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Prologue

"Are
you sure this is right?" Jake asked.

Nala hesitated at the
unfamiliar ring of his voice, then nodded, her green eyes radiant.
They stepped inside, bolting the door firmly behind them. Wooden
benches lined the wall opposite the ticket desk. A large poster
proclaimed in bold, red gothic letters: Make way for the future! 

Tickets in hand, they squeezed
through a narrow gate in a metal barrier and moved towards the
stairs that wound down to the Deeper Reaches. Above the roof arched
upwards, darkened with time and soot. The place smelt of steam
trains. Traces of old stories. Their footsteps echoed softly off
the brick walls left and right like a hushed crowd under way.

A violent crash broke the peace.
Horrified, they spun round to look. A second crash followed.
Someone was trying to ram down the door to the ticket office. The
door flew off its hinges and smashed into the ticket counter,
shattering at the impact. Light from outside streamed into the
office through the broken door as a hoard of burly thugs erupted
into the tight space.

"You go. I'll lock the gate,"
Jake shouted.

Not waiting to see if she'd
gone, he moved quickly back to the gateway and fished the key from
his pocket: the one they'd found earlier. He fumbled with it for a
moment and then it slid into the lock with ease. He turned it and
the lock clicked closed. As he stepped back, his relief was short
lived.

Roaring. Swearing. Clambering over
each other to get at him. A seething mass, all shiny black leather
and studs and acrid sweat, twisted hands, hobnailed feet, bared
teeth, clawing, pushing, shoving their way towards the high metal
barrier that separated them from him.

"That's the blighter wot did
it."

"Grab 'im!"

"'Es the one wot 'urt our
young Tom."

"Grab the bugger."

They threw themselves at the
gate in the barrier like a raging sea. But it didn't give. Furious,
some smashed their fists against the metal, sending blood squirting
over the floor beyond. Others ransacked the office. Anything they
could lift was hurled against the barrier. He shrank back into
shadows, edging closer to the steps that led down to the
Reaches.

He didn't get far. A heavy
paperweight hit him full tilt on the shoulder. He gasped and
staggered. The pain was excruciating. When he collapsed to his
knees, an unearthly roar rose from beyond the barrier, throaty,
sickening, like beasts foaming at the mouth, out for the
kill.

"Blood!"

A new wave of savages flung
themselves against the weakening barrier. A second flying object
bowled Jake over, sending him rolling down the stairs until he came
to halt against a wall at the bottom. Silence came now and with it
a bitter blackness.

 


 



Chapter 1 - Awakenings

 


6.10

Her earrings and necklace
shook as the alarm in her cell phone went off on the bedside table.
Vibrating gold on emeralds. Sally lent over to put an end to the
ringing tone. She caught sight of her abandoned nightdress lying on
the rug next to the bed. Pale green silk, laced with mixed
fragrances. Shame Keira hadn't been able to stay the night. Next
time they'd have to plan things better.

She pushed back the eiderdown and
sat on the edge of her double bed pulling her nightdress over her
head. It was cold in the bedroom with only her panties on. What had
Keira whispered with her goodnight kiss?

"Dream of me, my love, and
I'll be with you all night."

Sally smiled as she stood,
running her hands through her shoulder length auburn hair. People
said it went with the green of her eyes and the slightly tanned
colour of her skin. If she'd been a bit
shorter, she might have been taken for an elf. The idea appealed to
her.

 


6.45

The journalist on the radio was
explaining that German scientists had recently managed to grow
immature sperm cells from human bone marrow samples. Sally had to
laugh. Would men ever be mature? Jokes apart, the prospect of
developing fully-fledge sperm cells was worth exploring. The idea
of a world without men scampered through her mind, only to be
discarded. Well at least a world without that obnoxious assistant,
Tyrell. Scowling, she vigorously cut the thick slices of hot toast
in half with a large carving knife.

A scientist was explaining
that it was still early days, but that there were hopes of curing
some male infertility. Not that she didn't like men. Just that she
preferred Keira's firm rounded buttocks and her impudent little
nipples to male sweat and swollen pricks and hairy chests. And
sperm was such a messy business. Better not think of that. It was
Monday, a day of work, well study. And her singing lesson with
Naniu.

 


7.05

Birds were greeting the rising sun
from the flowering bushes and treetops along the seaside avenue as
she walked to the station. The familiar paperboy cycled past
wishing her the top of the morning. An early breeze blew off the
sea, ruffling the folds of her blouse sending shivers of
expectation down her spine. The salty tang of the sea smelt good.
It would be a beautiful day.

 


7.55

Drat! The spotty schoolboy
sprawled on the seat opposite couldn't take his eyes off her. His
grossly enlarged eyes, magnified by thick spectacles, had a glazed,
absent look to them. May he roast in hell! No matter where he tried
to look, his attention always snapped back to her. Curse him. She
shouldn't let it get under her skin. But it did.

Strange how men thought they
could stare at you unnoticed. As if you weren't really there, like
a picture that could be abused at will, without material
consequences. But she wasn't an image. She was nobody's plaything.
It disturbed her to be abused in such a way. Goodness knows what
was oozing along the muddy backwaters of his mind. Nothing that
concerned her, that was for sure.

She smoothed her pale green cotton
skirt over her legs, it was one of her summer favourites that went
well with her beige blouse, and folded her hands demurely in her
lap.

She looked out of the train window
at the passing shoreline. Gulls were rising in noisy clusters over
the waves. Fish. She could almost smell them. Why did males smell
like that when in heat? Sally tried to turn her mind to other
things, but she was still being watched, obstinately. She could
feel his eyes boring into her.

Aggressive? No. That
wasn't the right word. More like
spineless: a retreat rather than an advance. Then the ticket in her
hand reminded her of her dream. And she slipped gently away.
Tantalising fragments of her night floated just out of reach,
calling to her: tendrils of wistful longing curled round her and
bore her away…

 


8.10

Brent sat up reluctantly, swinging
his long legs out of bed onto the shiny wooden floorboards. It was
early by his standards. There was almost time to squeeze in a few
more dreams. Well, maybe not.

He stretched his arms and
shoulders, surprised that he ached all over, as if he'd been
roughed up. He'd done nothing to deserve
that. He wasn't the athletic type, but he loved to walk and prided
himself on being fit. It was rare that his muscles ached so
much.

Pulling the eiderdown around his
shoulders - it was a chilly morning - he picked up a notepad from
the bedside table and began to write. Coordination between brain
and fingers was always sluggish so soon after sleep.

