wrapping her arms around herself.

Rachel sighed, as much as Brenda vexed her sometimes, her ‘feelings’ were not to be dismissed. None of this sounded good, with a nod said, “So, essentially we are on our own for the present?”

There was silence as the three women contemplated possible paths to follow, it was not as if they had been on their own before. Generally speaking the Grandmothers on the Island left them to their own devices, Julia had been an experienced Mhyres-an-Loor, needing little guidance. But now...it had all changed with Sarah’s coming of age and there was definitely a feeling of only just keeping their heads above water. Tentatively, Maude raised a hand;

“What if, we just tell Sarah everything? Then at least she would be fully prepared for whatever happens next.” Rachel and Brenda looked at each other, she had a point.

“Right then, looks like a visit to Geraldine is in order, hope she’s done some baking,” said Rachel. It hadn’t been her idea but she wasn’t going to let that stop her from pretending it was.

“Stuff the baking, I need a shot of that ‘whisky’ she keeps hidden out the back.” Brenda had a feeling that Sarah might not take too well to the information she was about to learn and a dram of the hard stuff was going to be a necessity.

The three women headed back towards Maude’s cottage to phone Geraldine first as it never pays to just arrive unannounced at someone’s house, especially when that someone had some pretty uncanny gifts that might have had her hung for witchcraft in the not too distant past.

***
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LEANING ON THE RAILING, a glass of finest malt in hand, the nightscape of a city spread out below him. The twinkling lights, the sounds of cars far below and the occasional siren all reminded him how fragile the human life was and how easy it was to end it. If only they knew, the dross of humanity, the games we play...He smiled at the thought, a cold and unemotional smile. From behind came the muffled sound of voices, the low murmur of conversation and amongst it an undercurrent of tension. All was how it should be, apart from one small fly, who against the odds had escaped the webs one too many times. Frowning, he turns as the door to the outside balcony opens and over the shoulder of the one who joins him he notices several glances in his direction – fodder. 

“Any potentials?” he asks the one who disturbs his musing.

“Several.”

“And the rest?” he asks even though he already knows the answer.

“They will be useful during the training.” 

“Good. You have informed them all they have passed this stage?” An idea began to form in is mind

“Yes, they have their instructions, training will commence in twenty-four hours.”

A sense of clarity came to him and in the dark recesses of his mind a cold laugh assured him of success.

“Send three of your hopefuls to the pit, I have a special assignment for them.”

Silence.

“Was there something else?”

The other man hesitated, “I have been approached by several of the Brothers – they felt the ending of the last one was...they wish to...they look for vengeance.”

“Really? Perhaps they need reminding of a few fundamentals. Vengeance is an emotion and emotions cause us to make mistakes. The Roman Commander is a case in point, he let his emotions rule, his lust and his desire to cause mayhem were all emotions that caused his downfall. The girl being there was irrelevant. However, I do think that there are certain groups amongst us who are becoming complacent, the fact that this girl has bested us three times in the past is enough for me to ask why? Do you know?” The question was hypothetical and the other man knew better than to speak. “It is because we are beginning to believe ourselves to be invincible; this is arrogance, another emotion which needs to be purged.”

The other man stood silently waiting for what was coming next.

“You will give my assistant a list of those who have expressed a desire for vengeance then they will be purged like rancid meat.”

“And the girl?”

He snapped his head around, his eyes cold, fathomless, “You may leave” he said, before turning his back on the trainer, instantly dismissing him and the room full of potentials from his thoughts. Instead, he considered the problem of the one called Sarah. She is just one of a long line of women sent to test his faith in The Dark. It was time to deal with them all for good. He took a sip of his whisky gazing over the city as he calculated each step needed to eradicate the Mhyres-an-Loor and their precious island home.
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Chapter One
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Cornwall

Sarah ambled along the lane, Brad the Dog trotting just ahead his head moving side to side catching all the scents. Normally the faithful companion of Nan, he had taken to sticking by her side ever since they had returned from Weston-Super-Mare. It was if he sensed her need for companionship of a non-judgemental kind, his sloppy kisses and goofy doggy smile was enough to elicit half a grin from Sarah, making her almost forget her grief at being parted from Bel.

