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DEDICATION
For Mama Masha. She knows why…
Prologue
The shadows in the tiny chapel flickered and danced with the torchlight. Incense wafting from braziers either side of a small altar, added a sense of mystery to the statue behind it.
“This is creepy. I can feel someone watching.” A shadow spoke.
“There’s no one here, they’re all off fighting the Vir’Astillian Invasion.” A second shadow said. “Makes our job easier.”
The first shadow slid from behind a pillar. It transformed into a figure wearing a long dark cloak. The hood shadowed its face, but the hand resting on the pillar declared it human.
“Where’s the crown then? My informant said it’d be on the altar.” The second shadow appeared opposite the first, a figure in a hooded cloak, albeit shorter than the first.
The first shadow made its way carefully to the altar. It examined the surface carefully, running its hands over the smooth stone. “It is here. I can feel the power.”
“You might be able to feel it, but where is it?” the second figure moved up beside the first, glancing backward at the door at the other end of the chapel.
“I still think we’re being watched.” The first looked up at the statue of the Angel. The Angel’s wings were outspread and its hands held up before its face. With its eyes closed and head partially turned away, it looked scared. “Doesn’t the legend say that the Angel is entombed and will awaken if the crown is lost?”
“Phhaw! It’s just a story told to children. Find the crown quickly, or you’ll taste more pain than even you can handle. My employer is an impatient man and if we aren’t at the rendezvous point on time, he might decide to take his temper out on us.” The second figure looked at the door again.
The first figure ran its hands over the stone and felt along the ornately carved edging. One piece gave under its probing fingers. “Aha.”
With nothing more than a soft susurration, the stone top opened and the crown rose, borne aloft on a simple rosewood stand.
The second figure reached out and grabbed it, thrusting it into a soft velvet bag, which was in turn stuffed under the cloak. “Come on, let’s get out of here.” It turned sideways, its cloak blackening, elongating and disappeared into the shadows again.
With a last upward glance at the Angel, the first figure followed suit. “I still think we were being watched.”
One
The thunk of the car door closing behind her sounded like the clang of a prison cell door. Jenni stared out of the Scenic’s window as Dad said goodbye to Morgana. He stroked her sister’s face, wiped a tear away and kissed her cheek.
Jenni swallowed as the lump in her throat got bigger, her sister’s pain at their separation joining her own. Unbidden, tears began to roll down her cheeks as Morgana threw her arms around their Dad and burst into tears. She looked down, pulling a tissue out of her pocket and blowing her nose, determined to show that she could be strong.
Dad kissed Morgana one last time, hugged her tightly and walked down to the car. Jenni looked up at Morgana who’d retreated to where Mum stood, her arms folded and face like granite. Jenni smiled at her sister, thinking: “We won’t be apart for long, I promise.”
“I know we won’t. Make sure that you keep him out of trouble.” Her sister thought back.
Jenni nodded.
Their Dad got into the car and started it. He stared straight ahead, not looking up at the mock Tudor house where they’d lived for the last fifteen years.
Jenni gave a little wave; Morgana and Mum waved back. Dad pulled away from the curb and took the road towards the motorway.
***
The sky is weeping. Jenni wrote in her journal as they drove across the second Severn Crossing. The sky is grey, the water is grey and the world is crying because ‘Gana and I are sad. I can feel it. ‘Gana is crying again, crying into her pillow so that Mum can’t hear her. She’s holding the teddy bear that I bought her for our birthday last year and our heart is breaking.
“So, how do you want me to decorate your room?” Dad asked, obviously trying to cheer her up. Jenni shrugged closing her journal and he fell silent again, watching the traffic carefully and steering against the crosswind as they slipped over the other side of the bridge and across into England.
“Got your Passport and injections done?” Dad joked, the way he always did when they’d ventured into England on a day out. Jenni ignored him, leaning her head against the cold glass and closing her eyes.
She could feel Morgana in their special place in her mind. Her sister had stopped crying and was having a bath. Jenni blinked as tears started, remembering all the baths that they’d shared until they got too big to fit into the tub together.
“They cannot separate us entirely Jen.” Morgana said in Jenni’s mind.
She felt very small and far away to Jenni. “I know. But this still hurts, ‘Gana.” Jenni felt the tears run down her cheeks again, “How is Mum? She didn’t cry.”
“She’s hurting too much to show it. If you weren’t so far away…you’d be able to feel her pain at losing you.”
“Gwynnhafr Pendry. Stop sulking and listen to me!” Dad sounded annoyed, so Jenni broke the connection with Morgana and opened her eyes. He was looking back at her in the rear view mirror.
“What happened between your Mum and me was unavoidable. We agreed to keep one of you each with us and we’ll swap for the Christmas and Easter holidays. During the summer, we’ll alternate at having both of you together for the holidays.” Dad sounded so tired.
“Dad, I know I’ll see her again. We both know.” Jenni sighed. “Why do we have to move away like this? Couldn’t we have just moved out of Cardiff?” she looked in the mirror, directly into his eyes and was rewarded by seeing him flinch.
“Your Mum and I agreed that a clean break from each other was best.” He blinked away tears and fell silent again.