Fragments came surging back
though, faster than he could write, making his handwriting all but
illegible: a shining knee lying in the mud. He crossed out
'knee', wrote 'key' laughing at the silliness of
it and continued: a winding path along the riverbank; and had there
not been a brawl with the police? No wonder he felt
bruised.

 


8.30

Brent was delighted at the
heap of short stories he'd amassed from his dreams. Although they
could sometimes be acutely embarrassing or frightening or
unpleasant, he was no longer terrified of them as he'd been as a
child. There was no more guilty blood smeared on the walls or
houses that crumbled life-threateningly around him.

He lay down his scribblings on a
growing pile of similar dream fragments by his bedside, where they
awaited reworking into longer stories. Had not someone stolen his
dreambook, he would have had a lot more. He imagined himself
flipping through the pages.

The fragments retained much of the
magic and excitement of the original dream. It was as if they were
charged with some form of living energy that hung in the air. They
were glimpses into another world; one that was as real, if not more
so, than the world he lived in the rest of the time.

Massaging his painful shoulders, he
wondered if actions in the dream realm had any impact on the real
world. Jotting down the thought for later, he stood up and went for
a shower and a late breakfast.

Laid out on a chair in the
bathroom his clothes were prepared for the day: light brown cotton
trousers and a red and green chequered shirt - comfortable and
practical, as always. He found it difficult to choose clothes that
suited him, especially as he was quite tall but slim. As a child
he'd been redheaded which didn't help but
now he was more light brown than red haired.

 


8.45

Amid the eggs and toast and tea, a
newspaper article reported on the latest findings about drug
addiction. Odd word that, he thought. Drug. Droge Vat. Dried
substance in a vat. A powdery white cloud gently settled over the
idea, obscuring the substance of it.

Apparently, the radio
continued, a doctor at a congress in Milwaukee had explained that
drug addiction was a misplaced strategy to solve a personal
problem. Once the problem had been unearthed, the way was open to
more suitable solutions. What
nonsense! thought Brent,
As if knowing the problem was enough
to solve it.

He rose from the kitchen
table, slipped into his trekking shoes and donned his jacket to go
out. Today he was to see a shaman. Maybe the magician could help
him solve a persistent problem with his dreams. Contrary to the
learned, radio doctor's theory, his
problem was quite familiar to him but, despite that, it continued
to resist his attempts to solve it.

 


9.15

Naniu reached up to greet
Sally with a kiss on each cheek, her hands firmly placed on Sally's
shoulders. She was a little shorter than Sally. Naniu wore an ample
long-sleeved, large-lapelled cotton blouse embroidered with the
dragon and phoenix motif that was fastened with a series of buttons
and loops.

She preferred not to wear the
skirt that most Chinese women wore, but rather a Ku, loose-fitting
trousers, knotted around her waist with a thick silk sash. She wore
her long black hair tied up in a knot. Her feet were bare, her skin
tanned, and her features relaxed. If it weren't for something quietly powerful about her, you'd never
know she was world-renown for her work on singing.

"Lie down on your back and breath deeply, Sally,"
she said as she lay down on the carpet
herself. "As you breathe out, let the air
make a sound."

Sally was always self-conscious to
begin with. And the more she sought to let go, the tenser she felt.
As she explored the limits of the sounds she could make, however,
something relaxed and she sank imperceptibly deeper into the sway
of the sounds: deep, throaty growls; tiny high-pitched calls; and
glissandi that cascaded from one to the other.

 


9.30

So this was the shaman. It
was difficult to tell the man's age. Forty, maybe. He had an
infectious smile that lit up his round face and sparkling blue
eyes, inspiring confidence. Clean-shaven and balding, his
weather-beaten features continued to reflect something of the sun
gathered in times passed.

"Hi. My name is Alo. I am a
dreamweaver. I walk between the worlds. But I think you know that
because you have come to see me."

The man's voice was surprisingly deep and rich, full of a mass of
colours and nuances. Brent felt it resonate in his own body. So Alo
was a weaver of dreams, Brent thought. His mind reached back to the
origins of the word "weaver" and felt the fine strands of a
Sanskrit spider that wove sense through space: a subtle sense-maker
that could catch you in its web if you were not careful. Word
traps.

"I'm Brent."

He realised
he'd imagined someone older and more
Indian-like. Although the man had the build of an Indian, Brent
thought: tall, well built, muscular. Sitting down on a vacant
cushion opposite Alo, Brent glanced around the sparsely decorated
room and said, "I would have expected something more exotic: snake
skins, eagle feathers, dark corners, wafts of incense,
…"

"I don't seek to confuse this world with the dream world" was
Alo's reply. "Now tell me, why do you seek my help?"

Brent leant forward on his
cushion and thought for a moment. "It's my dreams. I'm convinced
that I have to go somewhere … but I no longer know where … or why.
I keep getting lost. I spend hours crossing interminable landscapes
or wending my way through towns that stretch like labyrinths before
me…"

 


9.40

"Grrrrooouuusssseeeeeeeeiiiiiiiiiiiiaaaaaahhh…"
Sally slithered over the up-turned curves of the
vowels and rocketed downwards into the depths till her toes and
fingertips vibrated with pleasure.

"Stand up … when
you're ready."

Naniu's voice called her back from the world of breathing and
sounds in which she was engrossed. She slowly opened her eyes,
peered at Naniu through half closed eyes and stood
reluctantly.

"I'll sing a couple of notes, and then you imitate them. Try
to keep the same feeling you had when you were lying on the floor,
as if the sound is singing you."

Naniu sang and Sally responded.
Naniu shook her head and repeated the first note. Sally tried
again.

"You're too low, Sally."

Try as she would, Sally
couldn't get it right. In fact, the more
she tried the worse it got. She just couldn't hear the difference.
She began to fear she was tone-deaf.

"Wait a moment before you sing,
Sally," Naniu suggested. "Take a breath. Let the sounds resonate in
you in silence. Then let them sing themselves, without
thinking."

Naniu sang. Sally breathed in and
hung suspended for a moment, as if waiting on the threshold before
stepping out. Then she sang.

Naniu broke into a broad
grin. "Good."

Sally still couldn't hear the
difference, but somehow she felt the harmony of it and it felt
good. And she knew that that feeling would guide her in the future.
She just had to trust herself and let go.

