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Brennis Gehan Fifth, Lord of Valdoe, is
planning the genocide of the nomadic tribes who impede the spread
of his empire in the land that was southern England 5,000 years
ago. With his army swelled by foreign mercenaries he prepares to
march through the snow to annihilate the nomads in their winter
camp.

 


Word of his intentions has already reached
the nomads, but when their chieftain is killed in a hunting
accident it seems his successor will not heed the warning. In all
the tribes, only Tagart understands the danger and is strong enough
to face the Flint Lord. But first he must win the strange battle
for leadership, waged according to ancient and ruthless laws
...
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Richard Herley ... won wide critical acclaim
and the Winifred Holtby Memorial Prize for his first novel, The
Stone Arrow, set in neolithic Sussex. Its successor is equally
distinguished, a savage and breathtaking evocation, as gripping as
any thriller, of an alien world.
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... takes neolithic genocide, incest, helotry
and weaponry in its fine imaginative stride ... the stark action
and the snows and wolf-woods of a hostile landscape are powerful
feats of description.
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Herley is one of the best yarn-spinners in
England today.
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What is astonishing is that the animistic,
ancient world, which to us exists merely in dusty flint arrow-tips
or dried pieces of leather attached to bone fish hooks behind glass
in museums, should be brought to such lusty and sometimes hideously
painful life. It is sobering to realise that in 5,000 years men
appear to have learned nothing but the ability to kill and maim
with more sophistication.

 


A well researched and remarkable novel.
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Herley writes with such panache that one soon
feels at home in a world where blinding, boiling alive, flaying and
disembowelling are the order of the day ...
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Yet he is suggestive, rather than sadistic,
and leaves so much to our imagination that it is hard to believe
afterwards that those scenes of rape, incest and blinding occurred
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whereas in the average bestseller it is gratuitous. One must also
admire how Herley captures the practical details of daily life five
thousand years ago: the hunting, trapping and mining.
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Fodich felt his fingers move. He touched the
hard spikes of gorse. He closed his hand and made it bleed.

He was alive.

He was cold.

Needles of rain hurt his back where the flesh
was open, rain in the wind like the soldier spikes in his palm.

Fodich was hallucinating. They had nearly
killed him, tied him to a ladder and rendered him useless, and
thrown him away to die. Night had come, yet in his head it was
still morning and he was at the ladder. That first moment had not
ended. All day it had been with him, receding, coming back, filling
his mind. In his mind he was still hanging by his forearms, and it
was if he had lived no other life but this, known no sensation but
pain, seen nothing but the wooden rung before his eyes. The whole
of his existence had become this silent, dreaming agony after the
lash. He luxuriated, spread his wings, drifted in the mist, and
heard his screams as at a distance.

Far above him, Brennis Gehan Fifth came to
the window. He pushed aside the shutter, opening it into the wind,
and looked down into the outer enclosure of the fort, beyond the
spiked top of the inner palisade which surrounded his own
residence.

He tapped his fingernails on the rough wooden
sill. At the new year, a month away, he would be thirty, but he
looked older: a man of middle height, strongly made, his blond hair
left uncut since the summer. Where his beard ended, flecked dark
and light, the form of his cheekbone angled into a plane which
changed shape as he opened his mouth and revealed his teeth. But he
did not smile. As he stood watching, dressed in sealskin and lynx,
the soft leather of his tunic flapping at his neck, only his eyes
showed that thoughts were passing. His eyes were luminous, clear,
and grey; and they saw everything that was happening below.

A slave was being punished. He was the source
of the screaming that had brought Gehan to the window. The man,
stocky, in his early thirties, had been tied to a ladder leant
against one of the workshops. Two overseers were flogging him,
watched by an ordered crowd of two or three hundred people: men,
women, children, dressed in animal skins and tatters, none properly
clad against the blusters of rain-bearing wind driving in from the
marshes and the sea. They were slaves, and they had been brought to
watch. Many of the men were still grimed with the chalky soil of
the mines.

The slave had been stripped to the knees. His
back was being flayed. With each new blow he writhed as if he would
break the ladder, only to sag in the moment before the next stripe
was made.

Brennis Gehan, the fifth Lord of Valdoe,
studied the progress of the punishment with a detached interest. He
observed particularly the reactions of the other slaves: those who
were watching, mulishly or in sympathy; those who had turned away;
the faces of the children.

A girl’s voice came from the chamber behind
him. “What is it?”

“Nothing to worry about.”

She came and joined her brother. She was
eight years younger, with waist-length blonde hair tied at the
neck. In texture her hair was like his, but it was paler, and in
the regularity of her features could be discerned a resemblance, of
attitude rather than shape: her eyes were bluer, her mouth softer,
her brow more sensitive; but, unlike her brother, she had allowed
her face to remain expressive and alive. He was intellect; she was
emotion. She drew her furs to her chin and watched without
speaking.

A heavy man in sheepskins was supervising the
punishment, arms folded. From time to time some of his words
reached the window.

“… see Fodich now. He did not even reach the
trees … away from the hill … and the hounds … let this serve you
all …”

The girl shuddered.

Gehan turned. “Do you like to watch it,
Ika?”

“Who is the man?”

“Just a slave.”

“Why is he being beaten?”

“The overseers say he tried to escape.”

“And did he?”

“He will not work. In the mines he causes
only trouble. It is salutary to the others to provide an escapee
now and then.”

A more active light entered Ika’s eyes as the
man’s screams ended and he hung limply at his bonds, unconscious
and bleeding. She took her brother’s arm. Her fingers felt the
strength under his sleeve and moved among the sensual warmth of the
lynx fur there. Something flickered about her lips, almost
pleasure, perverse and incomprehensible: the overseers were not
stopping. Each by turn, the two men with whips continued to step
forward. The sound of it was the only sound above the wind.

“Look,” she said. “They’re beating him to
death.”

“It is cold here, Ika. Let us go back
inside.”

The Trundleman noticed the shutter closing.
Under his breath he began to count the blows, almost as if its
closing had been a cue, a sign of the all-seeing approval of Lord
Brennis, as if the remaining supervision could be delegated now
that the chief effect had been secured. The Trundleman understood.
The beating needed to be severe to have any purpose. Fodich had
turned out lazy and, worse, uncooperative. The overseers had tried
to make his life easier. They had given him warnings, repeated
warnings which no sane man would have disregarded. Yet still he had
refused to work. And then, one afternoon a week previously, he had
threatened to be violent.

… Nine, ten …

“That’s enough,” the Trundleman said.

They cut him down and threw a bucket of water
over his back. It made him cry out. Whimpering, he tried to crawl
away.

The Trundleman bent at the waist and with
hands on knees examined the slave’s wounds. Fodich’s hair was
gripped and he tried to see the face looking into his own. He
tightened his grasp on the soldier spikes. His mouth was open
against the ground. In his hallucination a whole day had passed, a
morning and afternoon, reduced to nothing. In his crawling downhill
he had forced his head sideways: there was no Trundleman’s face to
see.

“Take him to the hill.”

They carried him from the fort. He was not
worth keeping – it would take too long to make him better, and even
then he would not be able to work as they wanted – and it was
unlucky for him to die inside the fort. He was a savage, a wild
man: better that his spirit should be released in the open. Two
soldiers in leather tunics took his wrists and ankles and, with his
head hanging back and his jaw open, carried him across the waste
ground that once had been fields. Halfway down the hill, on a rough
scarp of broken soil and brown winter grass, they stopped. This was
far enough. They let him fall and turned back up the hill towards
the fort.

It was midday. Under a grey sky Fodich opened
his eyes and saw the black branches of a thorn bush straining in
the wind. He rolled on his stomach and fainted with pain: a hundred
grass stems had torn open congealed blood.

Some time later he was conscious again, in
the afternoon. He knew he had to get out of the wind. Shelter
first, always shelter. The soldiers had given him his freedom: he
would not waste it. He would not die alone, an empty soul without
ancestors or tribe, without a place among his people. He thought of
his children and his woman. They did not even know he was still
alive; they did not know he had been captured and taken to Valdoe.
By now they would be at the winter camp. He knew the way there, the
old routes followed by the nomads since the world began. He would
be with them again soon. Was he not Fodich, a hunter, resourceful,
provider of plenty?

He raised his face and saw the gorse bushes a
long way down the hill, dark green, almost black, pinstuck with
yellow flowers in defiance of winter, offering shelter, making
dense shambling screens of warmth. He estimated the distance he
would have to crawl and did not think it could be done. If he kept
still the pain reduced slowly to a constant level; otherwise it
became unbearable, worse than it had been at the ladder. And to
cover the rough ground of the hillside would cost him too much in
movement. Each tussock would be an agony to get round. But he knew
he had to do it, to find a calm place out of the wind. If he stayed
in the open much longer he knew he would go to sleep and not wake
up.

