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RHONDA PATTERSON WASN'T having much fun.

"It's going to be great," Ted had said; this was back in Philadelphia, three weeks ago and a world away. "Scenery, history...you know how you love that Outlander show? It'll be just like that."

She came to Scotland expecting romance. What she'd got so far was fog, rain, incomprehensible locals, more rain, and not a single well-muscled man in a kilt as compensation.

At least Ted was enjoying himself. He'd always been proud of his Scots' heritage, and now here he was, tracking it down with the tenacity of a dog after a bone. They were just entering the second week of what he'd laughably called a holiday and Rhonda had lost count of the number of dingy records offices, church vaults and graveyards that he'd dragged her around so far. Now here they were, another damp morning, another old, damp, church, listening to an old damp vicar drone on about the importance of the Pattersons to the parish history.

"Patterson, Pater's son, do you see?" the old vicar said. "A name which could be taken both literally and figuratively. The family was always seen around here to have been special, true sons of the Father."

Rhonda knew a spiel to hook in a punter when she heard one, but Ted was lapping it all up; in Stiring he'd traced his line back to a minor nobleman in the fifteenth century and now, in the wilds of Argyll, if the vicar was to believed, he had found that one of his ancestors had fought with the Bruce at Bannockburn and was buried in the vaults of the church, right underfoot from where they were standing.

"Can I see the crypt?" Ted asked, and at that Rhonda had heard enough. She had no intention of subjecting her clothes and shoes to any more vermin infested, moss-covered holes in the ground.

"I'll be in the bar if you need me," she said, and didn't even get a reply, so lost was Ted in tales of knighthood and past glory. She liked to think that her heels clacked angrily on the old stone of the church floor as she turned and left.

"You've got tae watch that auld bugger," the barman said as he poured her lager. "He means well, but he'll have a donation for the church roof out of yer man's wallet before he kens what's hit him."

"A fool and his money are soon parted," she replied, "and if there's a bigger goddamn fool in Scotland right now than Ted, I'll eat his hat."

"You don't share his enthusiasm?" the barman said with a grin. If it had been anyone else asking Rhonda might have thought them to be flirting, but call-me-Andy behind the bar had to be sixty if he was a day, with more gaps than teeth in his lower set. Rhonda smiled back though, for at least she'd found someone to talk to.

"I'm a mongrel, me," she said. "Louisiana French maybe, way back, although my old Gramma always said she was got off a proper duchess. Charlotte DuBois, that was my Gramma, like something out of a Tennesse Williams play and damn near as cranky."

"You liked her, then?" Andy said with another grin.

"I was her pride and joy. She passed many years ago. I have a locket with some of her hair in it, and my memories...oh, and this..." She turned her hand over to show the small, detailed Fleur-De-Lis tattooed inside her wrist. She saw Andy's eyes go wide, and then he tilted his head, as if listening. She got the feeling she'd said something wrong and started to apologise, but he'd already moved off down the bar to wash some glasses and when he came back the smile was back in place.

"Are you staying long?" he asked. "I only ask because we've got a wee ceilidh tomorrow night, what you folks would call a barn dance. You look like you could use a dance, maybe a few drinks and a song?"

"You've got that right," Rhonda said, then it was her turn to be interrupted when Ted arrived at the bar. She saw that he was flushed, eyes gleaming.

"What is it this time?" she said with a sigh. "No, don't tell me... you're the rightful heir to the British throne?"

Over another lager and a bar lunch... Rhonda had chicken and fries, Ted, attempting to pass as local, had haggis and pretended to love it... he told her what he'd found in the church crypt.

"He's there," he said. "He's really there. Edward, 1st Earl of Kilpatrick, Masonic symbols and everything. The vicar said he was very probably a Templar."

"That's nice for you, hon," Rhonda said, and was aware that she'd let too much sarcasm slide into her tone when she saw his face drop. "No, really," she added quickly. "I'm happy you've found him, I really am. But can we now go somewhere that isn't old and damp? I want room service, central heating and a decent shower. I want shops, shops and more shops."