The sun was just beginning to sink into the ocean as Sarah and Brad the Dog walked around the back of Nan’s cottage. The sound of voices in the kitchen made her pause for a brief moment, Nan always had visitors. Giving it no further thought Sarah kicked off her boots, hung up her jacket, wiped Brad the Dog’s muddy paws and walked into the kitchen. 

“Ah, Sarah there you be,” said Nan, her voice just a little too merry, not that Sarah noticed. In fact, Sarah didn’t even give the old ladies who were sitting at the settle by the range a cursory look, Nan always had visitors of one kind or another. Instead she went to swipe a biscuit from the half empty plate intending to continue on up to her room. However, a quick-thinking Nan whipped the plate away from her before she got her hands on the biscuit. “Stop right there, you ain’t going to be so rude to our guests now are ye? They have come to see you, special like”

Sarah frowned as Nan’s words filtered into her brain and taking two steps back she took a good look at the three ladies. Her eyes narrowed and her fog cleared a little as she recognised one of them. With a frown she looked from Nan to the ladies and back again, “Well, you’d better introduce me then.” 

“Sit down Sarah, there’s tea in the pot,” said Nan, knowing full well that this was going to be an awkward conversation.

“No thanks,” said Sarah.

“Well okay...these are some...er...acquaintances of mine. Rachel, Maude and Brenda,” said Nan indicating the ladies as they sat from left to right, tallest to shortest. “They’ve come to speak to you about a very important matter, so sit yourself down and listen.”

“Really?”

“Yes really! And don’t be given any lip miss, even though there is much you think you know there is still a great deal you do not. So, sit yourself down, I’ll pour you a cup, have yer biscuit and listen,” Nan’s patience was wearing thin, having Sarah moping around the place over the past few weeks had been trying at best.

Sarah sat, she knew when not to push Nans buttons but she was still highly suspicious of the three sitting opposite her, especially the one clutching her multi-coloured hat. Brad the Dog came and lay down on Sarah’s feet, his presence reassuring. Taking the proffered cup of tea in one hand and the biscuit in the other, she looked at each of the ladies.

“So, what is it you want to talk to me about?”

The three looked at each other, Rachel nodded and the three of them pulled free from the depths of their cardi’s and age appropriate merino tops a gold chain, at the end of which was a pendant. Sarah’s mouth opened in a small O her eyes narrowing even further. Their pendants were suspiciously like Sarah’s own and yet not quite the same. For a start they were worked in fine gold with only a single disc intricately engraved with a combination of moons and Celtic knotwork. In the centre there was of course the moonstone, each gem appearing to contain something living, the milky blue centres swirling as the pendants dangled from three elderly hands.

Still Sarah did not speak, she looked at Nan who merely raised an eyebrow. Taking a big swig of her tea, Sarah tried to order her thoughts. They were all obviously waiting for her to speak, it was Nan though who broke the silence.

“Well miss, you’re probably wondering what I know and how I know these three?”

Sarah nodded, absentmindedly taking a bite of the biscuit.

“I know all about the Mhyres-an-Loor, I knew yer mother was one – although to be honest yer dear father had not a foggiest and still does not – these three are as you have probably guessed part of the sisterhood, I am not. Although I have in the past given aid where possible. They will explain their role to you.”

Sarah’s head slowly turned from Nan to the three sitting demurely on the settle and back to Nan, questions racing around her mind. Today was not turning out how she expected.

“What exactly are you Nan? I mean if you’re not a Daughter but you know about us then what are you?” Both Brenda and Nan had noted the word ‘us’. 

“I am yer average hedgewitch, a pellar, wise woman, or whatever...why d’ya think people come and see me for herbal remedies and the like?” The answer had been obvious but for Sarah...Nan was, well her nan. She had never thought of her as anything other than the single stable force in her life who liked to garden and had visitors who always went away with a little something Nan had made for them. Mentally Sarah gave herself a slap, what an idiot...

“Can you do spells and stuff?” she asked.

“My type of magic is purely for healing, it is my gift but yes, there are often words spoken to aid the healing,” said Nan patiently.

