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Mark Mason woke with a start. He hadn't got to sleep until around 2am because he'd really lost track of time while reading. It was almost 11am and now he was far behind in his normal Saturday routine. Luckily it was the weekend and he didn't need to go to the office where he felt like a battery hen in his little cubicle. Selling third rate mobile phone contracts was not what he wanted from a career but needs must at the moment. He had bills to pay. He knew his parents would help him out but pride and a determination to make his own way in the world overcame any thought of charity.

After a quick breakfast of cereal and orange juice he got ready for his visit to the gym followed by a 3 or 4 mile walk to relax and warm down. Before leaving he looked in the mirror and ruffled his thick, blond hair. No point in trying to comb it with the stuff he’d put in it before his night out with a couple of friends. He was bemused that people actually spent money to get a scruffy haircut when he was getting it for free every day. Mark was of average height with a decent build, willowy would be the word he’d describe himself as. Not like the muscle bound roid heads he sometimes saw at the gym lifting weights heavier than he was. If he tried to do that he’d cripple himself. He’d torn a disc in his back about four years previously in a car crash. Until then he’d been very active playing football and cricket and a lot of jogging to keep himself fit. He drove to the gym in his old Jaguar and spent the next hour doing some tiny toning weights, some stretching and 40 minutes on the static bike. He preferred to walk these days though. Relaxation was always a part of his routine.

He got home just about 1pm and put his Bluetooth earbuds into his ears and started off his pedometer and music player on his phone. Immediately Thin Lizzy blared into his head. Although he was only 27 he loved Classic Rock and most of his favourite bands came from the 70s and 80s. It was real music made by real musicians and not the modern rubbish of just a catchy repetitive phrase that put people in a trance.

It was early April and the weather had been fine for about a week so he decided he'd take his first walk over the farmer's fields not far away. He had a quick stretch as his back often got a little stiff while driving and made his way up the hill from his house. On the way he waved at his neighbour Steve Jones who was tackling his front lawn with his shiny new orange hover mower. Steve stopped the mower and walked over to Mark. He was quite tall and lean with short dark hair and a ready smile. He wore what he called his ‘gardening togs’ which were an old purple sweatshirt and camouflage trousers and ancient brown work boots. People just couldn’t help liking Steve and his friendly manner.

“Finally got some decent weather for a change. You off on your walk mate?”

“About time the weather cleared up. I've been looking forward to getting over the fields for weeks. Hopefully it's nice and dry over there and no mud,” replied Mark.

“I heard we're in for a hot summer this year. Seems the winters are shorter these days, maybe this climate change has it’s advantages.”

“Yeah, I should get a few ten milers in over the summer. It would be easier and quicker if I could have a jog but you know how my back is mate.”

“You wait until you hit forty and everything starts to go downhill, your nose and ears get bigger but some parts seem to get smaller,” joked Steve. “All this gardening and DIY I'm forced to do keeps me in shape. Don't get much help from the two boys either.”

“You'd only spend the time in the pub watching your rubbish team getting battered every week.”

“Good point Mark, we're bloody awful this year but far from relegation candidates, we may even scrape a place in that Micky Mouse European competition for next season.”

“You wish. Better get on before I seize up. You up for a beer later?” asked Mark.

“Come over to mine and bring young Nat with you unless she's off clubbing with her mates, she’s nicer to look at than you and good company for Kim.”

“Will do mate, I'll give her a call after she's finished work.”

Steve powered up the electric mower again and rolled his eyes at Mark to emphasise the hopelessness of being consigned to a summer of mowing and weeding over the coming months while Mark carried on up the short gravel hill to the garages where the public footpath was that would take him into the lush, green countryside and a bit of peace and quiet.

The path was stony and rutted and Mark always made sure he was careful on it as other people had twisted ankles in the past. He'd once tried to get it repaired and ended up being directed between the County Council and the local one repeatedly because no one would admit it was their responsibility so he gave up. He finally got to the metal gate at the top of the path and passed through. The earth was firm enough to confirm he'd made the right decision to attempt the field walk.