For the rest of the journey, Jenni listened to her I-Pod, letting her favourite songs soothe her soul as they travelled further into England. She must have fallen asleep at some point, because it was getting dark when Dad shook her gently.
“We’re here Jenni. Come on.”
***
Dad had rented a fully furnished house, so all they actually had to do was clean the house properly, make the beds and arrange their things. That took the two of them three hours, by which time Jenni was too tired to do anything other than fall into bed.
The next morning Dad went out to buy some food and Jenni went exploring. The house itself was fairly small, two bedrooms, bathroom, kitchen and living room. But it had a conservatory looking out onto quite a large garden, so she pulled her jacket on and slipped outside.
Jenni found four fruit trees in one sheltered corner, their buds still tightly furled against the chill air. Round the side of the house there was a greenhouse and a shed and a small pond, choked with weed and what looked like bulrushes. Frost clung to the fluffy part of the rush making it look like a catkin. The garden sloped down toward a line of poplar trees, their leafless branches pointing skeleton fingers at clouds in the pale blue sky.
As she prowled around the bottom of the garden, her boots sinking into knee high grass, she found a gate. The latch had rusted, but a bit of rattling loosened it enough to work and she scraped it back over the grass and leaves.
On the other side a path ran along the side of a river with bricked in banks. To the right she could see a road bridge arcing over the river in a graceful arch. To the left, the river ran over three weirs, past more trees and bushes, until it curved out of sight.
“Jenni! I’m back.” Dad called from the house. Jenni pushed the gate shut and went up to the house. She found him putting cans of beans away in the cupboard, “I brought breakfast at McD’s. Yours is on the table.”
Sighing, she sat down and ate the pancakes and syrup, wondering what Morgana had eaten this morning. She’d tried to contact her twin when she’d woken up, but all she could feel was emptiness.
“Arkingham is bigger than I remember it,” Dad said, making some Tea, “Nan and Granddad Pendry lived in Drakord. I can remember coming into town on a Saturday for the market, going to Woolworths and buying Pick ‘n’ Mix, then having sausage rolls and milkshakes in the café by the castle.”
“There’s a castle?” Jenni was surprised. She didn’t remember there being a castle here, when they’d come to visit Nan and Granddad Pendry.
“A Norman Keep. The town church is Norman as well.” Dad turned around and looked at her, “Both have been restored recently, so they’re open to the public. The keep used to be in a terrible state, too dangerous to go into.”
Jenni nodded and tried to contact Morgana again, wanting to share the news with her sister. Morgana loved castles; she’d dragged them round all the castles in Wales during one summer holiday. Jenni hadn’t minded because they’d visited a lot of monuments and forests as well on those trips. She remembered the day they’d walked to the top of Snowdon. Her eyes filled and she swallowed.
“Jenni, you’ll get used to Morgana not being there,” her Dad said as he sat down across from her. “It might even do the two of you some good to be apart, allow you to make your own friends.”
Jenni stared at him, unable to express the sudden anger filling her; he thought it would do them good to be apart? She closed her eyes and took a deep breath before standing up and grabbing her jacket.
He frowned “Where are you going?”
“Out.” She put all the venom she could into that one single word. Dad leaned backward and opened his mouth, but Jenni didn’t give him a chance to say anything, “I hate you.” She hissed.
His face crumpled and Jenni ran out into the garden, through the gate and along the path, towards the bridge.
By the time she had passed under the bridge, she’d calmed down. “I wish I could talk to ‘Gana. She thought, feeling at the empty place inside. It felt like the time when the dentist had taken a tooth out, sore around the edges and soft at the bottom where the root had been attached.
Wiping her eyes with a stray tissue from her pocket, she looked around. The path still followed the river and just ahead was a smaller, brick bridge with diamonds picked out in darker coloured bricks. The path divided here, one going up some steps the other going under the bridge.
“This looks interesting.” She thought and followed the steps up the bank onto a path. A few steps more took her through a wrought iron gate and into a huge park. “So beautiful!”
The pale shape of a tower rose against the winter bare branches of a wood. The river ran on into the wood and she felt a sudden urge to follow it, to feel the trees around her. Shaking the feeling away, she turned on her heel, looking around properly. Just in front of her stood a stone circle and the castle that Dad had talked about loomed over the park, further up the hill. More poplar trees lined the park, dividing it from the roads surrounding it.
Jenni walked slowly towards the circle, the fingers of her left hand tingling in the same way they had when the family went to Glastonbury Tor last year. Stepping up to one of the stones, she put her hand flat against it, feeling the power running through the circle. Closing her eyes, she followed the power with her mind and saw one line running toward the tower another running towards the church.
“Are you all right?” a voice broke her concentration and she turned to see a red haired girl looking at her.
“I’m fine.” She replied, self consciously taking her hand from the stone. The feeling of power diminished until it was just a tingle in her fingers, “I was just, uh…”
“You looked like you were about to faint that’s all.” The girl seemed quite concerned.
“I did feel a little dizzy.” Jenni grabbed at the excuse gratefully, “I think I need a drink.”
“There’s a café up by the Castle. I’ll take you there.” The girl said, smiling, “I’m Caoimhe Faraday and you’re Jenni Pendry. My parents own the cottage you’re living in. They sent me down to find out if everything was all right there…”
“And my Dad said I’d run out of the house. Was he okay?” Jenni felt guilty at what she’d said.