“And what about you three? Nan said you are Mhyres-an-Loor but I assume not like me?”

A look passed between the three, “My name is Rachel, this is Maude and the one on the end is Brenda, you may recognise her as she is the one who gave you your amulet. Please, before we begin it is important to understand that everything that has happened to you over the last eighteen months or so is rather unconventional. This is not normally how Daughters of your rank proceed...” Rachel trailed off.

“Look, let’s start at the beginning, Geraldine we might need some more tea or perhaps something stronger,” interrupted Brenda. Nan nodded in agreement and disappearing into the front room returned promptly with an unmarked bottle of amber liquid – the infamous moonshine. She poured out four glasses, Sarah gave Nan a questioning look, “Not on yer nelly miss,” was all she said. Sarah rolled her eyes and consoled herself with her tea.

“Please continue,” she said looking at Brenda who shifted under her gaze.

“I can see you are annoyed with me, but in all fairness, I was being guided by the Great Mother that day when I offered you the amulet and one does not ignore Her. Normally Sarah, the amulet would be passed from mother to daughter and at that point the daughter is sent to the island for training. A daughters’ apprenticeship can take many years and some may not even become what you are. But on that day, the goddess whisked me away just as I was about to explain everything. Disconcertingly I found myself back home, in my front room. Once I got over my surprise I spoke to Rachel and we then decided to speak with the Elder Grandmothers who told us, we were not to interfere and that the goddess had other plans for you.” Brenda paused to take a sip of her drink.

“Other plans?!”

“Look Sarah, we are sorry for the way things have been, but if it was not at the express orders of the Elder Grandmother...” Maude began.

“The island? Elder Grandmother? The goddess has other plans for me?” Sarah was finding it hard to maintain her temper, her words hung in the air between them.

Rachel began again, “As I am sure you have already figured you are part of a rather secretive sisterhood called the Mhyres-an-Loor, we have a range of talents. Some, like yourself, journey through time in order to provide aid in tricky situations, making sure a balance is maintained between the dark and the light. A world with too much of one or the other is not ideal...anyway others like ourselves are chosen to act as guardians, we are always three in number and it is our job to provide advice and a conduit to the island. We too are scattered through time, I believe you met one on your first journey?”

Sarah nodded remembering her first journey and the volur.

“The original plan was for Brenda to be your mentor and aid you in your training when you came of age. Access to the Island in this time is rather difficult, if not impossible. To be honest I know there was a time when we could access the Island freely but those memories are changing and now it seems this cannot be and has not been for a long time...” Rachel trailed off as the other two women nodded in agreement.

Sarah had no idea what Rachel talking about and was just about to say so when Rachel continued.

“We can still communicate with them via the Hall of Mirrors though which is a relief...sometimes. As for the island itself...well, it is a place set apart from time. Traditionally among those who know, the Island comes into our world once every seven years but I do not think this has happened for a long time either.” Rachel frowned a little as she struggled to remember, somewhere above her left eye a small pin prick of pain did not bode well. Trying to focus her thoughts she continued, “The Island is our homeland, our safe haven. It is there where Daughters learn their appropriate roles, where the mothers who have handed over the amulets eventually retire – they are referred to as the Grandmothers and the whole island is overseen by a council of Elder Grandmothers. That is the island in a nutshell, there is of course much more to it...” Rachel took a sip of Nan’s moonshine, coughing slightly as the potent liquor burned its way down her throat.

“So, these Elder Grandmother instructed you to say nothing to me, just let me fumble around and possibly get myself killed? You call yourselves a sisterhood? Surely the point of sisterhood is to look out for one another, to help each other, to care? You lot are nuts!” Sarah took a breath, she was on a roll but before she could say anything more, Nan firmly interrupted.

“Calm yourself Sarah, there be no need for rudeness. They are risking much to be here now, their world, your world is a complicated one at best and there are greater things at stake than just your feelings.” 

Sarah took a deep breath, Nan was right but even so she was still miffed. 

“I’m still having trouble accepting that you knew everything all along and never said anything. Did mum know you knew?” Said Sarah looking at her nan.