He shut his eyes, just for a moment, very
close to peace. At once it drew nearer, blissful and warm, enticing
him down.

No. He would not give in. He willed himself
to think of the morning, of the ladder and the ragged crowd of
onlookers, the overseers. They had cut him down and thrown icy
water on his back. It had hurt. It had made him crawl, like an
animal at first, and then like a broken man, down the hill, among
the thorns and tussocks, knowing he had to want the pain to come
back.

He opened his eyes and the grass-blades were
different. They had changed. He must have been moving. He must have
been moving and he did not even know it. He crawled like a broken
man. The Trundleman gripped his hair and looked into his face; he
tried to stare back, his head forced sideways in his progress down
the hill. The whole day a dream, a cry of pain, darkening to dusk
as the afternoon waned.

It was night. There was something sticky in
his palms. Blood. His own blood. He squeezed the vicious spikes
again. Fresh blood.

Lie in this darkness and the pain will go
away. A route passes a few miles from the hill. Tomorrow, or the
next day, or the next, you will be strong enough to find it.

With bleeding hands he dragged himself out of
the wind. He listened to the noises above him, fluted spikes on
shaggy branches in the wild stream of night, pelted with rain,
gusting harder; he smelled dryness and an odd scent of woody green
stems, and just faintly an aromatic sweetness of the small yellow
flowers he had seen so long ago.

Fodich realized he had reached the gorse
bushes.

 


2

 


Brennis Gehan Fifth was alone with his
wife.

He had left all the lamps burning in the
chamber. The servants and body-slaves were elsewhere; the dishes
and trays of the night meal had long since been removed, but the
odours of the food still lingered in the room. Outside, the wind
pleaded with the walls and sent rattles of rain to add to the
undersong of creaking timber.

At night it could be heard most plainly, even
in the wind. The structure of the fort was never silent. Gehan had
learned every subtle component of its groans: the weight of logs
settling, expanding and contracting in damp air or dry; the
movements of joists and floorboards and rough-hewn woodwork; the
cracks and stutters of suddenly released tensions. Gehan’s
ancestor, the first Lord Brennis, had built the Trundle over a
hundred years before, and it was still alive – the oak piles and
beams were still a part of the climate and the land, and in their
movements it seemed as if they yearned to go back to the forest in
which they had seeded and grown.

Gehan could not sleep. He lay with his eyes
open, listening to the gale. There had been four Flint Lords before
him, all with the same name – Gehan, the name of the family in the
homelands that had grown to power through trading and ruthless
elimination of its enemies. The first Flint Lord had opened
Brennis, the island country, to profit and exploitation, but lesser
men had succeeded him, fed on the proceeds of his vision and
energy, and almost squandered his work. He had dreamed of autonomy:
freedom from the taxes and imposts of the mainland Gehans, and the
chance to expand and take, eventually, the whole country for
himself. The dream had not been realized. In the years of the
second and third Flint Lords the Valdoe domain had remained
subservient to the mainland, its lands restricted to an eighty-mile
strip along the south coast.

Only with the advent of the fourth Flint
Lord, Gehan’s father, had matters changed. After twenty years of
work and planning he had seized independence, facing its dangers in
return for its advantages: and the advantages were enormous. At the
end of his life he had begun to plan for expansion of the domain.
And now, Gehan knew, it was his duty to continue and fulfil what
his father and Gehan First had started. It was his duty and his
destiny to make the vision real.

The first Gehan had found Brennis a
wilderness of trees with isolated farming villages near the shore.
The farmers, like Gehan himself, had come by sea from the German
homelands. The villages he encountered were poor and badly
organized, at the mercy of raiders and brigands who came either in
ships and rafts from Normandy and Cornwall, or from inland
strongholds to the north and west.

One such stronghold was Valdoe Hill,
thrusting nearly seven hundred feet above the marshes and the
coast, thickly wooded, its crown cleared by brigands to make a
fortress. On the southern slopes they had discovered rich seams of
flint. Prisoners from raids were made to dig, in shallow pits at
first, and deeper, until the pits branched underground and became
mines. The true wealth of Brennis was its fertile land, from which
grew villages of farmers who could be subjugated and exploited; but
flint was wealth too, for it supplied the means to exploit:
weapons, tools, ready fire. Without flints, man could be little
more than an animal. With them, he could cut down trees and clear a
forest, harvest his crops, kill beasts and dress their skins to
wear. He could kill other men more easily and take what they had
made for himself. He could win freedom from hunger, freedom from
toil, by making others feed him and build his shelters.

The best flints were to be found along the
chalk hills of the South Downs, and of these the flints at Valdoe
were the finest.

Under the direction of Brennis Gehan First,
the brigand fortress was razed and its site levelled to fourteen
acres, an oval plateau circumscribed by a ditch nine feet deep.
Just inside the ditch, forming a palisade twenty feet high and
three-fifths of a mile in length, were erected oak trunks preserved
by scorching, each the thickness of a man’s chest: the product of
two thousand trees, cut from the forest and dragged to the summit
with ropes. Protected by this palisade, construction of the Trundle
began.

In the following years the fort was completed
and then improved, and smaller, secondary forts were built in a
chain along the downs – at Butser, Harting, Bow Hill, Eartham,
Cissbury, Thundersbarrow, Whitehawk. More of the country was taken
under control, more villages and their produce secured for the use
and profit of Valdoe and the Gehan family. In return the farmers
received a measure of protection from attack, and a village was
established at the foot of Valdoe Hill itself.

In the hands of their new masters, the
farmers began to thrive. New villages, new communities, sprang up
along the coast, peopled by settlers from the homelands. To feed
them, new fields were required. Mile after mile of forest fell
before the axe, more every year. The life of any one field was
short. Without proper management, of which the farmers knew little,
the ground soon became exhausted. Once exhausted it was abandoned
and left to become scrub, and more forest was cut to take its
place. Villages shifted their sites, leaving destruction
behind.

Deeper and deeper incursions were made into
the forest. The smoke of the clearance fires, the smell of newly
hacked woodchips and the belching pyres of mangled trees moved
farther and farther from the coast. Always the domain of Valdoe was
on the increase, powered by the personality of one man, the
representative of the Gehan family in the island country: the Lord
of Brennis. His flint seams provided the axes; his artisans
fashioned the tools that could be exchanged for food and skins and
lumber; and his forts and soldiers watched over everything and
allowed it to proceed.

With increasing prosperity, increasing
boundaries, there was more to protect. The barracks at the Trundle
were enlarged, and the slaves’ quarters too: more labour was
needed, to build roads, to dig, for every menial task. Soldiers
were sent across the sea to prey on the very communities which in
other days had sailed against the farmers. The slavers came back
with dark-haired, brown-eyed people, in complexion and temperament
like the brigands, the original masters of the coast, whose threat
had now been broken and whose clans had been disrupted and
enslaved.

Besides the brigands there were other
natives, more elusive, with far older traditions. These were the
savages, who lived by hunting and gathering, travelling the forests
by routes that had not changed for hundreds or even thousands of
years. The coming of agriculture and the foreign farmers had eroded
their hunting grounds and forced them to restrict their wanderings.
It was from a few such tribes that the brigands had arisen, in
response to the presence of the farmers on the coast.

The savages made slaves of indifferent
quality. And each time a new inroad was made into the forest there
was trouble: sabotage, ambush, open attack. Every tribe was a
source of delay and expense. Once deprived of its territories, if
events were allowed to develop, a tribe of savages would become a
horde of brigands.

During the summer the savages were scattered
throughout the country, in the hills, along the river valleys, from
the flat eastern coast to the mountains in the north and west; but
when cold weather came they congregated at winter camps,
traditional gathering-places. The tribes in the south, those which
caused the trouble, used a camp some eighty miles north of Valdoe,
in a valley near a waterfall.

With the aid of surprise, the soldiers of the
first Lord Brennis marched on this valley and purged it. The
problem was solved.

The first Lord Brennis grew old and tired;
other men took his place. His policies were no longer so rigidly
observed. And, as one symptom of the decline, the savages began to
come back.