Caoimhe held her hand out. “A little worried, but when he said you’d gone out through the garden, I knew that you’d end up in the Park, so I took the shortcut.”
Jenni let the other girl help her up. “How did you know I was here, Kaava?” she wasn’t sure if she’d pronounced the girl’s name properly
Caoimhe started walking up through the park. “Everyone who comes to Arkingham is drawn to the Park.” She said with a slight accent. “And it’s Kee-vaa, not kaava. It’s spelt in the gaelic way: Cee-ay-oh-eye-em-aitch-ee.”
“Are you Irish then?” Jenni fell into step with her.
“Nah. My mum is Welsh and my Dad is from abroad somewhere; they just liked the name. My Nanga taught me Welsh when I was little which is why I have the accent.
Jenni hauled out her scanty knowledge of welsh from school. “Ble ydych chi'n byw?”
“I’m on the Grange Estate, my house backs onto the primary school’s playing field.” She answered, looked at Jenni and they both burst out laughing, attracting strange looks from other people in the park as they drew closer to the castle.
Once they were in the café, she asked “Can I borrow your mobile?”
“You want to call your Dad?”
Jenni nodded and Caoimhe handed it over. “Thanks.” She dialled quickly.
“Hello?”
“Hi Dad, it’s me. I’m okay, Caoimhe found me in the Park.” Jenni wasn’t sure what reaction she’d get. She wasn’t prepared for the relief in his voice.
“Alright. I’m glad you’ve calmed down now. Is Caoimhe with you?”
“Yeah, do you want to speak to her?”
“Please.”
Jenni passed the mobile back to the other girl.
“It’s all right Mr. Pendry. I’ll show Jenni around town.” Caoimhe listened for a moment, then smiled, “Actually, my mum told me to invite you both to dinner tonight. Can I tell her you’ll be coming? Ok then. I’ll bring Jenni back just before and I can show you how to get to my house.”
She hung up, sent a text to someone, and then the two girls chatted for a while.
Jenni carefully avoided mention of the divorce and leaving her sister behind. By the time they’d discussed school, boys and fashion, Jenni felt like she’d known Caoimhe forever.
“Come on, I’ll show you around the town centre and then we’ll go up to my Dad’s shop. Do you like chocolate?” Caoimhe stood up.
“Too much I think, Morgana says…” Jenni started and then the emptiness inside her hit again and she began to cry. Caoimhe came round the table and wrapped her arms around her.
“I know about your parents breaking up, Jenni.” She said softly, “My mum is one of your Dad’s distant cousins. So we’re sort of related. Mum told me not to mention it, though.”
“It’s ok. I just miss my twin sister. She had to stay with Mum.” Jenni used a serviette to wipe her eyes and blow her nose.
“Right then, it sounds like you need the chocolate first, so we’ll go up to my Dad’s shop, pinch some stock and then I’ll take you round town.” Caoimhe smiled and Jenni managed a small one back.
Two
Jenni stood, looking into the mirror on the back of her wardrobe door, a stranger in a dark blue blazer, blue and gold tie, white shirt, grey skirt and tights. She’d gathered her long white-blonde hair up into a pony tail, but her fringe still fell into her eyes. Resisting the urge to clip it back, she applied a slick of clear gloss to her lips and brown mascara to bring out her eyes.
As far as I can remember, I’ve never started school without Morgana The thought of being at a completely different school from her sister, twisted her heart, making it difficult to breathe for a long moment. I wonder if she’s as miserable as I am?
“Jenni, Caoimhe is here to walk you to school!” Dad called up the stairs.
“I’ll be down in a second.” She examined her reflection one last time, searching for anything that looked wrong, “Oh well ‘Gana, I suppose I’ll have to do.” She told the picture of her sister on her bedside table. Grabbing the black shoulder bag she’d bought on Saturday, Jenni slipped her shoes on and went downstairs.
“Morning Jenni.” Caoimhe said as she entered the kitchen. Her friend was sat at the table, nibbling on a choc-au-pain.
“Here you go sweetheart.” Dad said, putting a plate with a couple of choc chip brioches on it and a glass of apple juice on the table. She emptied the glass in one go, grabbed the brioche and her coat.
“Aren’t you going to sit down?” Dad asked, sounding a little confused.
“I’m too nervous. I want to get going.” She replied, holding the brioche in her teeth as she put her coat on.
“Fair enough I suppose. I’ll see you later. I’m going job hunting, so I should be back before you get home.” He hugged her and brushed her fringe out of her eyes, “Have a good day.”
She nodded and looked at Caoimhe, “Ready?”
Caoimhe nodded and stood up, brushing pastry crumbs off her skirt.
They walked up through the estate, past the back of the shopping centre and along the main road. Jenni noticed quite a few people in the same uniform heading towards the school. They walked in pairs and groups and for a short moment, Jenni was taken back to the day she and Morgana started at Whitchurch. Only as she looked around, it was Caoimhe walking beside her not Morgana. She sighed.
“Missing your sister again?” Caoimhe looked concerned.
“No… well, yes but…Oh I don’t know.” Jenni stared down at her feet as they walked in through the gates.
“D’you want a quick tour of the school?” Caoimhe asked.