 


10.00

"It will probably be of no
consolation to you, but most people don't
even know they are on a quest, let alone what the goal of it might
be! Whereas you are tormented by the idea. That's a good sign." Alo
said, grinning impishly. "It's a bit paradoxical really. Many
people's lives are plagued with short-term goals and objectives.
They're convinced that their little efforts will change the world.
They know nothing of the power of effortless doing! What you seek
is to be the purposeless wanderer, but you can't get there using
force." He paused, as if he were giving it some silent
thought.

Brent felt lost and confused
as Alo's words moved beyond his reach. He
was about to say something, but Alo changed subjects.

"Practically speaking,
though, you should keep a dreambook in which you jot down your
dreams." 

"But I do, or rather I
did," retorted Brent, "only someone stole
my dreambook. I left it in my bag on the table in a pub the other
day as I went to get a drink from the bar. When I returned, it was
gone. Nothing else had been touched."

Alo remained silent for quite a
while, pursing his lips. Brent had the impression he was struggling
for the right words.

"We need to talk more of
this, but not now and not here." Alo
spoke so quietly that Brent had to strain to hear his
words.

The shaman's reaction seemed
grossly exaggerated, reminding him of amateur dramatics from his
school days. He was tempted to burst out laughing.

"I'll let you know where and when." Speaking louder, Alo went on: "In the mean time, you might
try using white stones."

Brent looked perplexed. He
had the odd feeling that Alo might be trying to cast a spell on
him.

"Imagine a small set of white
pebbles. They need to be small, very small, very, very small, to
cross the barrier between the worlds. As you travel, hold the
stones in your mind. Touch them. Feel them cool against your
fingers. See them bright white. The important thing is to remember
them in your dream, not so much to have them guide you on your
way."

 


10.30

After her hour with Naniu, Sally
longed for time alone. She sauntered through Hoyt Park, delighting
in the colours and fragrances of the many flowers that graced her
path. She stood still for a moment and closed her eyes. A slight
breeze blew over her sandaled feet, around her bare ankles and
billowed her skirt.

Being in the dark. It was one of
her secret pleasures: sensing the world around her otherwise than
with her eyes. Irises. Heavenly. How could she put words to such a
complex feeling: an aroma deep in colour and rich in harmonies that
went straight to the crown of your head? She thought back over her
songtime with Naniu. She relived the instant she'd hung suspended
over the void, discovering how silence and stillness brought
knowledge that movement and effort held at a distance.

Satisfied, she opened her
eyes and turned in the direction of Avan University, which was
situated at the far end of Hoyt Park. The buildings lay scattered
close to one side of the River Bree, not far from where it joined
Erinsea. The founders of the university couldn't have chosen a better place for experimentation and
learning in such a seafaring town.

She traversed the length of the
campus, making her way to the Theosophy department. Like all the
other buildings, the Theosophy department was made of the local
grey-green stone, but its distinctive shape singled it out for
attention. The design was from Madame Blavatsky herself.

Built on an oval-shaped island,
separated from the riverbank by a narrow channel, the department
curved sensuously with the water that flowed around it. The
building was topped with a number of turrets and glass domes for
observation purposes. Sally crossed the bridge that spanned the
narrow branch of the Bree and pushed open the massive oak door.

Professor Tangwyn Outman's
lecture was due in five minutes. Theosophy, her teachers had told
her when she began her studies, was the science of knowledge
achieved through spiritual ecstasy, direct intuition, or special
individual relations to God. So what was a mathematician like
Professor Outman doing giving a lecture in the Theosophy
department, you might ask? Chaos Theory was the answer.

 


10.35

Alo received his clients in a large
detached mansion at the top of a small hill overlooking Avan. The
extensive gardens that surrounded the property offered some welcome
seclusion. Brent bent down to pick up a couple of small white
pebbles that lay amongst the weeds beside the path. Slipping them
into his jacket pocket, he was surprised at how cold they felt.

The wrought-iron gate closed behind
him with a decisive click and he set off down the hill towards the
town. The houses in this part of Avan reclined confidently in their
well-tended gardens, keeping their distance from the road and from
each other. Brent walked on the grass verge that lined the road. It
was soft beneath his feet. Across a hedge he spied a young women on
her knees, planting flowers in a rock garden. Her hair was a
striking blond mass of curls that cascaded over her shoulders and
flowed almost down to her breasts. She looked up, caught his eye
and smiled at him.

"Good morning"
he called out.

She waved a muddy hand at him. Her
smile stirred in him all the way down the hill. He toyed with the
stones in his pocket. He could feel their calming whiteness. As the
road turned and widened at the bottom of the hill, the houses
changed: shrinking, they drew closer to each other and to the road.
A gravel path replaced the soft verge. The tiny stones slipped
slightly with each step, giving way almost imperceptibly under his
weight. Some order must have reigned here at one time for there was
an air of family about the houses. With time, however, each had
grown a distinctive mark to single it out: here a bay window had
sprouted; there a patio had swallowed up most of the small
garden.

The closer Brent came to the town,
the more the houses huddled together for comfort. Each resembled
its neighbour until they stood identical in long lines of redbrick,
door after door opening directly onto the street. The pavement here
was narrow and made of cement blocks that rang hard beneath his
feet. They should have called him Brent the Wanderer. He delighted
in walking: the thrill of each step as his feet met the ground,
exploring the feel of the many surfaces that rose to meet him. What
was the Gaelic blessing? He sang softly to himself:

"May the road rise to meet you. May
the wind be always at your back. May the sun shine on your face
…"

The old station was not just
old because it had been there for a long time, but also because
there was a new one and the new one, as is often the case, had done
its best to replace the old one. Only a couple of trains made the
detour to call there on weekdays. If it weren't for the stationery
shop, not even Brent would go there. The shop was excellent. It was
there that he bought his dreambook. Not red this time, though.
Blue, he thought, pale blue. He also bought a large felt
pen.

The toilets at the old
station were relegated to the far end of the platform. Standing in
front of the two doors, Brent cursed Lacan. Wasn't it the French
psychoanalyst who had condemned young people to hesitate over the
choice between Gents and Ladies? Humanity's first trauma, he'd
called it. Glancing around to see if anybody was watching, Brent
chose the Ladies. He opened the door of the first cubicle, went in,
closed the door, lowered his trousers and pants and sat down to
piss. Drawing the felt pen from his pocket, he scrawled across the
door, just above a hole someone had bored there:

Lacan was here.
Signed Confused.

 


11.00

Sally took one of the few remaining
free seats near the front of the crowded amphitheatre, nodding
greetings to those she recognised. It seemed that the entire
faculty had turned out for the occasion. Tense expectation hung in
the air. Professor Outman was world-renowned and rarely gave
lectures since his illness and his retirement to India.