Thin Lizzy had given way to the Grateful Dead and he briefly wondered if the dead were actually grateful and concluded he wouldn't be surprised if they were with all the problems in the world these days. It just wasn't safe even in civilised countries and he was happy that he lived in the relative safety of the countryside in a fairly large Hertfordshire village although the way it had been expanding recently it would soon be considered a small town and would inherit small town problems like higher crime, vandalism and cheap housing full of Chavs. His old infants school had already been lost to the developers and was now an apartment complex with parking underneath the flats. He remembered his first day at his new school and his first teacher and how shy and terrified he was of something so alien to him. Mrs. Cole, a jolly, plump woman in her fifties, put everyone at ease with a story that everyone listened to attentively and then he played and made friends. Some of them still lived in the village but most had moved away and made their way into the big, wide world. A lot of families went back generations in the rural community, including his own on his mum’s side of the family. His mum born in the village to parents who were themselves born there and so on as far back as anyone could remember. Mark’s mum was compiling a family tree from the church records. Mark was interested to see how far back she could go.

Mark saw that the farmer had ploughed his big field in preparation for planting corn again. Farmers rarely specialised in one line any more and old Charlie grew corn and kale as well as reared beef cattle, pigs and sheep and also had a herd of dairy cows and goats too that provided milk. Mark visited the farm shop every couple of weeks. The produce was expensive compared to the supermarket in the next town but it was worth it just to get the quality. You could guarantee that the fruit and veg hadn't been stuck in a warehouse somewhere for weeks and was always at it's best. The marmalade and jams were to die for too. He sometimes bought a rather nice spicy Bloody Mary tomato sauce as well.

Mark climbed a short incline to another aluminium gate which took him to the bridge over the by-pass near the M25 and into the proper countryside. Large trees and bushes separated each field and as he walked onwards he looked up and saw a kestrel or a kite soaring above him. He loved nature and saw plenty of it on his field walks. The winter months restricted him to plodding away around the streets and the worst part of that was the constant traffic that distracted him and it all got a bit boring. Over the fields he could just relax and switch off and listen to his music as he walked. The solitary walks gave him an opportunity to sing along to his favourite tunes, he wasn’t a great singer but a least he didn’t scare the cows. He always joked that he could sing like Jimi Hendrix and play guitar like Freddie Mercury and thought it was a shame it wasn’t the other way round. He could imagine himself leading the life of a rock star. Shooting Star by Bad Company came through the earbuds to remind him it sometimes wasn’t a good life after all.

His mind wandered as he meandered along. He’d been contemplating asking Nat to move in with him. They’d been together over ten months and had been on holiday a couple of times and spent a few weekends away. He knew it wasn’t exactly the same but it was a start. She already stayed two or three nights a week anyway. Maybe they could talk about it later and come to some sort of a decision, even in principle. She still lived with her mum so it’s not like she had to give up her own place and if things didn’t work out it wouldn’t be the end of the world. He hoped it wouldn’t be. Nat was different. He also knew that Nat didn’t like living with her mum. She was always down and that brought Nat down too. Nat spent most of her time in her bedroom with her college coursework and listening to music.

He walked the path into the calm world that he loved. No distractions other than looking out for the little presents cows left behind. He could see the herd in the next field and could tell by the length of the grass that they hadn’t been let out in this one for months. The path was slightly overgrown which meant that other walkers had avoided the muddy fields over the winter months too. By July there would be a hard brown patch of flat earth stretching across every field. It was all public right of way so the various farmers whose land people crossed couldn’t complain. The only thing they were ever concerned about were dogs worrying the sheep and the calves although any dog that tried to attack a calf would end up in a bad way from the protective mother. Mark had seen people panic sometimes when the cows got a little too close to them but he knew they were no real danger and he regularly gave them a pat or a stroke when they came close and even let them lick his hand on occasion. He believed that all animals could sense if they were safe with a particular person and they would feel at ease with him. He was certainly no danger to any of the animals on his walks, he even tried to avoid stepping on insects.

He got to the end of the path and moved through what is called a kissing gate. A metal semi circle with four or six horizontal bars where you entered one end and then swung the gate part behind you so you could exit the other side. They had largely replaced wooden stiles over the years and they lasted for years before they got a spot of rust and did not rot away like wood and no climbing over wet wooden steps covered in mud. He wondered if city kids had ever seen one and felt sorry for them that they could potentially spend their entire life in a city full of high rise buildings, manically busy roads and a level of crime that would appal people in rural areas. They would only see animals, apart from cats and dogs and probably rats, at a zoo but you couldn’t really call that wildlife. Maybe they loved that sort of life but there was no way Mark could ever live in a city like London or Manchester. He’d be the proverbial fish out of water and would hate it.