The general mass of kids congregating in the yard gave Jenni the shivers. I don’t want to be alone yet. She thought, unconsciously putting her defences up against the babble of noise. “That’d be great.”
Caoimhe laughed. “Not quite ready to deal with anyone on your own yet, huh? This way is the tutor rooms.”
Jenni blinked. I wonder if Caoimhe can hear me like Morgana can?
They finished the tour at reception and Caoimhe introduced her to the receptionist. “I’ll meet you at break time, out by the big oak tree at the front.”
“Ok, thanks. I’ll see you later then.” Jenni watched as her friend disappeared into the mass of pupils filling the halls. She sighed and followed the receptionist to her tutor room.
At break Jenni escaped to the oak tree Caoimhe had mentioned. The red haired girl was waiting for her, eating an apple.
“Good morning? Which class are you in?” she asked as Jenni got close enough to talk to.
“9C with Miss Churchman.”
“You’ll be with me for PE, Art, DT and ICT then.” Caoimhe grinned and lobbed the apple core into a nearby bin.
“Miss Churchman is nice, but she insists on calling me by my real name and I’m getting all sorts of flack now.” Jenni flumped onto the ground and searched though her bag for the snack she’d packed.
“Real name? What, Jennifer?”
“No, Gwynnhafr. My parents call me Jenni because it’s easier to pronounce. I only get called Gwynnhafr when I’ve done something wrong.” She tore the Dairy Milk open and ate two chunks in one go.
“Don’t tell me; Ben Jefferies and that lot…”
“Yup that’s right. I’ve been getting the Arthur and Lancelot jokes all morning.”
“Then allow me to give you some ammo. Ben’s full name is Benedetto, his mother is Italian. Next time he does it; just call him by his full name. He’ll shut up quick enough.” Caoimhe giggled and Jenni joined in, the laughter releasing her anxiety.
The bell shrilled through the air and Jenni dropped the chocolate wrapper into the bin. “I have double Art this afternoon. I’ll see you then.”
***
The little cottage was eerily quiet when Jenni got home. Arkingham’s a pretty place really, Morgana would like it here. She thought as she kicked her shoes off in the hall and went upstairs.
Jenni got changed and lay on her bed, staring out the window. She poked at the emptiness with her mind; nothing happened. Closing her eyes, she reached out consciously to Morgana. At first she couldn’t feel her sister’s mind at all, but then she caught a faint echo, as if there was a very thick wall between them.
As she pushed on it. It gave, bending underneath the pressure but not breaking. As the barrier thinned, she caught the feeling of Morgana on the other side. Jenni pushed harder and finally it was thin enough to allow her to touch her sister’s mind for a moment. The contact reassured her Morgana was all right and she could feel that Morgana was relieved that Jenni was ok. Sighing, she let go and drifted into a doze.
That first week was hard. Getting used to the school; being without her sister’s constant mind touch; Caoimhe helped, but she didn’t fill the emptiness Jenni had inside. Dad managed to get several interviews, none of which panned out.
The stress made him snappy and irritable when Jenni was around, so she stayed out of the way, doing her homework in her bedroom or round at Caoimhe’s house.
Then halfway through their third week there, Dad came home with a huge grin on his face. Jenni took one look at him and giggled, “You got a job?” she asked.
“Yup! Head Gardener up at The Grange. I start tomorrow, eight a.m. to six p.m.” he told her, unpacking the carrier bag that he’d come in with, “I thought we should celebrate. I’m cooking Teriyaki Chicken, Onigiri and Sashimi. I even got a chocolate fudge cake from the Faraday’s shop.”
Jenni smiled as he got going. Dad was an excellent cook, but he only cooked well when he was happy. She’d had to endure a week of beans on toast and canned soup so far.
She told Caoimhe about it on the way to school the next morning. Her friend was happy for her, but sceptical about the job, “The guy who lives up there is some kind of scientist, “She said, “He’s rich, but strange.”
“Dad’s taking me up to see the gardens on Saturday. Want to come?”
“I can’t. Mum persuaded my Dad to give me a job in the shop on a Saturday. It always gets busy and Mum doesn’t have time to help out at the moment. I don’t suppose you want a job do you, it’d be more fun with you around?” Caoimhe asked.
“I’d love to work with you. Having my own money might be fun, not to mention all that chocolate!”
Caoimhe laughed, “You soon get fed up with it. I used to eat tons, until I made myself sick. Now I can’t touch it. I’ll ask mum tonight.”
When Jenni got home that afternoon, her Dad was sat at the kitchen table surrounded by graph paper, books and coloured pencils. “Hi, Sweetie. Mr. Archington wants me to redesign the gardens. Do you want to go down to the Fish’n’chip shop and grab us some dinner?” he said as she walked in.
“Sure, as soon as I’ve changed. Um, Dad?”
“Yes?”
“Would you mind me having a Saturday job? Caoimhe is going to ask her mum if I can work with her in their shop.” Jenni replied.
“I don’t mind at all. You are still coming up to the Grange with me at the weekend aren’t you?”
“Of course I am. I told Caoimhe I wouldn’t be able to start yet.”
“Looks like you’re going to be needing this then.” Dad got up from the table and retrieved a black shiny box from the counter. He handed it to her.