The lights in the auditorium dimmed
perceptibly and the chatter of the audience hushed as a tall,
slender young woman entered pushing an equally tall old man in a
wheelchair. Their passage across the podium was like a fresco
unfolding. From where she sat, Sally could smell the wafts of
Masala incense that hung in the air and imagined she could hear the
strains of a Morning Raga accompanying them.

Professor
Outman's granddaughter, Anju, was dressed
in traditional Indian style with an ivory-coloured Lehenga
embroidered with a Persian floral motif that reached to her
sandaled feet. The skirt was topped with a tight-fitting,
short-sleeved ivory-coloured Choli that left a good part of her
tanned belly visible. A sparkling jewel embellished her navel. The
sight of her made Sally's mouth water.

The Professor wore a traditional
Kurta, a loose-fitting collarless shirt made of silk that was
discretely embroidered with mystical figures, white on white.
Typical, Sally thought. He was always walking the limit between
science and mysticism. His cotton Paijama trousers barely concealed
his wasted legs. Most striking of all was his face, which seemed
lit up by the oriental sun, his eyes bright and attentive behind
his metal-rimmed spectacles. His forehead was pronounced and
culminated in a shock of wild, greying hair that matched his
equally unruly beard.

"Good morning to you all," he
said, breaking into a radiant smile. "I haven't been in this building for many years." He paused as if
looking back over time, before moving on.

"If you'll excuse me beginning with what might seem like a rather
tasteless play on words, I'd like to rewrite the beginning of The
Gospel According to John: 'In the beginning was Chaos. And Chaos
was with God and Chaos was God.' That was how the ancients
understood Chaos: a dark, deep and undivided godhead that was
profoundly feminine. Not a sinister black hole, in the cosmological
sense, that sucks all matter into its unending cold embrace, but
rather a sensual, throbbing womb that gives birth to all that is to
follow."

Sally sensed the people
around her collectively letting out their in-held breaths. An
intense ripple of pleasure flowed through her. 

"The modern notion of chaos is
quite inadequate and totally unsatisfying in comparison. Mayhem.
Pandemonium. Bedlam. Havoc. So many negative images of disorder,
lawlessness and anarchy, when in fact the principal of order and
differentiation was born spontaneously out of chaos. Modern
mathematics puts chaos back in its rightful place, at the heart of
all things."

"Imagine an infinite collection of
potential futures brought together in one extremely complex and
beautiful curve suspended in exquisite balance above a dark and
silent expectancy. Time and movement have yet to exist. All is
suspended like a breath held. Then something slips, imperceptibly,
more like a faint whisper than a movement. And the time has come.
The curve arches upwards and folds over abruptly. Thousands of
possibilities collapse to nothing, leaving those that remain to
shift and shunt in an urgent need to find a new balance. The
cataclysmic shudder produces multiple waves that bring shape and
form as the resulting tsunami rolls outwards."

 


11.10

"Fish. Fresh fish. Straight from
the boat! Come on ladies. Take yer pick!"

On the sloping boards of the
fishmonger's stall lay rows of neatly
aligned fish of all sorts, their eyes bulging in horror at the
recognition of their fate. Brent walked on, ignoring their icy
screams. He passed by the runny French cheeses that noisily
competed with each other to attract the largest number of flies in
the Market Place. He avoided the sacrificial salami awaiting the
butcher's sharp knife.

He skipped
yesterday's dried-up cakes spotted with
wrinkled raisins, guaranteed to break a tooth or two. He ignored
the shoddily made clothes imported from some poor country where
children laboured hours for a pittance. Work no longer made proud,
Brent thought.

He passed over the cheap CDs
of potted music, the crinkled paperbacks promising love and
fulfilment and the herbal teas that worked wonders if you were a
true believer. So much flotsam and jetsam left stranded by the
receding tide: a truly disgusting and disturbing sight. Hopefully
the rising tide would wipe clean this patent evidence of
man's decline.

One gem did catch his
attention amongst the collective rubbish: a small stand of used
postcards. Brent had always been struck by how postcards shaped our
way of seeing the world. Coach loads of tourists repeatedly sought
to recreate the magical postcard feeling. How did we see the world
before postcards, he wondered? Difficult to imagine. But these were
not just postcards. No. They had been used. Handwritten greetings
added a distinctly personal flavour to the slick, production-line
images. There was the inevitable Wish you were here… or the
Having a lovely time…
in a lazy, sunlit scrawl next to the official
post office stamp: Brighton, Torquay, Blackpool,
Yarmouth,…

Not all memories were banal
though. Brent remembered that time down by the pier on holiday when
he'd caught sight of a couple fondling
each other behind the deserted dodgem car attraction. The ripples
of that had sent him diving for cover. Or when Granny had sprained
her ankle trying to stop the girls chasing him across the beach.
Kiss chase: how he hated it.

So many delightful memories that
had mellowed with time. Things were no longer like that now he was
grown up. Despite his childhood belief that becoming adult would
open worlds to him, possibilities seemed to have shrunk around him
as he grew older. He paid for an old card of Avan showing the
station as it once had been when there were still steam trains and
slipped it into his jacket pocket.

 


11.20

Anju leant forward and
offered her grandfather a glass of water from which he drank
deeply. The girl's appearance was surprising. She had pitch-black
hair like many Indians, but she'd had it cut very short more like a
boy than a girl.

The Professor sat silent for
a moment. "I am talking about change and
how it comes about. There are two key notions in complex change.
The first is the way change emerges apparently spontaneously from
the field of all possibilities. And the second are the
discontinuities that occur in change when the fabric of what is
possible folds."

He ran his hand through his
beard, tugging at it gently; a frown on his face. "Before I go any
further, you have to understand that the perspective of chaos is
not to everybody's liking. The main reason for this understandable
aversion lies in how institutions are organised and how they handle
change. They concentrate power in discrete pockets from which they
seek to influence the way people work. For those in power, change
is a product of their policies. Their vision is essentially
mechanistic: they apply a force to the system and that brings about
the pre-determined change. Seeing change in terms of emergence and
discontinuities is threatening for them. It questions the idea that
they can manage change and undermines their identity as leaders. Of
course we have to be careful about what we mean by the words
'manage' and 'leader', but that is another discussion."

For all the Theosophy
Department's work on the direct
experience of knowledge of the transcendent, Sally imagined that
the Chaos perspective would ruffle Department sensitivities, but
surely the Professor was aware of that.