He was through the gate and could immediately see the cows had been busy doing their thing so was extra careful on the path as he was wearing his new walking trainers and really didn’t want to put them in the washing machine this early. The Friesian cows ignored him for a change, concentrating on filling their stomachs with the juicy eight inch long grass still moist even after a week of no rain. He moved through the large herd, only a couple of times did he need to stray from the path to go round one of the cows who refused to move. Easier to go round than try to move one of the big black and white beasts anyway. There was a large irregular shaped pond in the corner of the field near a cluster of elm trees. Mark wondered why the farmer had never had it drained, he probably would have if it was used for crops but this field was always pasture land for as long as he could remember. Three cows were drinking from the pond in the shade of the trees totally ignoring him.

A little further on he was looking into the distance at the lush rolling countryside while approaching another kissing gate, this one a bit older than the galvanised steel and was made of wood, and still pretty sturdy though but would probably be replaced in a couple of years, when he tripped over a tree root that had been exposed over the winter by melting snow and then the torrential rain of late February.

“Shit!” he cursed as he felt the flexor muscle that joins the hip to the top of his thigh tweak. He’d need to get ice on that as soon as he was home. He used the gate post to balance himself and took his weight off his right leg for a few seconds and hoped the sprain wasn’t too serious. He put weight on his leg now and was relieved there was only a little pain. It could have been a lot more serious and would have ruined any opportunity he had to get out and be mobile for a few weeks.

Just then he looked down and noticed something between the roots. It was grey and flat and would have been mistaken for a common stone if not for the small protrusions on three of the sides. He squatted down with most of his weight on his good leg and foraged between the dark, scaly roots for the object. It was just out of reach but he cleared some of the damp earth away and just got two fingertips to it and managed to drag it out. He could see that it was indeed made from stone but carved. He wondered just how old it was and would show it to his mum who was a bit of a history buff and would have more idea than him. Considering it had been surrounded by earth and under a tree root it felt slightly warm which was a bit weird. He put it in his pocket and would clean it up later so he could take a better look at it.

He decided not to aggravate his sprain any more and began to amble back home just as Robert Johnson’s Walking Blues started playing on the phone as if mocking him.

––––––––
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Natalie Cross was at work in the jewellers she’d been at since she left school. She hated the job and her leering, suggestive boss. She couldn’t wait for the day when she could complete her Open University course and tell him to stick the job. She was normally a nice, friendly person but nine long years of his endless innuendo had really got to her over the years. She wished she’d had the courage to have left long before now but she didn’t want to risk being jobless, especially as her mum was on her own and needed her support. She was always afraid of taking a chance, playing it safe. As it was a Saturday there were two other girls working with her. They didn’t seem to get the same attention from her boss that Nat got. Why can’t he pick on them for a change? Nat suggested they went for a quick drink before she got the bus to Mark’s place.

––––––––
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As soon as Mark got home he stripped and had a hot shower. Normally a time to think, he just closed his mind off and stood in the almost scalding flow, soaping and rinsing himself as if on autopilot. After drying himself he walked naked to the kitchen and found the ice pack pushed to the back of the little freezer section of the fridge, went back to the bedroom and lay on the bed with the ice pack covering the top of his thigh. He used the remote for the stereo to start off a CD with light classical music and lay back and closed his eyes and dozed for a couple of hours. He was woken by the phone on the bedside cabinet and answered on the fifth ring.

“Hello?” he said, still not quite awake.

“Hi babe, it’s me,” bubbled Natalie, “I’ve just finished work and going for a couple of drinks with the girls. Should be there about seven.”

“No problem. Steve asked us round for a drink later so can you pick up a takeaway on your way back and we’ll eat before we nip over.”

“Chinese?” said Nat hoping that Mark was in an oriental mood instead of the normal curry or pizza one.”

“Sounds great, I do fancy some of their Hot & Sour soup and pancake rolls. I’ll have the plates ready. See you later Pixie.”

After they both hung up he remembered the stone from under the tree roots. It must still be in one of the pockets of his jogging bottoms with his phone as he didn’t even bother to empty them before showering. He found the bottoms just inside the bathroom door, one leg showing the faint wet imprint of one of his feet he must have left as he got out of the shower, dry now but still showing the residue of the soap from the bottom of the stall.