Opening it, she found a brand new mobile phone. She’d never needed one of her own before, Morgana and she had shared their old one, “Thank you Dad! Can I call out on it straight away?” she hugged him and he laughed.
“I knew you’d want to call your sister. It’s all set up on a contract, the same as mine. I don’t mind paying your bill as long as it doesn’t get too high.”
Jenni shrieked and hugged him again before running upstairs. She changed quickly and with a shaking finger dialled her sister.
“Hello, this is the Nuthouse, please leave a message and…”
“’Gana? Is that you?” Jenni was relieved to hear her sister’s voice answer.
“Yes… Jen? Is that you?”
“Dad bought me a mobile phone. He got a job as Head Gardener up at the big house here…”
Everything that had happened over the last fortnight or so tumbled out of her in a flood of words. She barely paused for breath.
Then Morgana told her everything that had happened in Wales, catching her up with the gossip from school. “I’ve got a job at Waterstones in the city. I wish you were working there with me.”
They ended agreeing that they would text each other every morning and talk every couple of days, so that their parents didn’t get too worried.
Jenni lay back on the bed, holding the phone to her chest and crying with relief. “It’s so good to be able to talk to her again.” She thought.
“Jenni! Are you going to get dinner or not?” her Dad called up the stairs.
Three
A bitter wind blew Jenni’s ponytail in a loop as she slid into the front passenger seat. Shivering, she pulled the door shut with a thunk, revelling in the sudden warmth that came with blocking the wind.
“That is chilly.” Dad said. “I’d forgotten what early spring was like around here.”
“Why do we have to get up so early if you don’t star…” Jenni yawned.“…t until eight?”
“I wanted to take the long route up to the Grange, it’s a particularly pretty road.” He started the car.
Dad drove up through town, past the church and the chocolate shop, out of Arkingham and into the forest that surrounded the town on the Down side.
“This whole forest is owned by Mr. Archington, but he allows the local people to use it, “Dad said as they drove through the leafless trees, “It’s mostly deciduous trees and there is a huge ancient oak section towards Drakord. I have to check it over during the winter, to make sure that the trees are ok.”
“Dad, as much as I like trees, do you have to dump that much information on me at once?” Jenni groaned.
Dad blushed, “Sorry. I’m practising.”
“Why? It’s not as if you have to give tours is it.” Jenni laughed then looked at Dad. He was muttering to himself and Jenni suddenly felt his embarrassment, “You do have to give tours, don’t you?”
“Yes. Um, I have to do two different tours as Head Gardener. One on horseback around the forest and main grounds; one around the main gardens, ending up in the formal garden behind the house.”
“They have horses?” Jenni jumped on the fact as they turned through the huge wrought iron gates.
“I knew you’d like that bit. Yes, Mr. Archington runs a stable as well. In fact my office is in the stableyard.
As they made their way up the long drive, Jenni saw the house. It backed onto the Down and was surrounded by frost covered lawns. There was a silver birch wood on the left side of the house and what looked like a dense copse of oak on the right.
The house itself was made of a dark grey stone with a pale stone portico on the front. Most of it was covered with ivy and a red creeper that wound around the narrow windows and up around the castle bits at the top.
“The house was originally a Monastery which is why it has crenellations. The limestone portico was added later when the keep was abandoned and the local aristocracy relocated up here.” Dad said.
“Practising again?” Jenni asked and Dad laughed.
“Caught me huh? I have to practise on someone. The tours start at Easter and I have to have it all memorised.”
Jenni laughed.
As they turned off the main drive past the birch wood, she felt someone watching her from the house. “Is Mr. Archington at home?” She asked as they pulled up in front of a stone building.”
“Yes. He’s seriously ill. Works from home most of the time.”
They got out of the car and Dad introduced her to his team, then took her into the stableyard and introduced her to the Stable Manager, who offered to show her around the stables while Dad did some work.
“I’d love to. I used to go riding every day when I was thirteen, I even did a few Gymkhanas, but I haven’t been able to for a couple of years.” Jenni said as she was led away.
“So you can ride then?” the Stable Manager smiled, “That will please Mr. Archington, I overheard him asking your Father yesterday.”
Jenni blinked. Why do I get the feeling there is more to Dad getting this job than just luck?
There were twenty horses and ponies in the yard. Jenni soon found her favourite, a very pale golden dun Andalusian mare called “Luna”. She was stroking the mare’s nose when Dad found her.
“Beautiful isn’t she. Mr. Archington just bought her, along with that tall fellow over there, “ he pointed at a matching Andalusian stallion in the far corner box, ”He said he was hoping to breed them.”
“I always wanted to ride an Andalusian.” Jenni said softly, “Morgana didn’t care what she rode. I just thought that they were so beautiful, gentle and intelligent that…” she sighed and sniffed.
“Do you want to ride her?” the Head Groom asked.
“I was going to ask if we could take a pair of the horses out actually.” Dad said, “I need to practise the Forest Tour.” He strode up through the yard confidently.
“Lou! Matt!” the Head Groom called out. A pair of stablelads appeared at the tack room door. “Saddle Luna and Hyperion please, Mr. Pendry and his daughter are taking them out.” The two stablelads nodded and made short work of tacking the mare and a black gelding up.