For many years there was no real clash
between them and Valdoe. Forest clearance had slowed down anyway;
old fields had reverted to woodland. What small friction there was
between native and farmer was of little concern to the Flint Lord:
Valdoe’s interests were rarely threatened. Gradually the savages
ceased to be important. Even as slaves they were of no value. They
were just denizens of the forest like the other creatures there,
nothing more; and like the other creatures they could sometimes be
a nuisance, occasionally stealing livestock or damaging crops.

Gehan’s father, the fourth Flint Lord, had
restored the ideals of Gehan First. In his lifetime he had remade
much that Valdoe had lost; and he had won independence from the
mainland as a first step in the establishment of an empire in
Brennis, but he had died before the work was finished, leaving his
son to take over.

At his father’s death, Gehan had been
twenty-three. Now he was nearly thirty. In those years he had
upheld the old spirit, the spirit of the old Valdoe, of his father
and of Gehan First. The consolidation was complete: expansion had
once again begun. In three years, seventy thousand acres of land
had been reclaimed or freshly burned. Next summer there would be
more, much more. There would, in ten years, be fields and villages
beyond the Weald, thirty, forty, fifty miles from the coast. The
land would be stripped of timber, the marshes drained.

There was only one obstacle. Last summer
there had been a resurgence of trouble from the savages. In the
north-west of the domain they had repeatedly harried the forest
clearance teams. Farmers had been captured, tortured, put to death.
Stores had been stolen and befouled at a dozen sites. A unit of
soldiers, twenty-five men, had been routed. And in the east, one of
the most prosperous villages had been sacked and burned to the
ground.

The records of Gehan First had been preserved
in stories and paintings. The young Gehan had known them from his
earliest days, taught by his father to revere the daring of Gehan
First, the ancestor who had come to a fierce land and stolen it
from the brigands. Recently the stories had been returning to his
thoughts, and with them an uneasy feeling, a foreboding, vaguely
recriminating. Yet he knew there could be no guilt in his mind.
What he was planning was no more than a military prerequisite of
expansion. The savages were an obstacle to the smooth extension of
the domain: it was his duty to remove that obstacle. He was going
to march on their winter camp and destroy them.

At the latest estimate of his scouts, there
were something like three hundred savages either on their way to
the camp or already present. The soldiers who could be safely
mustered, leaving enough to defend the coast, were numerically only
equal to the enemy. Heavy losses could be expected in even the
best-planned onslaught. There was also the difficulty of the
season. The camp would not be full, and an attack would be less
than completely effective, before the end of autumn. The solstice,
Goele, marked the first day of winter and of the new year. Goele
was the prime festival of the calendar. For religious reasons there
could be no departure in the week of the festival. By then,
however, it was almost certain that the snows would have started.
In mild years the snow would not be too deep; sometimes there was
even a thaw for a week or two, but normally the ground was frozen
till spring, when the camp would quickly disperse, too quickly to
risk leaving the attack until then. It would have to be made in the
snow. Gehan had consulted his Divine: she had forecast a bitterly
cold winter, with heavy drifts. Marching in such conditions would
require many men.

The forces of Gehan First, it was said, had
outnumbered the savages by three to one. They too had marched in
deep snow. The extra soldiers had been brought from the mainland:
the same would have to be done again. But such reinforcements took
time and great expense to arrange, and the problems of
transporting, feeding, and sheltering them were not easily solved.
In winter especially, the channel between Brennis and the mainland
was rough and dangerous. Weeks might pass before a calm day allowed
a crossing. The number of craft available was limited. They were
small and slow, capable of carrying only a few men at a time.

However, it would be done. Even now there
were ships across the channel, waiting for the swell to ease.

The alternative to an all-out assault on the
savages’ camp – piecemeal extermination, tribe by tribe, using
soldiers already available – was tempting to consider. Not only
would it be cheaper and need fewer men, but it could be carried out
in favourable weather. The previous summer it had already been
tried, but only when there had been no chance of a survivor
carrying word to other tribes. Nonetheless, there had been several
escapes, and Gehan’s advisers had warned him to stop.

The capacity of the various tribes for
working together was unknown. Given warning by a consistent series
of massacres, a force of savages might form and descend on the
coast, a force perhaps of daunting size. Such an enemy would be
impossible to defeat without help from the homelands, for although
the Trundle itself was impregnable, and the contingency of a mass
attack had been well foreseen by its designer, supplies of water
inside the fort were finite and a protracted siege could not be
defended.

Given all this, a sudden advance on the
winter camp was the only way. Using surprise and vast numerical
superiority, the savages would be dealt with once and for all, and
the work of expansion would again be allowed to proceed in
safety.

Villages beyond the Weald: that was the
dream. To attain it Gehan would need all his ingenuity and courage.
The details of the campaign had been crystallizing in his mind; he
examined them endlessly. They brought him alive, excited him, kept
him from sleep, and as the season turned and the weather worsened
the anticipation had begun to consume and torment him.

He could share none of this with Altheme, his
wife. Only Ika, his sister, his own flesh and blood, could
understand. Only she knew what their heritage was.

Tonight a storm was blowing. But tomorrow it
might be clear. It might be calm. Ships might be launching.

Under the bedding he put his hand on
Altheme’s smooth skin. She stirred drowsily and half woke, still
asleep as he pulled her towards him.

Her eyes opened and she tensed. She drew back
from him, bewildered and afraid. “What do you want?”

Gehan said nothing. He moved on top of her,
not looking at her eyes, the dark eyes that were nothing like his
own. And her hair was the darkest brown before black; every night
she sat combing and brushing and brushing it, no longer speaking to
him; and when she undressed, she turned her back and quickly took
the wrapper held up by her body-slave, before her husband could
see. She had given him no children, no son. Gehan ran his hands
under her thighs and pulled them apart. She resisted, in silence.
Always in silence now, for months, even long before Ika had come.
Once, in the middle of the day, he had found her weeping, her face
in her hands, wet with tears. She would not tell him why. Moving
inside her, she would not tell him why. He tried to kiss her, to
find her tongue with his own, forcing her against the pillows, his
hands gripping her wrists. She went limp and the tenseness had
gone. Not melted, but gone.

She looked past him. Outside the gale was
streaming the shutters with rain. Gehan saw her dark hair on the
pillow, moving more quickly now, loveless and violent. In the
channel the seas were mountains. They were keeping the ships on the
beach, pounding the shingle, scouring spray along the shore, a wet
night, utterly black in the sandhills where men were waiting.
Breakers smashed on the line of coast, hurling weed and wood. Solid
water fell on the beach and drowned the marshes beyond, reaching
towards the homelands, towards Valdoe, reaching towards the hill.
And despite the storm the ships were launching. He wanted to shout
a warning to the men with ropes. But they couldn’t hear. The ships
were breaking up, the boards splintering, the sails ripped away
downwind. Men were in the sea, heads and hands visible, shouting,
swimming, trying to cling to wreckage. On the sloping walls of
waves he saw them. They were drowning, all of them. And as they
went down their hair was no longer dark. It was golden; it was
fair, forming whirlpools, going under, going down.

Gehan did not know whose name he had spoken,
but as he slumped across her Altheme heard it and she felt her
heart flood with fear. It was true, what she had guessed, what she
had known. It was true. It was true and now there could be nothing
more.

“Damn you,” he said. “Bitch. Damn you.”

She shut her dark eyes and listened to the
wind.
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Tagart listened again, his head averted and
his eyes unfocused on the ground, using all his concentration to
filter the sounds of the forest at nightfall. The branches
overhead, bare or with a few sere leaves remaining, gave no
hindrance to the rain which was falling from a windy sky. As the
light failed, the trunks and branches were losing their colours,
shades of green or grey migrating to dark and pale.

Crows were roosting somewhere far away to the
south. Their raucous chorus suddenly went quiet, and started again
with a few isolated cries. Tagart frowned. He was beginning to
doubt what he thought he might have heard.

He was in his twenty-seventh year, dark like
all the nomads, with high cheekbones and a strong, spare frame. He
carried a bundle at his side; a fur stormcoat covered his tunic,
and below this his leather leggings were fixed with tasselled
straps. His woman, Segle, had made these things and her own; he had
caught the animals which provided skins. His feet were bare. When
winter came he would wear boots, the leather worked with tallow to
make it waterproof. Later he would need a facemask too, for the
wind, and mittens, and a fur cap to pull down over his ears. The
stormcoat was fitted with a hood: this he had pushed back, the
better to listen.