“Firstly, this was not my story to tell and secondly, yes she did. She had to tell me one day when she woke up with a nasty case of cholera...it seems getting sick back then can carry through to getting sick in the here and now...”

“Oh...” turning back to the three old ladies, Sarah was struck by a thought, “if you’re not meant to be telling me all this, I assume you have a plan or there is something else afoot?”

Sarah looked at everyone expectantly, there was clearly more to the situation which they were not telling her and it was obviously important enough for them to break their silence. Unbidden, a memory of her mother came to her, Julia laughing as a very young Sarah peppered her mother with questions about anything and everything. Julia’s words to her daughter echoed loudly in Sarah’s memory, “it is good to question everything little one but sometimes silence will get you the answers you actually need”. At the time Sarah had no idea what her mother was talking about but now she was beginning to understand. Sarah sat and waited, her foot rubbing the belly of Brad the Dog.

“Firstly, what you must understand is that we know of journeys because every journey made by a Mhyres-an-Loor is recorded by their own personal chronicler. Yours is Seamus, he was chosen because like you he is young and like you has a personality which is questioning. Anyway, his chronicles of your journeys enabled us to follow you and, to be honest, your methods are unconventional but no less than what we would expect from Julia’s daughter. We have been impressed with your ability to adapt in very trying situations however, during your last journey into Roman Britain you broke one of the cardinal rules...you fell in love,” said Rachel sadly.

Sarah’s face reddened slightly, “Apart from the whole chronicler thing, which I want to come back to, why is it wrong to fall in love?”

“Mhyres-an-Loor are required to be focussed, becoming emotionally involved only complicates already tricky and sometimes dangerous situations,” said Brenda, although with not a lot of conviction.

“Yes, I can see how you might think that, but surely, being emotionally involved means that better solutions to problems can be found, because we are invested? And what about my parents, I know how much Dad loved Mum, he will never get over her death but I refuse to believe Mum did not love him,” said Sarah; she felt Nan’s hand on her shoulder giving her confidence.

“As I have said Julia was pretty much a force unto herself, as for her feelings towards your father I cannot assume to know but I am certain she felt a degree of love. All the same, this is a subject which is debated whenever a Daughter breaks the rule, although not often. Regardless of the right or wrong of it, you did fall in love and according to Geraldine you have been moping around...” Rachel gave Sarah, who fidgeted slightly under her gaze, a hard look, “Hmm well, it seems that for whatever reason the goddess has intervened, she obviously has plans to which we are not privy.”

“What do you mean?” Sarah’s eyes narrowed suspiciously.

“The young Belator son of Catonius is on the Island and even the Elder Grandmothers are at a loss as to why or what to do with him...” said Brenda, wishing she was a fly on the wall at the next council meeting.
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Chapter Two
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Cornwall

Sarah’s legs turned to jelly at Brenda’s words, her world which had started to tilt when she entered the familiar environs of Nan’s kitchen did a complete flip, one which her stomach matched. 

“Bel is on this mythical island, an island which exists out of time, an island which is the homeland of my ancestors...” it seemed too crazy to be true, “how do I get there then?”

“That’s the problem, no one has been able to get on or off the island for a long time now. There was a time when we had access via the sacred way, a path through the Otherworld but my memories tell me that this way can no longer be used...the Island comes into our world at the time of the winter solstice every seven years but like I said before something is happening or has happened. The only connection that continues to work is through the Hall of Mirrors and even that appears to have ceased,” said Rachel with a worried frown.

“Well that’s just stupid, there must be a way, otherwise what’s the point?” Sarah flung her hands in the air.

“You are not listening Sarah, there were ways but these are gone from us at this point in time. I suspect it is the Brotherhood, somehow they have upped their game and caught us all unaware,” said Brenda.

“We’re sorry Sarah, I don’t like causing you any more pain but we decided it was best you know, then at least you can face what’s coming, with the proper knowledge,” Maude’s hands fluttered to her neckline where her amulet hung, her eyes sad.

“Aye, forewarned is forearmed,” muttered Nan.

Sarah mutely nodded, she did not accept there was nothing she could do; “If you will all excuse me, I’m going to my room, I think I need some time to process this conversation,” she said, standing up. 