Jenni stroked the mare before mounting, delighted to find that she could still get into the saddle in one motion. Then she sat and laughed as Dad tried to do the same. Every time he hopped, the gelding would move sideways making him hop further. Eventually Matt held Hyperion still and Dad managed to get into the saddle.
“Got your map, Artair? ”The head groom asked.
Dad tapped one of his pockets, “We start up by the waterfall and end at the Stone Circle. It’s ok, I’ve done the route on a quad a few times now, and I just wanted to test doing it by horseback.” He led the way out of the yard, the sound of the horses’ hooves bouncing off the buildings.
The waterfall was stunning, the water dropping from the top of the Down, straight into a pool at the bottom.
“The River Ark starts here. The spring at the top is the source.” Dad said as they let the horses take a drink, “There’s an old legend about a dark ages Hunter meeting the Moon Goddess here and taking her for his wife. That’s why this place is called The Moon’s Fall.”
Jenni rolled her eyes. She’d been hoping that he had been joking about practising the tour on her, but it looked like she was wrong. For the first time in months she felt relaxed. Luna huffed and shook her mane and Jenni grinned.
“Shall we move on?” Dad said as he moved off into the forest.
Jenni followed.
Dad reeled off stacks of what she felt was useless information as they rode, “There are 500,000 trees in the forest and at least half of them are Oaks. This is the largest Oak forest in the country.”
“Dad, do you have to include so many statistics?” she asked.
“Mr. Archington wrote the tour speech, I have to say it the way he wrote it.” Dad looked crestfallen, “Am I boring you?”
“Not exactly. It might be better to have stops along the route with particular subjects to talk about at each, rather than expecting people to listen while they are concentrating on riding.” Jenni suggested.
They got to one clearing with the biggest Oak tree she had ever seen in it about noon. Jenni just had to get off Luna and explore.
“Jenni, this isn’t a stop.” Dad protested.
“Why not? It’d be a great place for a picnic. The kids could play for a bit and…” she climbed up into the tree and looked down at him, “This tree is great for climbing. It wouldn’t take much to turn this into a proper picnic spot with benches and a play area.”
Dad considered the suggestion as she mounted Luna again. They passed the front gates of The Grange and took a path that sloped up the side of the down. At one point the path split into two, one carrying on uphill, the other curving around the hill out of sight.
“What's round there?” Jenni asked.
“That’s the Dragon’s Cave. There’s another story about an Amethyst Dragon being entombed there, but no one has ever found anything.” He replied.
“Can we go look?”
“The path is too narrow for the horses. Come on, it’s not far up to the stones.”
Jenni cast a regretful look along the path. Another time then. She promised herself and followed the gelding carefully.
At the top there was a thin band of trees and they broke out into the bright winter sunshine. Jenni’s left hand began tingling again, the way it had at the circle in town. Experimentally, she moved Luna over until her hand felt like it was glowing; then she rode along the line that emerged, all the way to the stone circle.
“What on earth are you doing Jenni?” Dad called from the path.
“Nothing.” She turned the mare around to look back the way they’d come, ”I can see the whole town from up here!”
“I know, that’s why the tour ends up here. If you look west, you can see Arianrhod’s Tower beside the Full Moon Spring.”
Jenni turned to look. Her hand tingled again and she found that if she relaxed her eyes and let them drop out of focus, she could see a white glow around the tower. A white line ran directly from the distant tower to the Stone Circle behind her and she sensed that a similar line ran from the tower to the stone circle in town.
“Gwynnhafr Pendry! I swear you are as strange as my sister used to be.” Dad said, shaking his head. "She always used to stare at things like that. I never managed to work out why though."
“Sorry Dad.” Jenni refocused her eyes and smiled at him.
“Never mind. Come on, we ought to get Hyperion and Luna back to the stables, then I can show you around the main gardens.”
When they got back, one of the Gardeners accosted Dad and he had to go and deal with whatever problem had happened. Jenni passed the time grooming Luna, while Lou did Hyperion. They chatted and found that Lou was in Caoimhe’s tutor group at school. By the time Dad came back, it was finishing time.
“You’ll have to see the gardens another time.” He said.
“Ok.” Jenni opened the Scenic’s door.
“Ah, there you are Artair!” a bright voice called out, accompanied by the sound of gravel crunching as a figure emerged from the trees, wrapped in a huge red wool coat, a battered trilby and scarf.
“Mr. Archington. Are you feeling better today?” Dad asked.
“Much better, thank you.” The figure came to a stop and a pair of bright green eyes regarded Jenni from underneath the hat, “This beautiful young lady must be Miss Gwynnhafr Pendry.”
A hand in a striped glove emerged from a pocket and was held out to her. Jenni briefly debated refusing to shake because he used her full name, but decided it would be rude, so settled for a polite chilly shake.
“You didn’t say that your daughter was this beautiful..” Mr. Archington said to Dad.
“Both my daughters are beautiful, Sir.” Dad replied.
“Come now, Artair, you must call me Aderyn. It is my name after all!” Mr. Archington smiled “You too, young lady. Tell me, what do you think of my house and lands?”
Jenni suddenly felt flustered.