“Did you hear it?” Segle asked him. She was
seventeen, the niece of a dead chief, all her tribe murdered by the
Flint Lord’s soldiers. Tagart’s tribe, the tribe into which he had
married, was also no more. Segle had been with him since the end of
the summer. Together they had travelled the country looking for
Tagart’s blood-tribe, his father’s people. They had gone as far as
the mountains in the north, and turned back down the east coast,
through the fens, and inland to the south-west, but of the
Waterfall people they had found no trace. Tagart knew that he would
be sure to find them at the winter camp: as the autumn had begun to
fade he and Segle had started eastwards, along the south coast and
towards the routes leading there.

“Did you hear it?” she said.

He had not. “What about you?”

“I might have heard voices again.”

“Which way?”

“I couldn’t tell.”

It was late. They had to find somewhere dry
for the night; they had to build a fire.

But – if there really were hunters nearby, if
they really had heard voices, then shelter, food, and company too,
all would be freely given. And what if by some chance that tribe
proved to be at last the Waterfall people – what if its leader were
Shode, the man who with Tagart’s father had taught him almost
everything he knew? What if Shode himself were up ahead?

“Let’s look.”

They pushed forward, between the branches of
leafless bushes on each side of the path. It was hard to see detail
now. More than once a branch slashed back into Segle’s face. She
said nothing; were it not for Tagart she would be a slave still, at
Valdoe, where she had been taken by the soldiers who had killed her
family and friends. She would be a slave still, or dead.

The path began to climb. After a hundred
paces they breasted a ridge. The faint course of the path crossed
the ridge and followed the slope down. Below the tangle of
undergrowth the rusty leaves of hornbeam trees lay in shallow
drifts.

A hint of cooking came on the wind.

“Down there,” Tagart said, and through the
moving branches Segle saw a twinkle of firelight. A moment later
the smell of roasting meat came more strongly, borne on a gust of
wind that blew rain from the trees, and with the wind they heard
voices and the sound of wood being cut.

Tagart squeezed Segle’s hand and drew her
on.

Near the bottom of the slope the path opened
into a small clearing, and here, beside a stream, surrounding a
pile of glowing logs, were eleven low tents made of leather and
fur. People were making ready for a meal; four women and a boy were
splitting wood with flint hatchets.

A man stepped into the path, holding a spear.
It was nearly dark. Nothing could be seen of his face, but he was
dressed like Tagart, in a stormcoat, and when he spoke his voice
was harsh.

“What people are you?”

Tagart told him. “We heard you from the other
side of the hill. We’re on our way to the waterfall camp. My father
was in the Shoden.”

“The Shoden.” The man with the spear looked
over his shoulder at the fire. “We also are going to the waterfall
camp. We are the Ospreys. Come. You’re welcome to eat with us.”

 


* * *

 


Tagart found the man first, half dead, in the
mud of the path, his eyes open to the rain.

He and Segle had been walking with the Osprey
tribe since the previous day. Their route had curved away from the
coast and passed through hilly forest, on the outskirts of
cultivated land controlled by Valdoe. Early in the morning they had
crossed a system of fields and then the Flint Lord’s road between
Valdoe and Bow Hill, following the course of an old trackway which
turned north to find a gap in the downs. This was one of the
ancient routes to the waterfall camp.

The rain had not stopped. Everything seemed
to be soggy; everyone was miserable and bad-tempered. For much of
the time two families had been arguing. Tagart had been glad when
Visar, the leader, had told him to take his turn and go on ahead,
to make sure of the way.

For a moment Tagart thought the motionless
thing obstructing the path was a rotten log, or a curious lump of
earth or stone with pink showing. He did not associate it with
human form. Then he saw that it had arms and legs and a head.

The man’s beard and nostrils were the colour
of mud; his hair was matted and knotted with it. From the abrasions
on his skin it could be seen how far he must have crawled and how
many times he must have stumbled and fallen. Tagart closed his
fingers on the man’s wrist and bent to listen to his heart. He was
barely alive.

“What have you found?” said Visar, pushing a
way forward.

Tagart mutely looked up at him and turned
back to the man on the path.

Only when they tried to lift him did they see
the furrows on Fodich’s back. Blood and mud had commingled and
congealed. Rain dripping from the trees made watery streaks which
revealed the rough edges of the wounds, from neck to buttocks and
to the backs of his knees.

The fortress at Valdoe was less than three
miles away. Tagart himself had once been a prisoner there; he had
once laboured in the mines. He had been given first hand experience
of the brutality of the guards and been forced to breathe the
atmosphere of corruption and despair in the slaves’ quarters. The
place itself was evil, the very ground infected by the man who
remained unseen and for whose personal benefit so much suffering
was endured. Evil: there was no other way to think of the raw
force, almost tangible, which the Trundle and its master seemed to
generate. It had crushed and defiled Segle, and she would never
fully recover. The Flint Lord had killed her brother and parents
and every member of her tribe. And, when she had been the only one
left, a Trundleman had raped her, deflowered her on the night she
was due to be put into the soldiers’ brothel.

A sudden constriction grasped Tagart’s chest,
rage and sadness, too intense for tears or words. He found it
impossible to breathe.

He wiped the grey mud from the man’s face and
cradled the back of his head as other hands lifted him from the
path. Tagart stared at the inanimate features. From many small
clues he already knew that the man was a hunter like himself. At
some time their lives would have been almost identical – even to
the point of enslavement. But there things had changed. Tagart had
been able to escape intact, unmutilated. This man had not.

“It is Valdoe,” Tagart said. “The Flint Lord
has done this.”

The women carried Fodich to the bracken and
washed him. They smeared his back with herbal salves. Clean, soft
leather was applied to his wounds and bandaged in place. The men
cut poles from the woods to make a stretcher. Shortly before noon,
the Ospreys were again on their way.

Tagart offered to help carry the stretcher.
The man lay on his front, without speaking, occasionally turning
his head and grimacing when uneven ground made the stretcher jolt.
His eyes were open: he watched the passing leaves and mud. Towards
dusk he slept.

He was strong, otherwise he could not have
survived. Tagart thought he knew his face from some past winter
camp. The features were square and resolute, the eyes gentle,
filmed with pain. His limbs were powerful and his body well
muscled. In age he was between thirty and thirty-five.

During the night Tagart and Segle sat with
him in one of the leather shelters. They gave him sips of broth
from a wooden bowl. He tried to clasp the bowl with clumsy fingers
and spilled it on his chest. Segle eased his head back. He fell
asleep again, woke, drank water, fell asleep. In the early hours he
awoke sweating and retched; afterwards he seemed to feel
better.

He was lying face down, his head on one
side.

“Can you understand me?” Tagart said. “What
tribe are you? What is your name?”

He tried to speak. Segle brought the lamp
closer and took his hand.

“What tribe are you?” Tagart said.

His mouth opened, wet with dribble. He turned
his eyes and took in Tagart’s face.

“I’ll tell you,” he said weakly. “But first
I’d like some more of that broth.”

By dawn, Fodich had finished his story.

Tagart rose. He was troubled not so much by
the account of Fodich’s punishment, but by everything else he had
said. “This is too important to be kept,” Tagart told Segle. “I
must go and tell Visar.”



 


* * *

 


Three days later the rain had gone. The wind
had veered to the north, bringing clear sunshine and the first real
chill of the winter. At sea the waves were muddy and discoloured,
crested with foam. White gannets rolled with the swell and followed
the coastline west, disappearing in deep troughs, occasionally
flapping higher, gliding above a horizon of rough water.

Inland the trees had been stripped of their
leaves. The hues of autumn had become drab; the forest canopy was
now a skein of empty branches. The rivers ran cold and dark, full
of rain. A keen wind blew through the hawthorns on scrubland where
old fires had destroyed the trees. Straggling flocks of winter
thrushes descended on the bushes to eat the berries: redwings and
fieldfares, still travelling southwards in the face of the coming
season.

The path into the Shode Valley, after
crossing the scrubland, descended between the trunks of beeches and
oaks. Along this path had come most of the three hundred people, in
nine tribes, who had been arriving over the past weeks.

The camp lay in undulating countryside eighty
miles from the coast. This was a region of dense woodland and
marshes with open pools full of game. Three rivers turned south
among the hills and emptied into marshes where the three valleys
merged. In the western valley, two miles above the confluence, the
river was swift and at a hardening of the rock became the waterfall
from which one of the tribes had taken its name.

The Shoden, the Waterfall tribe, held first
place among the people who used the camp each year. The camp had
been in use for many generations: nobody knew how many. It was
situated on sloping ground a mile above the waterfall, in a
clearing beside the river. A few trees had been left standing, and
these served to define the boundaries which divided the camp into
areas for each tribe. Yet at first glance no such segregation could
be seen: the children ran about as they wished, the heaps of
firewood and the cooking areas were communal, and the shelters
seemed to be sited at random.