 


11.30

A traffic warden was making
her way systematically up the crowded high-street. Brent slowed to
watch her at work. He liked the way she bent forward
short-sightedly to note the car's number. The movement pulled her
skirt delightfully taught over her buttocks and pointed her breasts
forward pushing out her uniform jacket. She constantly shook her
pen to get it to work as she scratched down the details. In her
hurry, her hair had tumbled out from under her hat and was getting
in her eyes. She brushed it absent-mindedly aside.

Some urgency was pressing her
to get on. Maybe she had an appointment for lunch or she had a
quota to keep up with. She walked with a slight limp, stooping to
rub her ankle from time to time. For all her quaintness, Brent
wondered why her boss had chosen someone so apparently inept for
the work. She certainly had a lot of work to do. Car owners in Avan
must have signed a pact with the devil because they parked
haphazardly without the slightest concern for order or safety. The
warden limped on. Now it was the turn of a Bentley parked on a
yellow line in front of the hat shop. An elegant lady came bustling
out, loaded down with hatboxes. She looked as if
she'd come straight from the
hairdresser's as her hat was delicately balanced in an elaborate
new hair-do.

"Sorry love. Just had to pick
these up." She told the traffic
warden.

The warden handed her the parking
ticket and moved on. Brent wondered how the women would react.
Anger? Self-justification? Persuasion? Family connections? None of
them. She opened her car, placed the boxes in it and then went over
to the next car where she slid the fine under the windscreen wiper.
A short distance off, the warden stood watching her. She retraced
her steps and picked up the fine. Noting some additional
information on the paper, she handed it back to the woman whose
mouth had fallen open. No words were exchanged. Well maybe the boss
had not made such a bad choice after all, thought Brent.

 


11.35

"Professor,
isn't a world governed by chaos a highly
unpredictable place to live in?"

Outman asked Anju to shift his
wheelchair slightly so he could get a better view of the young
woman asking the question.

"It is hard to escape the
underlying connotations that words convey. The word
'chaos' is no exception. Complex as it is, it
imposes meanings on us that we might not welcome. As I said in my
introduction, mathematical chaos is not anarchy. It is centred on
stability. When a system shifts from one state to another it does
so because it seeks stability. In complex systems stability does
not come at a particular point or time, but rather resides in a
whole set of points or times. This set we call an attractor. Within
the field of the attractor, minor disturbances will not shift the
system out of the zone of influence of the attractor. That doesn't
mean there is no change, but it remains within the field of the
attractor. The name "attractor" is misleading. It inevitably evokes
the picture of a force that attracts. Whereas an attractor is not a
force, but a set of closely related states in which the system
remains relatively stable. Coming as it did from topology, Chaos
Theory was more interested in the exquisite shapes of attractors
than in the underlying forces at play."

"I'm not sure I understand
the notion of attractor," the woman admitted.

"Think of sleep,"
the Professor replied. "It is a state we are all
familiar with. But that state can have myriad forms. It can be
peaceful and apparently dreamless, leaving us refreshed when we
awake. Or it can be agitated, full of dark nightmares or deep
longing that continue to haunt our wakening hours. We can lie still
in our sleep or toss and turn, knotting the sheets about us. Sleep
is full of diversity. It is a state, like being awake is a state.
Although it can be hard sometimes to fall asleep, once the moment
is come you generally flip from one to the other. And while you are
asleep, most noises and movements will not break the hold of sleep
on you, though they may affect your dreams. So you see, sleep is an
attractor: a complex set of quite different states we recognise
under the name of 'sleep' that is distinguishable and quite
separate from a whole set of other states we call being
awake."

 


11.40

Just off Market Street, in a
narrow alley that served as a shortcut to St. Bride's Cathedral,
stood one of those shabby shops that sold second-hand clothes for
charity. Through the dusty window Brent could see a room littered
with bric-a-brac: unwanted trinkets; clumsy odds and ends; and rows
and rows of cast off clothes. Brent tried to trick himself into
walking passed, but he didn't manage it. The pull was too strong.
He was at the door before he knew it.

Opening it set a small bell
ringing. How discreet! He nodded to the elderly woman behind the
counter who quickly returned to reading her magazine. Judging from
the hopeful look he'd seen fleetingly
cross her face, he was probably her first customer of the day. The
place smelt of mothballs with a faint trace of damp and a much
stronger smell of a sticky perfume whose best-by date was long
gone. He was reminded of his Grandmother's house. What a confusing
chaos that had been for a small kid. Chaos: now there was a word of
power! The vast chasm of the Greeks or was it the void?

Walking between the rows of
hangers, he ran his fingers over the clothes. A small grey tweed
jacket, pulled in at the waist, with a high collar. The girl must
have been barely a slip of a thing. Died of tuberculosis no doubt,
like his Grandmother. A dark velvet waistcoat that smelt of cigars.
Small pleasures after dinner out on the back porch by the privy,
but only when it wasn't raining. A
pleated school skirt. Girls rarely wore the like today. It's owner
driving the neighbours' boy mad. He spent hours at his bedroom
window watching her doing handstands against the garden wall. His
mother thought he was doing his homework.

Ignoring the rows of dungarees and
overalls that gave off an unpleasant odour of grease and sweat,
Brent halted at a silk bodice. Lace trimmings. She must have felt
pretty in that. Early twenties, probably. Got her really worked up
when she walked out in it. She could feel his eyes following her,
her nipples hard against the cool silk at the thought of it.

This kind of shop
didn't go in for underwear. Not hygienic.
Shame. Lots of stories there for the telling. He stopped one last
time close to the door, his attention caught by a bunch of rusty
keys held together by a small chain. Someone had put them on
display, splayed out on a small piece of velvet: a deliciously
sensual offering. They beckoned to him. A rich potential lay
waiting to be tapped. What doors would these keys unlock? He
enquired about the price, paid and left hurriedly with the dark
treasure heavy in his pocket.

 


11.50

"What about understanding the
forces at work?" The question came from an elderly gentleman seated
at the back of the room. "Has Science made any progress on
that?"

Professor Outman made a quick
note in a small notebook. "A very good
question. Our friends from Fundamental Physics have a different way
of looking at things than us Topologists. They have borrowed the
idea of self-organising systems from the Life Sciences and have
been exploring what they call 'emergence' in an attempt to describe
how new states come into being. That's not my field. I suggest you
read Prigogine or Bohm or Varela or Lovelock or Capra."