"Two days," Ted said. "Two more days then it's Edinburgh and the best hotel we can find; I promise."

"Why two days?"

"The vicar says there's more to show me; stuff from way back when the knights were hounded by the Pope and..."

Rhonda was saved from a lecture by the arrival of Andy the barman at their table. He was carrying two half-pint glasses of very dark beer.

"This is on the house," he said as he put the glasses on the table. "It's a tradition; we make it in the cellars. It's been brewed here as long as there's been a pub; and that's a long time... legends tell it was built at the same time as the church you were in earlier."

Rhonda was about to decline, then saw the glow in Ted's eye and decided to humour him and lifted the glass to her lips; the first sip was enough to tell her she'd made the right decision. It scarcely tasted like beer at all, being thick and sweet, almost syrupy and as heady as a liqueur. She sipped at it while Ted continued to ramble on; today's thing was Knights Templar apparently, a subject Brenda knew nothing about and was perfectly happy in her ignorance. Besides, the beer was proving to be quite the distraction; it was going straight to her head, as if she'd knocked back several stiff shots of bourbon.

"I want to go and have another word with the vicar," Ted said as the table was cleared away of their lunch plates. "Do you want to come?"

She gave him what she hoped was a sincere smile and shook her head.

"This beer's lovely, but it's gone to my head and what with that and lunch I think a little lie down is in order. You go and do your thing, hon. Have fun."
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HER HEAD WAS SPINNING when she lay, fully clothed, on the bed in their room, and closing her eyes just made her feel like she was riding a carousel. To make matters worse a loud whine of tinnitus set itself up in her right ear, a howl that seemed to resolve itself into a song, one sung by a choir far off in a strong wind but a song nonetheless. The tattoo on her wrist flared hot, as if it had been inked just that morning rather than several years ago and as it grew ever warmer she began to make out words in the song in her head.

"She sleeps in the deep with the father below.

"She sleeps in the deep and the dark.

"She dreams as she sleeps in the gloom, in the dark,

"And the Dreaming God is singing where she lies."

It was almost soothing, like a mother's lullaby and, with the heat from the tattoo spreading along the whole of her upper body, she felt her eyelids grow heavy as she was called to sleep, the song echoing as if the inside of her head had become some vast, empty cathedral.

"Where she lies, where she lies, where she lies, where she lies,

"The Dreaming God is singing where she lies."

*
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SHE CAME AWAKE SLOWLY, looking up to see Ted's concerned face looming above her. The overhead light was on and the sky was dark outside the window.

"Have you been asleep all afternoon?" Ted asked, his voice echoing, seeming to come from a great distance. Rhonda swung her legs out of bed, tried to sit up, and then fell back on the pillow with a groan.

"What do they put in their beer around here anyway?" she said, her voice coming rough and gravel-laden and only settling to something normal when Ted fetched her a glass of water. She shook her head, in the process clearing the tinnitus, and all of a sudden she felt like herself again.

"Are you okay?" Ted asked, the concern clear in his face.

"Some kind of weird migraine," Rhonda replied. "I can't think what else it could have been." To avoid thinking about it she diverted attention back to Ted. "How was your afternoon, hon?"

As if a switch was thrown, Ted's excited schoolboy was back. He led Rhonda over to the dressing table where he'd laid down a sheet of thick grey paper.

"It's a rubbing of the old Earl's gravemarker in the crypt," Ted said. Rhonda bent close for a look; the image showed clearly enough; a shield flanked on either side by what looked like heavily ridged tree-trunks that appeared to be made up of a myriad egg-sized pieces, although that might just have been an artefact of the rubbing technique. Inside the shield was a sheaf of some kind of grain and a garland of flowers.

"It's the Earl's standard. Barley and hops," Ted said. "The vicar said that when the Earl arrived here, he brought monks with him from Europe fleeing from persecution like himself and they brought the secret of their brewing with them. He said the Earl might even have been the man that built the brewery in the cellars here, and the pub on top. We could be standing in my ancestor's house!"

"So this is it, the end of the line?"

"The end of this line anyway," Ted said. "Anyone before the Earl would be back before thirteen hundred and seven
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