The soil in the clearing was relatively soft
and easily dug to make pit dwellings. To make a thick and largely
impervious roof, bundles of reed were thatched on a hazel
framework, waterproofed with layers of holly and yew. An opening at
one corner allowed access to the interior, which was insulated with
bracken and lined with furs. The opening served to ventilate the
pit. It remained open in all but the worst weather; with people
inside, a pit quickly became warm.

There were about eighty such dwellings in the
waterfall camp, some cleaned out and used year after year, others
abandoned and used as middens, others dug afresh. No cooking was
permitted inside. All food brought to the camp was to be shared at
the fire, which burned continuously through the winter and was
flanked by awnings to keep off the rain and snow.

Klay, the chief’s son, was sitting in the
sunshine by the fire, with a bone needle making repairs to a
boar-net. He was wearing a disagreeable look: he disliked such
tasks. He was the son of Shode, leader of the Waterfall tribe.
Eventually, when Shode died or stepped down, Klay would take his
name and become chief in turn.

Not everyone welcomed the prospect. Something
in Klay’s character made him unpopular. He was twenty-four, at the
peak of his physical strength, and just entering that state in
which the older men could tell him little more about the forest and
hunting. His eyes were burning and intense, his jawline hard and
bunched. He liked action, sudden decisions, violence in the chase
and, although he knew well enough that net-mending was important,
it irked him to sit still and listen to the gabble of the old
women. To make things worse his wife and two small daughters were
at his side.

There was to be no hunting today. Other men
and their families were cutting shafts for new arrows, holding them
up to judge them true, selecting goose, quail or swan quills for
the flights and flint chips for the heads, or making bindings with
twine and fish glue. Others were trimming stakes for use in fences
to drive game, or with the women were helping to twist rope from
untidy bundles of lime-bark fibre. Shode said that it was essential
to keep ahead with such work. Later on, depending on the severity
of the weather, food would become scarce and poorly kept equipment
might cost hardship or worse.

Shode was seated near his son, working too,
discussing with Klay the change in the weather and the effect it
would have in the coming days. As chief of the leading tribe of the
camp, Shode controlled all hunting, allotting to each tribe its
share of opportunity. Often two or more tribes hunted together, but
everything had to be agreed by Shode. He was calm and quietly
spoken. His hair had turned grey. In his movements could be seen
the control and coordination that thirty years of the hunting life
had brought. Even among the others, Shode was still a strong man.
Although in his middle forties and not quite as fast as the younger
men, he could run as far, work as hard, and go without sleep for as
long as any. He rarely insisted on taking every privilege that was
his due, but when he made a ruling his word was final. He had
become chief not by inheritance, but by challenge, twenty years
before. Since then there had been scarcely a threat to his
leadership, and none at all in recent years. He was acknowledged
the wisest man in the tribe; the best to lead the Shoden and give
unity to all the tribes of the winter camp.

Behind him the breeze hissed in the trees and
poured clean air through the valley. The sky was perfectly blue;
the late morning sun still held a trace of warmth.

Shode was joined by a bulky, bearlike man,
the leader of the Bubeck or Beaver tribe.

“We’ll try Yote Wood again tomorrow,” Shode
said to Klay. “The pigs will have taken themselves in there by
now.” He turned to Bubeck. “Are you with us again tomorrow?”

“We are.”

Bubeck was almost a giant, a head taller than
Klay, and supremely ugly. In his boyhood he had been caught by a
brush fire and horribly burnt: his face was a scarred mask, his
left eye pulled outward and down. His left ear had gone, and what
remained of his hair and beard grew in feeble tufts.

The Bubecks and the Shoden often hunted
together. Like most of the tribes that used the camp, they were of
the same lineage, tracing their descent from that part of the Sun’s
creation ruled by the spirit Water. Even in summer the two tribes
had sometimes travelled together. They were closer to each other
than the others of the spirit – the Ospreys, Dragonflies, Otters
and the rest.

Bubeck was also related to Shode by marriage.
Despite his appearance he had taken as wife the most desirable
woman in the tribe. The chief and the chief alone had this right,
taking if he wished the wife of another man; for Bubeck was leader
because no one dared to challenge him. In the winter camp he was
second only to Shode. He had been a part of Klay’s earliest life.
From Bubeck, his “uncle”, Klay had learned how to shoot, how to
make a trap, how to wait in silence, how to read a trail, how to
follow like a shadow for mile upon mile. With Shode and Bubeck and
the boys of his own age Klay had killed his first roebuck and
skinned it, and had been shown how to use every part of the animal,
to waste nothing.

From those early years Klay had spent his
time with another child, a boy two years older, the son of the man
who had then been chief of the Waterfall tribe. Tagart – the other
child – remembered little of his father’s death. A broken leg,
gangrene, his mother weeping. The outcome was what Tagart’s father
might have wished: his friend defeated the others and took the name
Shode to become the new leader of the tribe.

Tagart continued to learn in company with
Klay, to be taught by the elders, and by Shode in particular. Yet
even as a child of six, Tagart sensed that everything had changed.
It was now Klay who was to inherit the name of Shode; Klay who
received the best instruction; Klay for whom the leading beast was
reserved; Klay who was expected to excel in all things. Eventually
Tagart left the Shoden and married into the Owls, a tribe of the
Air spirit. From then on he saw Shode and Bubeck and Klay only
occasionally: the Air tribes wintered at another camp, in the
east.

Klay looked up from his work, squinting. On
the far side of the river his father’s name had been called. A
column of people was arriving, preceded by Edrin and Wone, two men
from the Shoden who had been posted to watch the bank path and the
bridge of logs, fixed in place like stepping-stones, which joined
it to the camp.

Edrin raised his voice again. “Shode! Shode!
A new tribe!”

Shode stood up and shielded his eyes against
the sun. “Who are they?”

“The Visars!”

When Klay reached the river he was among a
jostling crowd welcoming the newcomers, taking loads, helping to
carry the heavy packs and frames, the bundles of furs and skins and
shelter-poles. In a line the Visars came over the bridge, stepping
one by one on firm ground to be greeted and divested of their
loads.

It took a while for them all to cross – the
Visars were a large tribe, of more than forty people. Towards the
back of the line a stretcher was brought across, on which Fodich of
the Dragonflies had eased himself up so that he could see. Word was
sent to his woman, and almost at once he was reunited with his
family.

Over the heads of the crowd Klay looked at
the remaining people on the far bank, where Edrin was waiting to be
the last on the bridge. Beside Edrin, in easy conversation, he saw
a face he knew.

Tagart was carrying a heavily laden frame,
his thumbs tucked in the straps. Somewhere on his walk with the
Visars he had found, or someone had found for him, purple knapweed
flowers to tie in his hair. His walk with the Visars. The
Visars. Not the Owls.

Klay was suddenly apprehensive. His eyes
searched for the necklet of bones which he knew all members of the
Owl tribe wore. Tagart no longer had one. That meant he was no
longer in the Owl tribe; nor was he wearing any emblem of the
Visars.

A girl preceded Tagart on the logs, a girl
with purple flowers in her hair, and all else fled from Klay’s
thoughts.

 


* * *

 


Her name was Segle. She was seventeen and
very beautiful. Later Klay learned that she was one of the Terns, a
tribe now dead. She had been imprisoned at Valdoe and made to work
in the slaves’ quarters. Tagart had helped her to escape. Now she
was his wife.

After dark they were sitting together by the
fire as Tagart again told the story of their escape and their
subsequent wanderings. He described the things they had seen and
heard at Valdoe, and the way they had found Fodich.

Fodich was still very weak, but he had been
brought to the fire to repeat what he had told Tagart and Visar. It
was something to do with the Flint Lord and rumours at the fort.
The talk barely registered with Klay; he was watching Segle. Once
she looked his way, once only, and again he told himself that she
had sensed it too. He knew what she wanted. He knew what they both
wanted. He had never spoken to her, never seen her before today,
but were it not for Tagart, not for his own woman and family, he
would get up and go to her now and take her down to his
dwelling.

Klay remembered that he was the chief’s son.
The talk seemed to be important. It would be as well to pay more
attention.

“The snows are a month away,” Shode said. “We
must have time to confirm what you say. Much as I trust you, Visar,
and Tagart and Fodich too, we must not act rashly.”

“Mild words,” said Bubeck. “Mistaken words.
The Flint Lord has never dared to move his men in winter before.
Why should he do so now? Has he gone mad?”

“It is possible,” Fodich said. “Some say he
has been visited by demons. Others say the farmers’ gods have
deserted them. Their fields are failing and the villages are going
hungry.”