 


12.00

The young librarian turned to look
at him and nodded in recognition as Brent strode into the library;
he was a frequent visitor. Few readers were present: an old man
hunched over a newspaper; a teenager seated cross-legged on the
floor flicking through a comic book; a smartly dressed women
studiously taking notes from an encyclopaedia.

Standing in the middle of the room,
Brent closed his eyes, turned thrice clockwise and headed in a
straight line to the nearest bookshelf, picking out a book at
random without looking at the cover. Letting the book fall open in
his hands, he read the first sentence that caught his
attention:

Opening these doors is often
like a surgical operation, where the doctor, with knife poised,
must be prepared for anything the moment the incision is made.

The words sent a shiver down his
spine. The slightest ill-chosen incision could open floodgates with
devastating results, overwhelming all around as it unleashed bloody
horrors. He bowed his head and closed the book, hurriedly sliding
it back in the space on the shelf. Returning to the centre once
more, he closed his eyes and turned again.

If you are going on a journey,
see that you take with you all that you may need.

How odd. Brent could imagine the
head of the order instructing his young novice thus as the boy set
out on his quest. Far from travelling light! How could you possibly
anticipate what would be needed in a future full of so many
unexpected twists and turns? Turning one final time he uncovered a
third book.

So singing
blessings then for my soul's
sake,

As I silent, round me thrice did
go

The apostolic light which bid me
speak…

He recognised the words
immediately. A silent prayer rose unbidden from his heart,
intercede for me that I can partake of such a joy!

 


12.25

Sally carried the tray of
drinks and sandwiches from the bar to a table in a quiet backroom
that looked out over a garden. She'd deliberately chosen a more
secluded spot so they could talk undisturbed. She hadn't seen
Tangwyn or Anju since she had visited them in India several years
before, so she was pleased they had managed to escape the clutches
of the Faculty. Tyrell, one of the assistants, had been almost
obnoxious in insisting he join them. Sally had had to make it quite
plain to him that he was not welcome, on the pretext that the
Professor was tired after the effort of his travel and the
conference. No doubt he'd get her back for that.

Handing the Professor his
beer, she voiced a current preoccupation: "As I was listening to
your conference, Tangwyn, I was wondering how dreams fit
in."

He laughed.
"The dream world is the realm of chaos, par
excellence. It is full of the most outrageous discontinuities that
don't bother us in the slightest. I have an untested theory that
chaos is so apparent in dreams because our relationship to time and
space is not the same there as in the real world."

Shifting closer to Sally,
Anju added: "You are right. In that
respect, time and space are more like fluids in dreams and they
have nothing to contain them."

The Professor took a notebook
from his bag and scribbled down a few words. "We describe change in chaos theory using topologies that
categorise families of form and shape but give no promise as to
their size or duration. In dreams the notion of measurement of time
and space is in some ways suspended."

"Have you written anything
about it?" Sally asked.

"No. But Dr. Jakob Leuchtli has
been working on some applications of Chaos Theory to the dream
world, though he is more interested in the release of energy in the
discontinuities when the dream fabric folds. He hopes to be able to
harness that energy to replace existing power sources. Dangerous
ideas, if you ask me. Very dangerous and ill thought out. Smacks of
black magic."

 


13.00

Brent followed the disused railway
line along the wharves. It came to a halt at a buffer by a
promontory that stretched out into the harbour. The place was
abandoned. No doubt the port staff were at lunch. He had the whole
world to himself.

He walked out onto the promontory
and sat down on the furthermost bollard, from where he had a clear
view over the harbour and the sea beyond. He stayed still for a
long moment, his hands folded in his lap, relaxing and breathing
gently, sinking down inside himself, enjoying the warmth of the
midday sun and a refreshing breeze from the sea.

Gradually he let his senses drift
out, feeling first the immense mass of water beneath him. There was
so much of it and it was so full of raw energy. It threatened to
overwhelm him. He let his spirit rise, skimming along in the wake
of a flock of gulls. He loved the feeling of spreading his wings
and flying, his feathers ruffled in the breeze. He plunged close to
the waves looking for fish then banked back upwards and away
towards the harbour wall awaiting the incoming trawlers.

Brent shifted his attention to the
air, feeling the lazy eddies of warm currents that spiralled up
above the darkened roofs of the wharves, curling their way around
the girders that supported the cranes. Tiny insects were letting
themselves be borne upwards in the rising current before plunging
back down through cooler air.

A sharp noise brought Brent back to
himself with a rush. A small van had pulled up along the wharf
where it stood stationary, its motor still running. Brent resented
the intrusion. Exhaust fumes and the stench of overheated metal
reached his nose. He wrinkled it in disgust. How dare they enter
his world?

The men, for surely it was
men in the van, were waiting for a signal from a boat, he imagined.
Maybe they had to pick someone up, a wanted criminal, a stowaway, a
smuggler. If they saw him, he'd be in for
trouble. Stories from books of his childhood came flooding
back.

Or maybe they had come to ditch a
package in the sea, causing one of the worse bouts of pollution in
years. He might be the first to fall ill because of it, having been
so near. What a shame to die so soon.

Or perhaps it was the same people
who had stolen his dreambook from the pub. His hand went
instinctively into his jacket pocket where he had put the new
notebook. It was still there and unused as yet. The men were
keeping an eye on him. He must be part of some bigger plan of which
he knew nothing. Not knowing disturbed him.

In his pocket he could feel
the white stones he'd picked up at Alo's
place. They had remained surprisingly cold. Cupping them in his
hand within his pocket, he stood and walked in the direction of the
van. As he pulled alongside, he caught a glimpse of a young couple
in each other's arms kissing fervently, oblivious to his presence.
Brent hadn't realised how hungry he was. He turned away and set out
for home.

 


13.30

Once Sally had accompanied Tangwyn
and Anju to their hotel down by the sea front at the limit of Hoyt
Park, not far from the University, she planned to return to the
Department to sound out reactions to the conference. On the seaward
side of the park, not far from the Theosophy Department, the
landscape gardeners had planted a complex tangle of rhododendrons
through which a number of paths wove maze-like.

A red-coloured object under
one of the shrubs caught her attention. Pushing between the
branches, she managed to retrieve what turned out to be a small red
notebook. She was about to examine it when she heard a familiar
voice behind her. Hurriedly concealing the book in her bag, hoping
he hadn't noticed, she turned to face
Tyrell. Badly dressed as usual, he'd forgotten to iron his shirt.
In fact, judging from the smell of sweat, he probably hadn't even
washed it.