Normally she could tell what someone wanted her to answer with questions like that, but she couldn’t read this strange man at all. She fell back on the truth as she saw it. “I haven’t seen the house or the main gardens yet; I love the stables and the forest. Especially Luna.”
“She’s a pretty mare isn’t she. Her mate, Acsenso is apparently a wonderful ride as well. I haven’t been well enough to ride him recently.” He made a face. Jenni felt a tingle run through her body, “Can I ask you a favour young lady?”
She nodded warily.
“Both Luna and Acsenso are my favourite horses in the stables. Would you mind helping Walter by looking after them for me? Ride them at the weekends, make sure they stay in good condition, that kind of thing.” He tilted his head to one side and Jenni was suddenly reminded of a white and yellow cockatoo she had seen in a zoo once.
“I’d love to. Can I bring my friend Caoimhe with me?” she replied.
“Of course. I’m sure that Luna would love to be exercised with Acsenso instead of by herself.”
“We’d better get you some proper riding gear then, Jenni.” Dad said.
“There’s a shop in town that outfits the Stablelads, just charge it to my account Artair.” Mr. Archington swept Jenni a bow and smiled at Dad, “Now if you will excuse me, there is something that I need to discuss with Walter.” And he swept away.
“I never expected him to say that!” Dad said, climbing into the car, “I think you are a very lucky young lady Jenni. Those two horses are worth quite a bit of money.”
Jenni got into the car and watched the strange Mr. Archington stride into the stableyard. I wonder what is going on? I couldn’t read him at all and I swear that he used something on me.
Out loud she replied, “I know Dad. Maybe he just likes me.”
Dad laughed and started the car.
As Jenni watched the house grow smaller in the passenger door mirror, she had a sudden premonition. This is just the beginning of something.
Four
“Have you met her now?” the voice from the screen sounded irritable.
“I have. She is everything that I thought she would be.” the man replied, wiping his forehead with his handkerchief.
“You went outside again.”
“Well how else was I supposed to just run into her then? It surprised Walter a little though. He knows far more about my illness than I thought. He had me bundled back into the house through the stable tunnel faster than I could walk.”
“Cold will worsen the illness. Come back and let us cure you.”
The man shook his head and pulled the red wool blanket around his shoulders, “I’m so close. It has to be in one of the next three worlds. Then we’ll be able to…” he coughed and blood splattered across the screen.
“I’m sending Maebh to look after you. She’ll take the role of your housekeeper.”
“I don’t know first Walter, now Maebh. If you aren’t careful you will have no one you can trust from your staff left.” The man said as he wiped the screen clear.
“I don’t want you to die Father.”
“I don’t particularly want to die yet either. Hopefully I will live long enough to train young Gwynnhafr’s power a little. And find the ….” He coughed again, long and harsh.
“We will continue this another time. Go and sit in the steam room, it should clear the effluvia from your lungs for a while.”
“You worry too much, daughter. You’re too much like your mother.”
“I was trained as a doctor first you know.”
“Yes, and who was it who insisted that you be allowed to learn something useful before…” the cough this time was hard enough to double him over and it was a full ten minutes before he could talk again.
“Go sit in the steam room for at least fifteen minutes, Father. And make sure you take the medicine I sent you with Walter. We will continue this conversation when you are a little better.” The screen went blank and Aderyn Archington sat back in his chair, chest heaving.
“Maybe some time in the steam room would help.” He muttered to himself, before standing, wrapping the blanket around himself and leaving the room.
* * *
The next few weeks settled into a blur of normalness. Dad went out to work and Jenni went to school. She occasionally tried to break through the barrier, but after the third time, she and Morgana accepted that it was there and stopped trying. They contented themselves with chatting on the phone.
At weekends, Jenni would join Caoimhe at the chocolate shop where they would work from 9 until one. Then Caoimhe’s Dad would run them up to the stables and they would take Luna and Acsenso out into the forest, or up onto the Down.
After they had groomed and fed the horses, they would have tea with Mr. Archington in the Orangery, then Dad would take them home.
The Friday night before Easter, Caoimhe called Jenni as she was finishing her maths homework.
“Hi Jenni.”
“Hi Caoimhe, you all set for tomorrow?”
“That’s why I’m calling. My Dad is taking us to Nanga’s in Wales and I can’t come with you. The shop will be closed as well, so you don’t need to go to work.” Came the reply.
“That’s ok. I’ll catch a lift with Dad and ride them one after the other.”
“Thanks Jenni.”
“No skin off my nose. Have a nice time in Wales and if you think you see me in Cardiff, remember to call out Morgana not Jenni!”
Caoimhe rang off and Jenni contemplated a chance to ride both horses by herself through the forest. It filled her with a strange kind of peace and she wasn’t sure if it was the prospect of riding in the forest or being alone.
As she walked into the stables the next morning, Walter stopped her. “Mr. Archington wants to talk to you.”
Jenni looked over at Acsenso who’d recognised her step. The stallion huffed and shook his head. “I’m riding this morning, though.”
“He said it wouldn’t take long, Jenni.”
She shrugged and turned around. It took her about five minutes to walk to the house, swinging her helmet and enjoying the soft spring breeze in her hair. The silver birch were in bud and she could feel the power of the earth surging upward through the trunks. It buoyed her up, making her feel calmer.