“We’ve seen no sign of it,” Bubeck said. “Do
you want us to risk the winter just because of a rumour in the
slave pens?”

“I repeat only what I have heard,” Fodich
said.

“The drought was bad this year,” Shode said.
“We saw ruined crops.”

“And my wife will testify that the Flint Lord
has already begun killing us,” Tagart said. He was becoming heated.
“Didn’t he murder her whole tribe? What more do you want? You won’t
be happy till the soldiers are here.”

Shode held up his hand. Tagart, newly
welcomed into the tribe, was losing his sense of respect for
Bubeck, a chief.

Shode said, “This is what we will do. We must
know how many soldiers the Flint Lord has assembled.” He turned to
Chenk, leader of the Kingfisher tribe. “I want you to lead a
scouting party. Each tribe will give the man with the best eyes and
the fastest legs. Leave in the morning; go to the Flint Lord’s
landing-place, to Valdoe and all his other works. If you see the
truth of what Visar and Fodich have said, the elders will convene
and we can decide what to do.”

Tagart begged to be allowed to go with the
scouts. Shode refused. “From this tribe I give Wone.”

The other chiefs began to nominate their
scouts.

Klay sat studying every detail of Segle’s
face. She was sitting in profile, her eyes downcast. She seemed to
turn too frequently and attentively to Tagart. Klay watched her
tiny movements and her self-conscious gestures, missing nothing;
her shins were bare to the firelight.

“Please, Shode,” Tagart said. “Let me go.
I’ve been inside the Trundle. I know the other forts too, and the
mines, and the landing-place.”

Bubeck said, “Slavery has rotted your
brains.”

It was then that Segle stole her glance at
Klay.

He knew at once that she had been expecting
him to be looking elsewhere, at Bubeck or Tagart. She was
momentarily caught out: her feelings lay revealed. She wanted what
Klay wanted. Her glance faltered and she looked away.

Tagart was standing with fists clenched.
Bubeck had insulted him in front of the whole camp.

But Bubeck was a chief, this was the day
Tagart had been brought back into the Waterfall tribe, and Bubeck
was Shode’s ally. Tagart sat down.

Bubeck, sprawling on his couch of skins, held
Tagart’s eye for a derisive moment before he turned to Klay and
grinned.

But Klay did not see. He saw only Segle, at
her place by the fire.
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Bugling and whooping, nine swans flew
southward along the valley, white against the grey sky above the
water. Yellowed reeds stood swaying in the ripples and, in the
centre of the mere, flocks of waterfowl showed as dark patches.

The morning was intensely cold. It was three
days before the winter solstice – over three weeks since Tagart had
returned to the Shoden. In that time there had already been snow
flurries and twinkling nights of frost. Now a sleeting north wind
was blowing, numbing the face and fingers and finding a way through
every layer of clothing.

Tagart and Klay were crouching inside a
makeshift hide of bundled reeds, watching the flooded land where,
since dawn, the clapnets had waited. All morning mallard and teal
had been flighting above the osiers and islands. Some had joined
the coots and wigeon on the floods, grazing by the water or
sleeping with heads on backs, white eyelids closed, shedding
occasional feathers that the wind snared among grass-stems and dead
thistles. The wildfowl slept lightly. Once a falcon appeared in the
sky, drifting west, showing no interest, yet the ducks left the
ground in a storm of wings and circled for a long time before
returning. As they came back in pairs and parties they
redistributed themselves and some chanced to come nearer to the
nets.

The work was made more tedious by the cold.
The catch today would be consumed as part of the solstice feast, a
celebration to mark the start of the new year. Most of the hunters
had gone some miles down the valley to try for a specially large
boar, but Tagart had opted to work the duck traps, and he had asked
Klay to join him.

The trigger-cords from the nets entered the
hide and lay across a branch, ready for use. In the cramped space
the reeds smelled musty. Tagart put his face to the slit and peeped
out. More wigeon had ventured out of the water. The grazing birds
were now all round the nets; three or four were even inside.

“Not much longer,” he whispered to Klay.

Klay grunted. Tagart regarded him for a
moment before turning back to the slit.

Klay’s manner had not escaped Tagart’s
notice. The reason for it was not hard to guess. In Tagart, Klay
perceived a rival. Until Tagart’s arrival, it seemed, Klay had seen
no threat to his future. There had been no other likely successor
to the name of Shode, from within the tribe at least. But Tagart
was Klay’s equal in strength and skill, and in a challenge these
qualities would be put to the test.

The scouts had still not returned from
Valdoe. They should have been back within a fortnight at the most;
yet Shode seemed content to wait. “We’ll give them two more days,”
he had said that morning. Tagart thought they might have been
captured. He could not understand Shode’s attitude. In time, the
matter would cause trouble with Visar and the other chiefs, many of
whom shared the views of Tagart and Fodich. Bubeck, though, did not
share these views. He openly ridiculed them. Shode was
non-committal: Klay had been influenced by Bubeck.

Discord over such an issue might precipitate
a challenge for leadership of the camp, and thus of the Shoden too.
But, whatever happened about Valdoe, Klay would know that when the
day came, perhaps years from now, when Shode died or became too
old, he could no longer be so sure of succeeding his father.

In the past, with Tagart in another tribe,
Klay had always been friendly. Now he was resentful; and his manner
towards Segle too was peculiar.

And Bubeck had been hostile from the moment
of Tagart’s arrival. He had no son himself: Klay was his favourite.
Probably he hoped that, after Shode’s death, the two tribes would
merge and that he would become the chief, working through Klay.

Tagart sat looking out across the bleak
marshes of the valley. Soon the meres would be solid. In some years
even the rivers froze. Such times were rare, every ten or twenty
winters, often following a hot summer: and last summer had been the
hottest anyone could remember. The old men were already saying that
a cold winter was on its way.

He opened his mouth to speak, but didn’t, not
sure how best to frame his words.

Out on the floods the duck were still
feeding. The cloudy day made their plumage dull, blending with the
grass and the thistles. Beyond them the water of the mere was blown
into tiny waves; the wind flicked droplets from their peaks and
drove them on the shore. The nets had almost filled with birds.

“Get ready to pull,” Klay said.

“You know why I asked you to join me here. I
want to talk. I want to make things plain.”

Klay did not look at him. He watched nets
instead. “Go on.”

“I have no wish to be chief.”

“If you had no wish to be chief, you would
not say such a thing.”

“I want only to live in peace.”

“You mean you are not at peace already.”

“How can I be? You and Bubeck will not let
me.”

Klay’s hands tightened on the cords. “You
seek to make trouble here. Why did you come back?”

“The Shoden are my tribe.”

“No longer. You left us and went to the Owls.
They are dead. You are tribeless; you have no ancestors. They died
with the Owls. It would have been better if you’d died with
them.”

“My ancestors are here.”

“You do not deserve to be welcomed back.”

“That is for Shode to say. What would you
have us do? Spend the winter with the wolves? Die without
ancestors?”

“There are other camps,” Klay said.

“Where I have no friends.”

“You have no friends here.”

“My father was once ’Shode’.”

It was useless. Tagart had achieved nothing;
less than nothing.

Klay put his face closer to the slit, cutting
the conversation off. The nets were waiting and open, the cords
stretched tight. Ducks had filled the fatal space: wigeon, pintail,
mallard, teal.

“Pull!” Klay shouted, and they yanked the
cords back.

Like folding wings the nets closed in. A teal
escaped; the rest were pinned to the ground by the meshes. The
other birds on the floods went up in a roar of alarm.

Klay was the first out of the hide, splashing
through the sleet and floodwater, a cudgel in his hand, ready to
dispatch the birds they had caught.

 


* * *

 


In the late afternoon Altheme came down to
the quay to watch the soldiers landing. She stood alone, almost
unnoticed in the shelter of the worksheds, her hair drawn back with
a carved brooch of jade and ivory. She wore a small jade earring
and a necklace of worked scales of nacre and lapis lazuli.

Altheme pushed her hands farther into the
pockets of her sealskin coat, which was made of the pelts of unborn
pups. Like nearly everything she owned, it was the gift of her
husband, the Lord of Valdoe.

She gazed at the landing stages and the
wooden vessels bumping there. It was three weeks and six days since
the night of the storm. She tried to argue with herself: in all the
years with Gehan she had conceived not once. Why then should she do
so now? She was worrying without reason. It made no sense. A child
did not fit the pattern, the destruction of their happiness and
their life together. It could not fit: it was too grotesque.