He retrieved his phone and the three inch by two mud covered carved mystery and walked the few steps to the sink, put his phone on the window sill and turned the hot water tap on and let the water flow onto the stone he’d placed in the basin while he turned to hunt for the nail brush on the small shelf to his right. Finding it underneath a pack of Nat’s make up removing wipes he returned to the sink where he saw that the hot water had already removed a little of the mud and a thin trail of silt was disappearing down the plug hole. Mark picked up the stone again and started to gently scrub with the brush and more and more of the dirt was coming off it and exposing an ornate carved surface that looked like flames to him. He was starting to reveal an inscription around the outside of it too but he couldn’t read the intricate lettering, it looked like Runic symbols to his untrained eye but he’d seen enough of the medieval language on documentaries to recognise it. He turned it over and more of the mud came away from the surface and looked into a pair of intense eyes staring back at him. He though that this may be the front of the object and the runes were on the rear. The face belonged to what looked like a clown or a jester with a long chin and razor sharp nose and a smile that would have scared a heavyweight boxer let alone children.

“No wonder someone buried you mate,” he said under his breath. He needed a thinner implement to remove the dirt from the fine etching of the piece and picked up the old toothbrush from the pot on the window sill that he used to clean the taps and other chrome in the bathroom when he felt like it. He wasn’t the most house proud man on the planet. Maybe he needed someone to come in and do it all for him. He couldn’t afford a professional cleaner on his wages though so he’d have to do it as and when he found the time. The toothbrush was doing a good job of getting into the tiny crevices of the article in his hand but it was slow going to get all the debris out of the tiny grooves that made up the lettering and the features of the less than handsome face. He found his mind wandering while he worked and wondered just who had buried the stone or was it just lost by accident? The possibilities were endless and he was intrigued about the history of the thing now.

The front door opened and Nat almost staggered in holding a couple of brown paper carrier bags from the Chinese. She looked beautiful framed in the doorway. Raven haired like a modern Cleopatra with eyes to match and a perfect body. Sometimes it hurt just to look at her perfection. She wore her work clothes, a thin dark grey skirt and a pale blue blouse with the logo of the jewellers she worked at above a small pocket on the left of her chest. It can’t be easy on the bus laden with the takeaway he thought. Most days he would pick her up but Saturday was always when he tried to get a few things done, like the gym and the walk, and usually didn’t have enough hours in the day.

“Is that a toothbrush in your hand or are you pleased to see me?” she laughed and he realised he was still naked and had apparently been cleaning his find for a couple of hours. Mark couldn’t believe how long he’d been absorbed with the stone amulet.

“How was your walk, weren’t you going across the fields today?”

“Had to cut it short, tripped over a bloody tree and strained something so hobbled back. I did find this though.” He held up the delicate carving and then gave her a quick welcome home kiss. She took the stone from him for a closer look.

“I’ll just get dressed quickly before we eat, sorry nothing is ready. Time just got away from me.”

“It’s OK, it’ll only take me a minute. Where abouts did you find it?”

“At the end of the second field after the bridge, just before the old wooden gate. I was looking off into the next field see if the sheep were out and wasn’t paying attention to where I was putting my feet.”

“That will teach you,” giggled Nat. “How’s the strain now?”

“Not too bad, I had a hot shower and then put an ice pack on it, should be fine by tomorrow. Still up for lunch at my folk’s?”

“Of course. I’ve got a couple of books your mum wanted to borrow.”

“More Historical Romances?”

“What else? You know she loves them. Debauchery and death with a bit of conspiracy all rolled in one. It’s a popular genre.”

“Obviously,” he laughed. “Not my cup of tea though.”

Mark was dressed in jeans and a cheesecloth shirt that made him look like a refugee from the seventies. He always said he was born in the wrong decade. All he needed was the shoulder length hair and the denim waistcoat with the Alice Cooper patches on it to complete the picture.

They sat at the kitchen table and ate the delicious takeaway. The soup was gorgeous as usual and it was the only time Mark would eat tofu willingly. He looked at the small, round clock on the wall above the back door and thought they needed to make a move to Steve and Kim’s soon. It should be a good night - they usually were at Steve’s.

––––––––
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It was just after eight when Mark and Nat crossed the road and walked a little up the hill to Steve’s house. It was a medium sized three bedroom with a garden front and back and a path that led to the back garden at the side of the house. A typical ex-council property that Steve got for a song about fifteen years ago. Mark knocked at the front door, admiring the freshly cut lawn and Kim answered and invited them in, planting a kiss on each of them.