"Having fun in the bushes,
Sally?" he smirked.

Was this to be the payback
time she feared? "Are you coming to the
department?" she asked.

"Don't change the subject. What were you doing in the bushes, I
wonder."

Always so full of unsavoury
innuendos. She wished she weren't wearing
a skirt. How she hated his arrogant male ways.

"That's none of your business."

She realised that in
countering him thus he'd only feel
encouraged. Life was all jousting and combat for him. Sex with him,
God forbid, was probably like that too: all poking and prodding,
all grasping but not the slightest caress.

"Did Professor Rafter say anything
about the conference?"

Rafter was Head of
Department, and Tyrell invested a lot of time and energy getting
into his good books. Tyrell was proud of being close to Rafter, as
he put it, so Sally hoped he'd rise to
the bait.

"He told me he thought it a
bit far fetched. He wondered if the Professor's illness and the Indian climate hadn't got the better of
the poor man." Tyrell spoke with evident
self-satisfaction.

Not only had the Head
confided in him, but Tyrell was also able to make fun of Professor
Outman knowing he was a close friend of Sally's. She had to resist being drawn into the fight. That was
exactly what he wanted. Taking long strides, she headed for the
department. He had to hurry to keep up. She was taller than him and
a lot fitter. His battles were mainly fought with allusive nods and
winks and the occasional well-directed, killer words.

Once within the building, she
took refuge in the women's toilets. It aggravated her intensely the
way she was when Tyrell was around. Opening her bag, she took out
the red notebook and examined it closely. The cover was intact, but
many of the inside pages had been torn out. Those that hadn't were
struck through with violent pen strokes. Much of it was unreadable.
Towards the back, a few sentences had escaped the censor:
Cianala has chosen to go down alone
into the Reaches. The parting was most painful. I awoke
crying….

The notebook stirred
something deep within her, a strange longing she could not grasp.
Turning to the back cover she
read: Brent, the
Wanderer followed by an Avan phone
number. She resolved to phone him and take the book back to its
owner.

 


14.10

Stepping into his flat, Brent
hung his jacket over the back of a chair in the kitchen, stripped
off his trekking shoes and emptied his pockets, laying his
treasures on the table: a used postcard of Avan station; a bunch of
rusty keys; a few white pebbles; a new dreambook; a large felt pen;
and a translation of Dante's Il Paradisio.

He felt exhausted. Every part of
him begged for sleep. Moving to his bedroom, he collapsed onto his
bed. Despite his fatigue he would skim dreams for a moment, letting
himself rise and fall momentarily into the dream realm, surfacing
with snatches of words or short sequences of images. He was just
drifting deeper into sleep when the phone rang …

"Are you Brent the Wanderer?"
A female voice asked. "I've found
something of yours."

Sleep fell from him at lightning
speed. How could she possibly know he was the Wanderer?

"What have you found?"
he managed to ask.

"A red notebook." As he said
nothing, she went on: "Why don't we meet
tomorrow and I can give it back to you."

 


 



Chapter 2 - Propositions

 


The seminar

The midweek seminar with
Professor Rafter generally took place in his private study, an
expansive room on the second floor. It had large bay windows
overlooking the river, several of which now stood open, and could
seat some twelve people. The study was one of the perks of the Head
of the Theosophy Department, a post he'd been awarded some ten
years earlier after a brilliant battle of minds and spirits with
three other candidates. Rumour had it that Rafter had trained in an
earlier life as a shaman, a training which he'd made good use of in
gaining the post.

Sally took her place in the
armchair that was farthest from Tyrell who was sitting near the
Professor's desk. The assistant was on his best behaviour, looking
attentively at Rafter. What's more, he'd changed into more
presentable clothes and had combed his hair. All the same, Sally
noted the way he slouched despite his apparent upright
attentiveness.

Thank heavens he was not standing
in for Rafter today. When he did, Tyrell always found ways of
humiliating her. Feeling her eyes on him, Tyrell glanced her way
and pointed meaningfully at his watch. She looked away her face
burning and turned her attention to her fellow students who were
all busy extracting papers and notebooks from their bags. She
wondered what drew them to study theosophy. Tim, for example,
looked as if he'd be more at home in a business school than in a
department entirely dedicated to the direct experience of the
transcendent. Yet for all his appearance of a would-be executive,
he was a fervent student.

When everyone was ready, Professor
Rafter rose from his desk and walked amongst them, as was his
custom, greeting each of them individually. The habit of wearing
gowns during lectures had disappeared years ago, but Rafter had
revived it, after a sort. He often wore a long black jacket that
hung unbuttoned, swaying loosely like a souvenir of a former gown.
It would have looked slovenly on many a man but on him it smacked
of impeccable elegance as it swirled after him when he moved about
the room.

As he'd finished his round,
he launched into his subject: "Organised religion generally gets in
the way of spiritual experience. Why is that?"

Tim, who was always quick off
the mark, suggested: "Religious
organisations try to channel contact with the transcendent so as to
get control."

Rafter turned to look at him
quizzically: "You haven't really answered
my question, Tim. But let's follow the path you suggest for a
moment. What would they be trying to get control of?"

"The people themselves … and
through them society…" put forward Tim.

Although Sally knew that
control over people was one of the unvoiced goals of many
religions, she couldn't agree with Tim.
Surely, there was something more. She was about to say so when
Christina spoke up: "Or the experience itself."

"And how do they control the
experience?" Rafter asked.

"By convincing people that they can
only reach God through the intermediaries of the religion."

"Is there not also a fear of
transcendence on the part of religious organisations?" Sally asked,
twining a lock of her hair between her fingers. "Because in its
essence, transcendence concerns the individual and cannot be
controlled by organisations?"

Tyrell immediately
responded: "Fear can hardly be the motivation of
such powerful organisations."

Rafter had come to stand near
Sally, the beginnings of a smile on his lips.

"Are you really so sure,
Tyrell? I think Sally is partly right. It may seem paradoxical, but
organised religions, which were initially built around communion
with God or the Gods, over time invest heavily in channelling and
limiting that communion, which they come to see as a threat. At the
same time, we cannot limit the experience of transcendence to the
individual; it can also be a collective experience. We have talked
of fear and control, let's come back to
my initial question and see how these elements contribute to
hindering the spiritual experience."

An hour later, Rafter closed the
seminar, wishing everyone a good day. As Sally gathered together
her notes, Rafter called her over and, once everybody else had
left, asked her to come and see him in his office later that
day.