But the night of the storm would not leave
her thoughts. That was the last time they had been together. She
could not forget the rain and wind on the shutters and the groaning
timbers of the fort. She kept seeing Gehan above her; she kept
hearing the name he had breathed. Ika, Ika.

The afternoon was turning to dusk. Drops of
rain began to fall.

The soldiers had arrived two hours ago. The
men were ashore, already finding their quarters in the Trundle four
miles away. Now slaves were unloading the rest of the weapons and
equipment, packing sledges to be drawn along the road that led from
the quayside and the creek.

The landing stages stood near the head of the
creek, accessible at all but the lowest tides. Across the water
were clumps of scrub. That was where the savages, the spies, had
been captured, a week or so before.

Altheme left her place by the corner of the
worksheds and walked towards the water. The ships, like all that
was most costly, drew their design from the mainland, and
ultimately from the east. The prows reared up, the heads of
monsters carved and inlaid, from flat plank decking smoothed by the
adzes and sandstones of craftsmen in the homelands. From stem to
stern the largest ship was twenty-nine feet. The larger vessels had
two deck-houses, the smaller only one. Low masts carried leather or
fabric sails, now furled with white ropes. Shipped oars stood
pointing skywards, like the rays of fish-fins. Hatchways lay open
as the slaves passed up bags and bundles to those above.

This was the eighth or ninth such landing in
the past three weeks. The number of extra soldiers was steadily
growing.

“What are you doing here?”

At the sound of Gehan’s voice Altheme took
her hands from her pockets and turned. “I wanted a change of
air.”

He was not pleased to see her. He had been
speaking to the harbour Trundleman, arranging for another landing
stage to be built. “How did you get down from the fort?”

“An empty sledge, my lord. I meant no harm.
They were bringing it down anyway.”

“And how do you propose to get back?”

“I didn’t think.”

“You never do.” Gehan beckoned to a man
nearby: the overseer of a team of slaves. The overseer hurried
across the quay and inclined his head. “Unload that sledge and take
Lady Brennis back to the Trundle. Make haste before it gets
dark.”

The road up to the fort had become a
quagmire. The slaves hauled at their harnesses and struggled to
keep the sledge moving. Soon they were under the trees; reaching
branches made a tunnel of the road. The sledge turned a corner and
the flickering lamps of the worksheds were left behind.

Gehan that evening arrived late for the meal.
Altheme had bathed and changed and dismissed her body-slave. For a
long time she sat alone in her chamber.

She heard the voice of the man to whom she
had given herself for so many years, the man who had changed so
much. He was outside, in the vestibule, taking off mud-spattered
clothes.

Her mind returned to their first encounter,
all those years ago. She had been eighteen and Gehan twenty-two.
Her father, a merchant, had brought her to Brennis on a visit to
see his friend, the fourth Lord of Valdoe. She remembered her first
sight of the wild coast of the island country; the ramparts of the
Trundle on the top of Valdoe Hill; the docking of her father’s
ship; and the sharp premonitory pang she had felt with her first
step on foreign soil. She remembered a formal young man with
sun-bleached hair and solemn grey eyes who had walked with her by
the willows, trout dimpling the river. In him she had recognized
the complement of herself. His strength of will had overawed her;
but more striking had been his gentleness and his capacity for
understanding. Her knew her perfectly – in his company she needed
no pretence.

Seven years ago. A month after their wedding
his father died and Gehan became the fifth Flint Lord. At once
their happiness began to dissolve. She realized that in her
inexperience she had made a mistake. His power in this country was
frightening. It had invaded his sanity: it was driving him mad. His
idealism had become something else.

She knew she should go, escape to her father,
anywhere. That was her urge, but there was nowhere safe. She could
not go home. The trade with Brennis had become too important. Even
if she did try to escape, she would be sent back. Outside Valdoe
she had no one to whom she could turn.

Altheme rose from her couch and entered
Gehan’s chamber, the room where they ate and slept. His sister was
seated on the bed, cross-legged, her blonde hair hanging loose.

Ika looked up. “Did you hear? The other
savage died this afternoon.”

“I suppose you went to watch.”

“For a little while.” In Ika’s lap was an
oval box. It contained the dried female flowers of hemp, a plant
brought to the homelands by traders from the south and east. Ika
took some and packed it into a narrow-bowled pipe with a long,
curving stem. “Pass me a taper, Altheme.”

She held the taper to the nearest lamp and
lit the pipe, inhaling deeply, holding the smoke in her lungs till
it had lost its blueness and become brownish grey; and exhaled. She
had been using the drug throughout the day. “For you?”

Altheme shook her head.

“Perhaps you should.”

“No.”

There was a draught as the door opened and
Gehan came into the room. He went to a table by the window and
poured a beaker of mead.

“Did you see the savage die?” Ika said.

“I was there, yes.”

“Did he say anything?”

“Not a word.”

The two had been caught near the
landing-place. They had been lying in the bushes, watching the
quay. It was rare to find such men away from their tribes at this
time of year. The implication was that the landings had already
attracted attention and that the men were spies. When interrogated,
though, neither had so much as admitted that he could understand
the questions. One had been pressed to death in front of his
companion. The sight had produced no effect. He had given nothing
away. The guards had then exercised their skills on him, to no
profit.

If the two men had been nomads, as their
appearance had suggested, their presence at Valdoe might or might
not indicate that news of the campaign had reached the winter camp.
But if, as was possible, they had been mere outcasts, or pedlars,
or wanderers from some place beyond the domain, then the matter was
not worth consideration. Gehan tried to put it out of his mind.

“No guests tonight,” he said. “We’re eating
alone.”

He turned to the door and called for the
night meal.
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Tagart shouldered two more bundles of stakes
and balanced them. His fingers felt cold under his mittens; his
breath fumed as he stood waiting for Edrin to finish sorting
through the heaps of gear. Since first light they had been working
with the others, carrying bundles down the valley and into the
marshes. The previous day the hunters had failed to catch a
suitable boar for the solstice celebrations; it had been decided to
try again, in a place called Yote Wood.

The Yote Oak, a hollow tree from which the
wood was named, stood in the middle of an island in the marshes, an
eyot which the river had not yet worn away. The island was long and
narrow, clothed at its edges with dense tangle. Farther in there
were beeches and oaks, and it was these that brought the pigs to
feed.

Bristly and squat, burly and dark, the pigs
dug with tusks and pushed with snouts, and made small contented
sounds of feeding. Their hoofs printed cleft tracks in the mud. At
one end of the marshes they had made a wallow and rubbed the bark
from a nearby tree. The boars were solitary, nocturnal, lurking by
day; the sows travelled at night too, with their piglets,
continually chiding them. In the easy soil of the marshes they
uprooted tubers and insects, and found and ate toadstools of many
colours and kinds. Their hours were spent in continuous foraging,
wandering the lakesides and woodlands. Autumn was the time of
plenty. When the frosts came and the mud froze, the pigs turned to
a diet of acorns and beechmast.

The hunters used various techniques to catch
them. Most efficient, where the terrain allowed, was a line of
beaters moving towards a funnel of hurdles, wicker panels. At the
end of the funnel, catchers would be waiting with netting and
spears. The placing of the hurdles was a matter of extreme skill –
a boar could weigh as much as three hundred and eighty pounds.
Armed with powerful tusks, spurred by fear, such an animal could
not be stopped by wicker alone. The hurdles did not prevent the
animal’s progress: they directed it, subtly, from clump to clump
and copse to copse. Only towards the mouth of the funnel did the
hurdles become more substantial and uncompromising. There the posts
were driven in with heavy hammers, the hurdles reinforced. The
final corridor towards the netting was made of stakes solid enough
to withstand demented barging and butting.

These stakes were made of oak, and were six
and a half feet long, trimmed at one end to a point. They lay at
the camp in bundles of six, beside the pile of hurdles, the netting
and hole-borers and the rest of the equipment.

“Which are the new nets?” Edrin said,
irritably. He was thirty-six, small and slight, with keen brown
eyes and a sparse beard. He rarely smiled or spoke idly. He was
ambitious, but he had no presence and commanded little respect.
Nonetheless he held a special place in the tribe, which he had
earned by his closeness to Shode and by his advice and experience
in matters of the chase: his gifts in tracking and deduction were
uncanny. What he lacked in physique he made up for in resource and
cunning.

Edrin was a man of deep motives. A member of
the Waterfall tribe all his life, he had at one time wanted to be
its chief. But now all that seemed to be forgotten. He appeared
content merely to advise Shode, to be one of the elders. He had
sided with Bubeck and Klay on the question of the Flint Lord, and
regarded Tagart and Fodich as scaremongers.