“Steve’s on the patio with the drinks all ready. I assume you are starting off with the usual?”

“Perfect, Kimmy my dear,” replied Mark and walked through the living room to the back of the house and through the sliding double-glazed door onto the patio. Nat held back and she and Kim went to the kitchen.

“Be there in a minute,” Nat said and Mark wondered what gossip they were spreading.

“Hi mate, at last it’s warm enough for outside relaxation with a good drink. I’ve been looking forward to this.” Mark picked up the ice cold Stella that was waiting for him, the condensation dripping from the bottle onto a beer mat and downed half of it.

“Yeah, first of many I hope, but you never know if you’ll get snow in June these days,” Steve laughed. “I remember when we used to have seasons and you could actually rely on a weather forecast.”

“I see you got the front lawn done.”

“First job of the year usually takes a while but the new mower is excellent. I got through the grass in no time. A real bargain if it saves me time on a Saturday.”

“I’m assuming you were done in time for the 5:30 kick off at the pub?”

“I wish I hadn’t - we were spanked at home again. Can’t wait for this season to end so we get a few decent players in during the summer.”

“It’s getting rid of the crap ones that is harder. If they aren’t performing no other team will take a chance on them and teams have to sell before they can buy now, it’s the economics of the game.”

“Thanks for cheering me up, you dick,” laughed Steve. “I saw you were back early from your walk. Getting too old for it?”

“I had a slight accident. Tripped over a tree root and tweaked my hip.”

“Muppet! Probably looking for those teenage hikers in the tight shorts you see now and again,” joked Steve although he did it quietly so the girls didn’t hear.

“It would have been worth it if I did,” said Mark, half joking. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the stone carving he had found earlier. It looked in a lot better condition now than when he had found it. He passed it to Steve.

“Found this - could be worth a couple of quid to a collector.”

“Jesus, he’s an ugly bugger,” he commented as he looked at the long chinned figure on the face. “Looks like my boss.”

“I doubt that bloke was ever up to his armpits in grease and wielding an arc welder like a light sabre.” Mark snorted with laughter and took another swig of his drink.”

“I don’t think Mick ever evolved enough to develop armpits. He’s probably Darwin’s Missing Link.” They both roared at the thought.

“What’s the joke you two?” asked Kim. She had a sly look on her face as if she and Nat had formed some sort of conspiracy in the kitchen. Steve passed to stone to Kim.

“We were thinking how much this looks like Mick Smith.”

“Way too good looking for a comparison. This guy, I mean.” Everyone burst out laughing again. They all knew how much Kim disliked Steve’s boss.

“I’m taking it to my mum tomorrow. If she doesn’t know what it is I’m sure she can point me in the direction of someone who may do,” said Mark.

“How is your mum?” asked Kim.

“Trying to find things to occupy her time since the retirement and local history is one of them, she’s going to do a family tree.”

“Looks very old,” remarked Kim, “Maybe four or five hundred years, possibly even older.”

“Maybe its worth millions and I can pay for us all to have a nice holiday somewhere and then buy a big house and a new car?” wished Mark.

“In your dreams, but it would be nice. We could go the the Maldives,” replied Steve.

“It’s a deal, anything over a million and we’re off the the Maldives, can’t wait.” Mark said with a wink.

“So what were you two conspiring about?” Steve looked at Kim and Nat.

“Oh, nothing much, girl stuff,” replied Kim and smiled at Nat.

“Probably planning to get you hitched mate,” joked Steve.

“Maybe if there is any money left over from the Maldives,” chuckled Mark. He glanced at Nat and frowned. Did he spot a slight trace of disappointment on her face?

There was an awkward silence for a few seconds and then Kim lightened the mood.

“Anyone want some nice warm sausage rolls?”

“Love some,” said Mark, relieved that the subject had been changed. He loved Nat but he wasn’t even sure he wanted her to move in yet, let alone marriage.

“Let’s move into the front room then, it’s getting a little chilly.” No one was sure if she meant the weather or the atmosphere but as usual, Kimmy saved the day.

