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CHAPTER ONE
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A GIFT 






The four were on an outing, impulsive and rather by chance. Joe had asked Kathy to go out after church, and Kathy had said no because she planned to go with Daniel. So, Joe went with Melody. Yet, by coincidence, they all met and decided to go together. 

Joe knew of a trail that used to be a railway line with a stream on one side and a hillside on the other. They all welcomed the chance to escape the city, but the trail was full of people on their Sunday strolls. 

“Let’s check out the stream,” suggested Daniel. The others were hesitant, for the undergrowth was thick, yet they followed him even as the ground became muddy near the stream bank. The water  looked dark and rather foreboding. But Daniel enticed them to get their toes muddy and wet, all except Melody, who thought with pursed lips, they were acting like children. The vegetation was too thick to follow the stream, so they came back to the trail again. 

After that bit of adventure, to go back on the trail with people on their Sunday stroll seemed tame. The right side of the trail showed some promise: a rocky hill with rocks overlain with lichen and moss. Soon they were following Daniel again, making their way uphill, past boulders. 

Then the rocks became dense and wove snakelike in a maze. Excitedly, they passed through a narrow passage lined with hanging tendrils of plants down its walls. Just under an archway that led back up, they saw something unexpected laying on an angled stone. A human-like form was wrapped with white bands.

“A mummy!” gasped Melody.  

“Don’t touch it,” said Joe. “It may be dangerous.” 

Daniel drew closer and exclaimed, “It’s a person, and he looks hurt!” 

“The brightness of the bands makes it look like an alien,” observed Joe.

Daniel peered at the head, but could see no eyes as the white bands encircled the face. He cradled its head and felt a tingling sensation. For a moment he saw the being’s eyes, and then its body dissolved, and in his hands he was holding a concave-shaped object made of the same white bands. 

“Strangest thing,” said Dan, turning the object in his hands. “The Alien, or whatever it is, has gone and left this behind.” 

Joe asked to hold the object. “It feels heavy, like there could be a machine inside.”

“The shape and the whiteness look like it’s some sort of power object,” guessed Kathy. 

“If it comes from another world, it would be worth something,” put in Melody.

“Nobody will believe us,” said Joe. “We’d better leave out the part about there being an alien mummy here first. But this is evidence. I wonder what it does.”

Daniel took it back and brought it up to his face. “It’s like binoculars or something.” He found himself looking out upon a green field with cottages nearby––not the scene that should have been there.

“It feels like I’m somewhere in the past,” said Daniel, making no sense to the others. 

He turned to his friends, but there were not there, for he was standing somewhere else. 






Daniel looked down at his hands, but the gift having brought him somewhere had vanished. Ahead lay an old-fashioned town square filled with people, some of whom were looking his way. Why are they looking at me? wondered Daniel. But it was only for a moment, and the children were playing and screaming again. I better circle around and get the feel of the place before I walk right into a strange town. 

He walked along the outskirts of the town and felt a breeze that carried a sea smell. Perhaps on the rise, I can figure where I am, Daniel thought. He came to cliffs and saw an immense stretch of sea, placid and clear blue. A trail led down to the ocean to white stretches of sand. On the beach a lone child played, a boy about seven years old. His hair was blonde, and his skin golden brown, as if the sun had bleached his hair and darkened his skin. Daniel went down the trail and drew up to him.

The boy spoke first. “Did you see the White Fish? It comes out in the morning. Sometimes I see its fin, or just its side.”  

“I’ve just arrived here, myself,” said Daniel. 

“Then come with me!” Excitedly, the boy waved him on, and hurried along the shore to a small cottage at the base of the cliff. 

“Mama, a stranger has come!” cried the boy.

Inside, an older woman was tending a kettle above a fire. “You always do find them,” she said, her face showing no surprise. “Please take a seat and have some food.” 

A bowl of fish soup was poured. The broth was white and the fish taste was fresh. Daniel wondered if they had caught a white fish. He wondered too where the boy’s parents were, for the woman was old enough to be his grandmother. 

“I came here recently, rather suddenly,” began Daniel.

“It was the White Fish,” said the boy. “It brought him from across the sea!” 

“No need to explain comings and goings,” said the woman. 

“You may wonder why he’s excited to meet strangers from across the sea,” she went on. “He goes there every morning, searching for his dad. One day his father went out fishing and never came back. Then the child had a dream that a White Fish would bring his father back. So, you see, he brings in strangers.”

“I’m sorry about his death,” said Daniel. “But I’m a little young to be a father.”

“Your way lies toward town, no doubt,” said the woman, eyeing him curiously. 

“I don’t know...What’s the town called?” 

“People give it different names. I don’t know what name they give it now. But I can say, it’s not been the same ever since the church clock stopped tolling. Some say there’s a ghost that lives in there now, crying out in the church’s tower. The church itself is no longer used, but there’s an aging rector. Some say he goes in there and talks to it.” 

“Yes, I think that’s where I must go,” said Daniel. 

“An unlikely business this rector has, quieting a ghost and all,” said the woman. “But then the town is made for that sort of thing.” 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER TWO
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THE TOWER






Early the next morning, the boy took Daniel to see the Rector. They followed a winding path up a hill that overlooked the town like an acropolis. There at its summit stood an old steepled church with a bell tower and a stone’s throw away, the home of the Rector.

The boy knocked loudly and presently a middle-aged man answered with square features, a youngish face, and graying hair at the temples. 

“He’s come to see the ghost in the tower!” the boy explained.

“Come in,” said the Rector, not showing any surprise. “It’s cool and some tea will do us well.”

The boy wandered off to play, and Daniel entered. The Rector showed him to a comfortable study, lined with books.

“And how may I be of assistance?” began the Rector once they were seated. 

“I’m confused,” said Daniel. “I’m not even sure where I am, or the name of this town.”

“It goes by different names, but that is not so important as how you will come to name it.” 

“Yes? Everyone here is so vague! What do you call it?”

“It’s a place where people come for rest and healing.” 

“A town for sick people?” asked Daniel.  

“Some would call them sick, others mad. Of course, it has changed us too. Certain eccentricities are built in and tolerances, too.”

“How do you know which is which?” 

“It is a question we have agreed not to ask.” 

“Don’t some
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