“Are these the new nets?” he said, turning
the heaps over. “Klay said something about repaired nets and new
ones.”

“We should make sure,” Tagart said. The
weight of the stakes was beginning to hurt his shoulders.

“It’s that pile there,” said Berge, a man of
twenty with wild beard and hair.

“Are you certain?” Edrin said.

Tagart recalled having seen Klay with the
nets earlier. He said Berge was right.

This was to be the final trip down to the
marshes and Yote Wood. The rest of the gear had already been
deposited there. During the afternoon it was to be assembled in
preparation for the drive the following day.

Tagart, Edrin and Berge set off, downhill,
leaving behind the untidy expanse of the camp, the fires and
shelters, the dwellings with their roofs of piled branches.

The river flowed quietly among the bridging
logs. Tagart felt a melting on his nose and looked up. “Snow,” he
said to Edrin. “It’s already starting. But where are the
scouts?”

“They’ll be back soon enough.”

Tagart noticed Segle across the river,
working at rope-making with the other women.

Edrin, observing, said, “There are troubles
nearer home than Valdoe.”

“What do you mean?”

“It is not my place to say.”

“Say what?”

“What you are the last to know. But gossip
means nothing. The women have too much imagination.”

At once Tagart understood and was angry.
True, since coming to the camp it had been different between him
and Segle; alone with her in the forest he had been sure of her,
but here, surrounded by new influences, everything had changed. Yet
she was his woman and Edrin had no right to make such remarks.

Tagart said “What do the women imagine?”

“I cannot say,” Edrin said. “Just remember
the penalties.”

Tagart checked his reply. Among the nomads
the marriage bond was held sacred. It was the foundation of the
family, the tribe, the spirit group, and hence the foundation of
Creation itself. Only a chief, whose actions were divine, could
choose his woman as he pleased. For the rest, the laws were harsh.
Those aggrieved by adultery could insist on severe redress: for the
man, castration and banishment; for the woman, death by burning.
After only three weeks in the tribe, Tagart was not confident
enough to challenge an elder, nor did he know why Edrin had spoken
as he had.

Edrin glanced sideways at Tagart and saw that
he had achieved the desired effect.

They continued in silence. Berge, walking
behind, had apparently not heard the conversation. The snow shower
did not persist. By the time they reached the marshes it was
over.

In Yote Wood, near the big oak tree, they
found Klay and Bubeck. This was to be another joint venture of the
Waterfall and Beaver tribes. In consultation with Edrin and other
expert trackers it had already been established where the ending of
the funnel was to be sited, here by the oak tree. They were
hammering in the posts as the three men arrived.

The ground was hard with frost, but despite
the cold Klay had taken off his stormcoat. He was sweating as his
hands took a firmer grip on the haft of the long stone-headed
hammer and he swung again, smacking the top of the post held
upright for him by another man.

The corridor of posts was almost complete. It
curved to the right, terminating in a gap just wide enough to admit
the flanks of an adult boar. Behind the gap stood a framework of
poles. Over this the netting would be laid, loosely, so that the
animal’s progress would not be halted too abruptly, but fast enough
to ensure that it would be safely tangled before a spear-thrust
brought its end.

Tagart set down his burden.

“Take the hammer,” Bubeck told him.

“Yes,” Klay said. “I’m sick of this.” He
stood back, wiping his nose on his wrist, and let the handle of the
hammer fall.

In the past weeks Bubeck and Klay had singled
out Tagart for the unpleasant or arduous tasks. But Tagart did not
belong to the Bubecks: their chief had no power to order him
around.

Tagart turned to Edrin, an elder of his own
tribe. Edrin gave a nod: assent to Bubeck’s order, turning it into
a mere proposal.

“Let me take the hammer,” Berge said, picking
it up, and the moment passed.

They finished the corridor of stakes and
arranged the netting on the framework. By early afternoon, work on
the whole funnel was complete. Everything was ready for the drive
the next day; the men withdrew.

At the meal that night the Shoden, twenty-one
people in all, ate as a group. They sat close to the flames,
warming their hands, sheltering from an east wind. The leather
awnings flapped and whipped as the wind blew the fire to life and
threw sparks beyond the guy-ropes and into the night. Tagart
watched Edrin, who was eating assiduously, occasionally speaking to
his woman and to Shode. He watched the other men in the tribe:
Orick, Berge, Grisden, Phale, each with his family. He watched Klay
sitting with Yulin, his wife, dumpy and dark, made drab by
child-bearing, her brown eyes withdrawn and resigned. More than
once she glanced at Tagart and Segle. She gave food to her
daughters, two small girls who clung to Klay. Klay was speaking,
boasting of all the pork they would be bringing tomorrow from Yote
Wood.

He noticed Tagart watching him and seemed to
avoid his eye.
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“This way!” Bubeck shouted. “This way! Keep
him this way!”

The boar, disturbed at the very feet of the
beaters, was a big one. It had burst from a brake of brushwood as
the men moved forward, shouting and screaming and banging with
sticks.

The men were running now, leaping through the
undergrowth, trying to keep up with the boar as it crashed first
one way then another, guided by the hurdles on its headlong passage
through the woods, gaining speed, its snout held low; they glimpsed
its yellow tusks, the hackles of coarse bristle on its back; and it
vanished in a holly thicket, the glossy foliage slapping back to
hide the place of entry.

This was the first drive of the day, under a
sky that looked full of snow. Tagart was near the middle of the
line. They had managed to keep the boar well inside the funnel. The
holly thicket was one of a number of such sanctuaries along the
course where a quarry might go to ground – unavoidable hazards
which the siting of the hurdles had kept to a minimum.

“Careful now! He might break anywhere!”

“If he comes at you just let him go!”

The boar was much too big for them to take
chances. They had not seen it properly yet, not in the open, but it
stood fully three feet high at the shoulder. If it chose to come
out of the thicket where it had gone in, if it chose to run back
down the funnel – as some old and wily boars might – then it would
be far too heavy and dangerous to stop.

“There he is!”

Tagart cried, “He’s coming this way!”

For an instant the boar, head down, was
tearing through the brambles directly towards him. It had emerged
from the holly at a gallop, close to the place where it had
entered, almost as if it had sensed a weak link in the line of men,
a gap between Orick and Tagart on his left. But Tagart was moving
sideways, closing the gap. The boar came nearer: twenty paces, ten,
and, with two sudden steps, jolted to a halt.

It took breath, eyeing Tagart. The eyes were
dark, nearly black, with rims of white showing at the bottom,
bloodshot and rheumy. The pig was looking at Tagart. And then it
turned its head and was running again, away from Tagart and the
others, more desperately than before.

It skirted the thicket and plunged along its
ordained path towards the corridor of stakes.

“Keep him straight! Keep him straight!”

The final screen was behind; the funnel walls
were narrowing. The terror-stricken boar was running too fast to
take the curve of stakes and its flank barged into the left wall,
but it kept on, goaded by the yelling and screaming and suddenly
the stakes opened and there was freedom and it was fooled, meshed
in a tangle of netting that brought it in a slithering crash to the
ground.

Men were ready with spears. Klay thrust
first. The blade snapped and he shouted an oath. He drew back;
Grisden stepped forward. The boar rolled its eyes, blood dribbling
from its jaws, and with a convulsive spasm got to its feet. Grisden
raised his arms and stabbed, badly, goring the flank, unleashing a
paroxysm of thrashing and bucking and squealing. Shode gave an
angry cry and jumped forward to finish it, to end its pain; but
then, impossibly, the netting was somehow coming apart as the boar
wrenched its head from side to side and one foreleg was free. The
other foreleg came free and the netting was being dragged behind it
like an old skin. The boar twisted sideways and ran straight into
Shode. The right tusk jabbed upwards and pierced his groin. Tagart
saw the boar give a frenzied jerk of its head. Shode was flung down
and dragged along the ground.

Other spears were plunged into the boar from
behind. In a moment it was dead.

Shode was shouting, shouting through all the
woods with unhuman cries, a beast in slaughter. The trees, the sky,
the ground – everything seemed to Tagart unreal, from some other
world where emergency waited to break through. And it had broken
through. What had happened so swiftly and easily could not be
grasped, could not be believed.

Klay fell to his knees beside his father.

Among others, Bubeck and Edrin jumped the
line of stakes, shouting orders. They pulled the carcase of the
boar aside and cut away Shode’s clothing.

“Hold him still!” Bubeck growled.

They stared, aghast.

“Better take him back.”
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