––––––––
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A very tall, dark figure plagued Mark’s dreams that night. He walked the fields in the swirling fog and always in the distance the black cloaked presence watched him but he could never get close enough to make out any of their features. Every time he thought he was closing in on it the figure seemed to float backwards through the haze. What did they want? Why was it watching him? Did he really want to find out? The impression of a brooding evil invaded his thoughts and he knew that trying to follow the thing would not be a good idea. He turned and tried to make his way home but every time he looked around the entity was always there, always the same distance behind him. He told himself not to panic and he would be safe at home very soon. He began to pick up his pace despite his own advice and could see the path that led to the estate and the safety of his flat. The individual cloaked in darkness was slowly closing on him, it seemed to float across the misty, muddy ground, no visible movement of either arms or legs. People just couldn’t do that, he thought. Just what the hell was that thing? He was almost jogging now as he hurried on down the rutted path. He knew that a stumble now would make it easy for his dark pursuer to catch him. He got to the end of the uneven track and almost sprinted towards the flat, the pain in his back doing it’s best to slow him down. He reached his front door and fumbled the keys out of his pocket and it took three attempts to get the key into the Yale lock.

He got the door open and slammed it shut after he was through. Panting hard and with his back pushed against the door he knew he was safe. Nothing could get into his haven. Then he heard a gravelly whisper on the other side of the door.

“Give it back!”
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Mark woke in a cold sweat and was breathing in short, sharp puffs with Iron Maiden’s Fear Of the Dark pounding inside his head. Nat had woken too.

“You alright babe?” she asked, still in the haze of a half-sleep herself.

“Bad dream. I don’t think I’ve had one like that since I was a little kid.”

“What was it about?” asked Nat.

“It’s fading quickly, all I really remember was a lot of fog and trying to get home. I think someone was following me,” he said, shaking slightly. His hair was soaked in perspiration.

“How does breakfast of bacon and eggs sound to make you forget all about it?”

“What time is it?” he asked, still unable to think properly.

“Almost nine. Let me get a quick shower and I’ll get things started.”

“Thanks Pixie.”

“Why do you call me that? It’s not like I’m three feet tall.”

“Everyone needs a nickname, I think that’s a law somewhere,” he smiled.

“Don’t nicknames have something the do with the Devil? As in Old Nick?”

“That’s a common myth. It actually comes from Old English. The word Ekename means additional name and used as a term of endearment and that got slightly elongated to Nekename and then became Nickname.”

“I can’t work out why you are selling dodgy phone contracts in a call centre with a brain like yours. Seems a total waste to me,” she said, frustrated that he never used his full potential.

“It’s a mystery to me too. I just can’t work out what I want to do with my life and it always seems to be the wrong time and the wrong place. Things just fall into place for some people and I don’t think I’m one of them.”

“It’ll happen one day babe, your giant brain will think of something and you’ll be rich and famous.”

“I’d like the rich bit but not too sure of the famous part. I don’t know how film and rock stars cope with the constant scrutiny every second of their lives,” he said.

“Yeah, I’d hate that myself. I’m not sure if all that money is worth it. Ok, you have the cash to do whatever you want but it’s not like you can go to the local pub for a quiet meal and it must be hell on their kids too.”

“I doubt Alice Cooper’s kids were bullied much but wouldn’t want to be the offspring of one of those poncy New Romantic singers,” he joked. “Go and shower, I’m getting hungry at the thought of that crispy bacon.”

“On my way, boss,” she said and then stuck her tongue out like an eight-year-old and grinned.

––––––––
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After breakfast they decided to go for a drive before they had to be at Mark’s parent’s for lunch.

“When will you ever let me drive this beast?” goaded Nat.

“When you’re a grown up,” he joked back. “You were used to a little one-litre Micra before you sold it and not a three-litre classic feat of British engineering. Maybe one day if you are good,” Mark winked.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“I thought we’d take a walk around the old stones at Marsham. Soak up that mystical atmosphere, chill out a bit.”

“Sounds like a plan to me, get that dream out of your head for good, babe.”

––––––––
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Marsham was a small village about ten miles away, centuries old. It had a late fifties feel to it now and the high street shops were still mostly run by the same families for three or four generations. The sort of place where you could film a Hammer movie about sinister goings on in a small community with a big secret. They both loved the place. It was quiet and relatively unknown to anyone not fairly local. The best part was the field on the outskirts that was home to a large stone circle and as it was fairly uncharted as far as the general population was concerned and it wasn’t a tourist trap like Avebury in Wiltshire. It was always very quiet and peaceful, they hardly ever saw another soul there. Mark parked the Jag about a quarter of a mile away as access to the site was by path through a small copse. Being hidden like that helped the
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