"Not now, though. I have to see a
scientist from Switzerland: a certain Dr. Leuchtli."

"That's odd," said Sally.
"Only yesterday Tangwyn, I mean Prof. Outman, mentioned
him."

"Odd indeed," mused Rafter, moving
over to his desk.

With a single fluid movement
he removed his 'teaching' jacket and hung it up in a cupboard.
Extracting a tweed jacket from the same cupboard, he donned it and
turned back to her.

"You will have to tell me what he
said when we meet later."

 


A business proposition

Shortly after Sally had left, a
sharp knock could be heard at the study door.

"Come in!" called Prof. Rafter as he rose to greet Dr
Leuchtli.

Leuchtli was a tall man, almost as
tall as Rafter himself, but the doctor was much more solidly built.
Noting the powerful presence of his visitor and the intense, almost
fanatical look in his eyes, Rafter suspected that the meeting was
not going to be easy. Shaking hands, Rafter indicated an armchair
near his desk.

"Please, take a seat, Dr Leuchtli.
Make yourself at home." Sitting in an armchair opposite his guest,
the professor asked: "To what do I owe the honour of a visit from
one of the foremost figures in the field of chaos theory and cosmic
energy?"

Leuchtli smiled. "You flatter me
Rafter."

The professor noted the potential
insult in being thus addressed by someone who did not know him, but
decided not to react.

"I have little time, so I will get
straight to the point." Leuchtli lent forward, perched on the edge
of his chair. "You are the head of the only theosophy department in
the country. Your department deals with the experience of
transcendence. I am currently working on an experiment involving
chaos theory and the dream realm aimed at tapping the endless
energy that resides in the infinite folds of the unpredictable. I
need someone with experience at accessing the dream realm in a
controlled way. I believe you are that man. I propose we set up a
joint research project between your department and my company,
Energos. I can provide the necessary funds to pay for one of your
assistants as well as contribute generously to the running of your
department. What do you think?"

Rafter schooled his
expression, giving no indication of his thoughts. "Sounds like a
very interesting proposition. Let's have lunch together and you can
tell me more about your work and what you expect from
us."

 


Thwarted ambitions

On the floor next to a pile of
discarded toilet rolls stood a squat glass jar full of darts.
Tyrell bent forward and picked one out. Balancing it between his
thumb and forefinger, he surveyed the photos torn from magazines
that were pinned on the back of the door. Blast that Sally girl. It
was irritating the way Rafter always protected her.

What made it worse was that things
came too easily to her. The thought made him want to growl and bare
his teeth. He imagined her tied hand and foot to a post, her eyes
blindfold, awaiting her execution. Not very imaginative, but it
would do.

Whump! The dart impaled
itself in the tattered image of a busty film star already profusely
pockmarked by earlier darts. He picked up another dart. He
hadn't made much progress recently on his
thesis and now his time was running out, less than a year left as
assistant. It shouldn't be that difficult. He'd gathered a great
deal of data, but he couldn't pull the ideas together into a
coherent whole.

Rafter wasn't helping him as he should. All the professor could do was
ask difficult questions. Damn him! And Tyrell didn't have the
answers. He let rip with another dart. It bounced off the door and
skidded across the floor hitting the base of the sink, chipping off
a piece of porcelain. Shit! More costs to add to his bursting
budget.

The phone rang in the room next
door. He hurriedly finished his business and, holding up his
trousers, shuffled to answer.

"Hallo," Tyrell said, not managing
to disguise his irritation.

"Dr. Leuchtli, here," the person
replied. "I have some more work for you."

Tyrell remembered the
last 'job' the Swiss doctor had him do.
He eased himself into the armchair next to the phone, his trousers
sinking to half-mast around his knees.

"We need to meet this
afternoon," Leuchtli was saying. "I don't
have much time and I don't know Avan so well. Where do you
suggest?"

Tyrell immediately thought of
the Cup and Sword. "It's a quiet place at the end of the
afternoon," he explained to Leuchtli. "It is just next to the main
library," he added.

"OK. Don't be late." And
Leuchtli had hung up.

Tyrell sat for a long moment,
sprawled in the armchair dazed, not bothering to pull up his
trousers. How propitious! It might solve his problem if the doctor
was to offer him a solid job. They'd
first met at a conference somewhere in Hannover. Leuchtli had been
interested in his work. He'd asked a lot of questions. He also
asked probing questions about the department. Why did people always
have to ask him such awkward questions?

The doorbell rang.
"Fuck!" Could he get no peace? He girded up his trousers,
buttoned them at the waist and hurried to the door. It was the
postman with a registered letter from Germany. A message from his
uncle, of course.

Closing the door
unceremoniously in face of the smiling
postman, Tyrell tossed the letter onto the table. Nothing
important, just his monthly cheque. God knows why the man always
used such archaic methods. Well, no. Not so surprising really. If
you were a count and lived in a big castle steeped in centuries of
tradition, you might not bother with the Internet either. He
crossed to the table and retrieved the letter.

Ripping it open, he made sure
the sum on the cheque hadn't been cut
since last time. It was then that he saw the letter. Well not
really a letter, more a note. His uncle didn't like writing. All it
said was: Important family
gathering, I expect you to be there. No
signature, just the date of the meeting scrawled across the bottom
of the page. No need to ask where. All family reunions always took
place in the castle, the family seat.

 


A new post

When he got back from lunch, Rafter
hung up his jacket and sat quietly in a comfortable armchair by one
of the windows of his study, looking out over the River Avan. The
river was tidal way inland beyond the university, beyond the town
too, bringing with it the salty smell of the sea. He closed his
eyes and breathed in deeply, gently channelling his attention to
his neck and shoulders so as to relax the tension that resided
there.

The discussion with Leuchtli had
left him troubled – the man was not to be trusted – but Rafter
would have no time to think much about it now. He could sense
someone approaching his door. A polite knock confirmed his inner
vision.

"Come in, Sally" he said without
opening his eyes.

"Sorry. I didn't wish to
disturb you. Would you like me to come back later, Professor?" she
asked retreating to the door.

"No. Take a seat. Close your
eyes. Relax. And I'll be with you in a moment."

With her eyes closed, Sally became
aware of the noises rising from the river below. The tide was low
and gulls were noisily disputing a prize fish. She could also hear
the faint lapping of wavelets breaking against the island on which
the department was built, and there was a rowing boat ...

"You can come back in now Sally and
open your
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