As she loped up the front steps, the Housekeeper opened the front door.
“Ah, there you are Miss Pendry. Mr. Archington is in the library.”
“Thanks Mrs. Fletcher. How’re the preparations for the open day?” Jenni slid past her into the hall.
“We’re almost ready, thank you.” Mrs Fletcher shut the door, “I’ll bring drinks and pastries in a few minutes.” She disappeared towards the Kitchen in the east wing.
Jenni nodded. She skirted the public area where the staff were cleaning and polishing, opened the door hidden as a bookcase and headed down the corridor between the workshop and the laboratory. Both were locked, Jenni only knew what they were because Mr. Archington had given her and Caoimhe the grand tour on that first weekend.
Opening the door to the library she smiled. This was her second favourite place in the house, the first being the Orangery. The smell of the books soothed her and not for the first time, she wished she could bring Morgana here.
“Good Morning Jenni. I’m sorry to interrupt your schedule, but I needed to talk to you about something and when Artair said that Caoimhe wouldn’t be here this week…” Mr. Archington sat looking out onto the formal gardens, so Jenni sat down across from him.
“What do you think of the gardens?” he asked, gesturing out the windows. ”Artair has done an excellent job of rejuvenating them. By summer they will be perfect.”
“I helped him with the designs as part of my history project. They should be just about right.” Jenni said.
Mr. Archington fell silent as Mrs Fletcher entered with a tray. She placed it on the table and without saying a word, handed a small glass of thick brown liquid to him. He drained it, made a face and handed it back, “Thank you Maebh.”
She smiled and left the room.
“Will you pour for me Jenni, I am afraid I am a little weak this morning, despite Maebh’s efforts to medicate me.”
Jenni nodded, poured him a cup of tea and passed it over. Once he was sipping it, she poured a glass of apple juice for herself and picked up a raisin croissant.
“As I was saying. What do you think of the gardens?” he regarded her over the rim of his cup.
“Dad is working really hard, I know he enjoys it.” She smiled, “He can’t stop talking about all the plants he’s planning on putting in. He was talking about creating an Arboretum down by the lake last night.”
“Yes, Artair certainly has thrown himself into his work. I suspect it takes him away from his pain.”
Jenni frowned at the old man, “Pain… what do you mean?”
“You can’t have missed the pain that your parent’s break up has caused him, or have you?” he put his cup down, “He talks to me you know. The divorce has caused him as much pain, as the separation from your sister has caused you.”
Jenni stared at the floor. She realised she’d been wallowing in self pity for the last month and not really listening to Dad. The barrier between herself and Morgana had seemed so much more important.
“I don’t mean to cause you any more distress Jenni, but I think it would help if you showed him a little more affection.” Mr. Archington put his cup down.
Jenni thought about the “I hate you!” she had thrown at Dad when they had first arrived. She didn’t hate him, it was the situation she hated. Dad’s break up with Mum that she didn’t really understand the reasons for; the Court ordering the separation between her and Morgana… even the move to Arkingham, no matter how much fun she was having with the horses and Caoimhe, she hated it. The emotion was so strong and it scared her. She looked up.
“Can you see it now?” Mr. Archington leaned forward, his joints creaking, a compassionate gleam in his green eyes, “Once you accept the situation, you will be able to resolve the emotions.”
Jenni sniffed and wiped her eyes with a serviette. She drank more apple juice to get rid of the lump in her throat and nodded.
Mr. Archington leaned back again, “So, for the third time, What do you think of The Grange? Not just the gardens but everything, now you’ve seen it all?”
Jenni wasn’t really thinking about what he was asking. She felt horrified at the fact that the hate was so strong inside; that she’d allowed it to get that bad, just by not thinking properly. So when she answered, she answered truthfully, “I love this place. I wish that I could bring Mum and Morgana here, but Mum would probably never want to be so close to Dad,” she drew a sobbing breath in as the import of her words sank in.”
“You love The Grange? Are you sure?” Mr. Archington seemed excited by her answer.
“Yes. It’s the most peaceful place I have ever been in. When I’m here, it’s like I’ve come home.” The words shocked her all over again.
“That settles it then. It’s yours. Now go and ride Luna up to the stones. That should calm you down before you have to talk to your father.” Mr. Archington smiled and closed his eyes. A small snore erupted from his mouth and Jenni left through the Orangery, thinking hard.
* * *
“Dad, can I talk to you?” Jenni asked that evening. Dad was at the kitchen table, working on the designs for a maze he was going to plant.
“Sure Sweetie, go ahead.” He replied without looking up.
“No. Put your pencil down and talk to me properly.”
He looked up, “Jenni, I have to have this finished, we’re planting it on Monday.”
“You can do it once we’ve talked.” Jenni put her hands on her hips and glared at him.
He laughed, “You look so much like your mother when you stand like that.”
“That’s what I want to talk about.” She sat down across from him. Dad stopped laughing and his face became guarded. “I want to know why you and mum broke up.”
“We weren’t getting along anymore. I told you that when it became clear that we would have to get divorced.” He fiddled with a red pencil.
“Dad, we were ten when you told us that. We’re fourteen now, we deserve a proper explanation.” Jenni blinked as she realised what she’d said. “I deserve a proper explanation.”
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