Two of the three nodded in agreement feeling relieved now that the story was out. However, Sarah was not yet finished with them. “Could you come back tomorrow say around ten, there is still more to be said but right now my brain is too full.”

“Of course, Sarah,” said Rachel glaring at Brenda who was about to object, “we will see you in the morning.”

Without any awareness of what she was doing, Sarah went through the motions of getting ready for bed but as she lay staring at the ceiling all she could think of was Bel – he’s alive, he’s alive, good grief he is alive...there must be a way to get to the island, to see him again...This is almost as bad as thinking he was dead, had been dead for some seventeen hundred years, but now alive and separated by some mythical island...there is no way I am going to sleep tonight...Sarah’s hand reached for her amulet...goddess, Great Mother, if you have some grand plan then please give a girl a hand, please...what did Maude mean by ‘what’s coming’...?

Downstairs, Nan sat at the kitchen table, her visitors had left not long after Sarah had excused herself. As she sat she tried to let the quiet reassure her, the kitchen was where she and many of the women in her family had made potions and lotions with love and care. Normally, the room was filled with the quiet knowledge of these women, it was comforting, reassuring, but right now all Nan could feel was a deep unease and try as she might it was not going away. Reluctantly she looked up from her tea cup and with a sigh she got up, walked over to the range where a small secret cupboard was hidden by numerous teacloths. She paused a moment at the door but after a moment of indecision pulled it open and reached for the battered Huntley and Palmers cracker tin which sat within. 

She had not consulted the oracle bones for very long time, not since she saw Julia’s death on that fateful day. Staring at the tin without opening it she questioned her motives for coming back to them but Nan hated indecision at the best of times, a trait she shared with her granddaughter. Prising the tin open she removed the musty smelling bag, feeling the weight of the small bones inside. Giving the bag a gentle shake, she focused her thoughts on Sarah and with a deep breath tipped them out onto the table surface.

The bones themselves were a collection of finger bones from various female ancestors of the Tremayne line, all of whom had certain gifts. One day, eventually one of her own bones will go into the bag, provided Sarah was not too squeamish about it. Each of the bones had a symbol carved into it, the symbols varied and were meaningful to the person to whom the bone belonged. Reading them was never easy and always open to interpretation but in the right hands they could be a useful tool. Not for the first time Nan wished she had acted on her first reading the day Julia had been run off the road, then she might still be alive and Sarah would not be in this pickle.

Still thinking of Sarah, Nan stared down at the bones. At first glance they were just a jumble of small bones, though slowly patterns began to emerge but even then, the patterns were confusing. One minute there was love and success then next death and chaos, each pattern appearing to merge with the other. Her focus was so complete that she jumped out of her skin when a hungry Brad the Dog nudged her with his wet nose. 

“Bah!” said Nan as she swept the bones up and put them back into the bag and tin. Obviously, whatever was going on was not going to be solved with oracle bones. They had not made her feel any better. 

Upstairs Sarah still could not sleep, her thoughts were jumping from one point to another, all perfectly normal given the information she had been told. It was almost too much to take in. From the corner of her eye the fluttering of the curtains caught her attention, rising she went to close the window pausing to stare out at the night sky. The moon was not visible tonight, it was a new moon; what did those witchy almanacs say about new moons? Sarah went to her desk and picked up one of the books she had recently ordered online. Flicking through the pages she found what she was looking for – Moon Magic.

The new moon – a fresh start, a time to honour all that we’ve been through; a time for renewal and reflection; listen to our intuition, connect with our hearts and align with our higher purpose – a powerful time for intention setting...so what are my intentions? My higher purpose?

Sarah flicked the book shut but then on a whim she opened the book again, at a random page. It opened on a chapter ‘Intentions and Affirmations – a guide to not stuffing them up’, the title bought a smile to Sarah’s face. She started to read, still standing at the window, the night air whispering of things unsaid. After a bit, Sarah earmarked a page, popped it into her satchel and climbed back into bed. She now had a plan...no, an intention and what she really needed was to get a good night’s sleep because tomorrow was going to be an interesting day, regardless.

It was still dark when a wet nose nudged Sarah awake, a quick look at her alarm clock told her it was still an hour or so away from dawn. Quietly she rose, dressing quickly she padded downstairs hoping not to wake Nan. After letting Brad the Dog out to do his business she grabbed a couple of oat cookies and filled her water bottle, stowing them away in her satchel for later. Moments later Brad came in looking for his breakfast, it was still too early but Sarah gave him one of his favourite dog biscuits to keep him going. He looked at her expectantly, tail thumping on the kitchen floor.

Sarah knelt down and gave the old dog a hug, “Sorry my friend you can’t come with me, I need to move quickly, not stop every five minutes while I wait for you to sniff every blade of grass...I’ll be back soon and then we’ll go for a walk, okay?”

Just as Sarah was about to lift the latch on the kitchen door, she heard a tell-tale creak on the stairs and knew without a doubt Nan was standing behind her.

“Is it not possible just once that you let me sneak out?” said Sarah, turning.

“No, I’m yer grannie and I come from a long line of gifted women, so no, I’ll always know when you’re about to sneak off...how cabbage lookin’ do ya think I am?” Said Nan.

“I know, I know, I’m sorry, I was just going out onto the moors, there’s something I need to do, I’ll be careful I promise and I’ll be back before your cronies return...” said Sarah, the words rushing out in a heap.

“I ain’t going to stop you and I know you can look after yerself, I only came down to give you this,” said Nan handing Sarah a strange stone with seemingly random holes in it. Sarah took the stone, turning it over in her hands, it was smooth as if many hands had held it before her and there were two irregular shaped holes. She looked at Nan with a puzzled frown.

“It’s a hag stone, not the nicest of names but still it is imbued with the most powerful protection spells I could remember; it’d be a long time since I did such spell work but they also work in other ways too, as tools for visualising yer path and to aid connection with the Divine. Keep it safe too, it’s a thing of ancient times...”

Sarah tucked the stone away in the front pocket of her bag, “thanks Nan, promise I’ll be back by ten, so I’d better get going,” she gave the little old lady a hug, a final pat for Brad before disappearing through the door.

“Well, that’s it then, we just has to wait ‘n see what’ll happen...” said Nan to Brad who just wagged his tail in anticipation of an early breakfast.

Sarah moved quickly through the small hamlet of Zennor, all was quiet except for the wind rushing through the trees and the odd rustle of nocturnal animals returning to their homes after a night of foraging. The truth was she had no real plan just a feeling, an instinct that told her to venture forth. At the junction of the main road which led to either St Ives or St Just, depending which way you turned, Sarah dithered for a moment. A soft meow had her glancing at her feet where a small black cat sat with its tail curled around its feet, Sarah reached down to give it a scratch. Purring, it rubbed its head against her hand, meowed and looked pointedly up at Zennor Hill, cloaked in darkness.

“Okay puss, I get the message, up I go, trust my feet.” Sarah flicked on her torch and set off with no clear destination in mind but trusting, as always, that inner voice. 

Without even realising it Sarah found herself up high on the spine of moorland which separated the north and south coasts of West Penwith. The sky was lightening in anticipation of the rising sun and the early birds were warming up for the morning chorus; in the distance Sarah heard the lonely call of a barn owl. She stood on a high point on the moor, for a moment attempting to figure out where it was her feet had taken her to. The last hour was a bit hazy and with her thoughts in turmoil she had just let her feet take the lead giving no real thought to where she was going, only her intention to ask her esteemed ancestors for help at the forefront of her mind.

As she turned around in a circle to get her bearings she saw in the far distance the lights of Penzance south of her. Immediately below her she could just make out a farm but as she turned towards the north coast where she thought Zennor was, a dark mass caught her attention. Treading carefully, she made her way down the hill towards the lumpy darkness but as she got nearer she realised it was several large slabs of granite arranged in a form known locally as a quoit. With some relief she recognised the granite structure as Mulfra Quoit, the remains of a chambered burial from the Neolithic – the quoit part or granite slabs forming the chamber where burials were placed. Sarah knew from the books she had read and the half an ear she had used when listening to her dad talk ‘shop’, there was some debate as to what the structures may have looked like when first built but it did seem they were mostly
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