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      To be sure of his place at the Highland Music School, Andy Morris—wannabe musician from the wrong side of town—needs a song. But not just any song, THE song that will leave the tutors with their kilts in a commotion.

      Unfortunately standout songs are in short supply. Until he’s playing the virtual reality game, Feyland, and hears a fey bard play a haunting tune. It’s the song he needs, if he can just track down the singer.

      But finding the singer—and her song—isn’t as easy as just walking up and asking her. When she disappears—as if by magic—and then appears on the streets of his hometown of Perth in Scotland, Andy’s quest to track down the mysterious musician has only just begun…
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      ANDY MORRIS WALKED onto the centre of the stage and glanced up. Then wished he hadn’t.

      A few pale faces in white uniform shirts sprinkled the first couple of rows of the school auditorium. But behind them, line upon line of empty wooden seats gleamed dully under the artificial lights, paying testament to the fact that nobody was particularly interested in hearing him sing. Great. I love an enthusiastic crowd.

      The place even smelled empty—that curious mixture of rosin, wood dust and stale sweat that he’d always associate with performances here. He clenched his fists. But it’s only a mock audition. Maybe people will come to the real thing.

      After all, getting a scholarship to the Highland Music School was his dream; something he’d worked for since starting Senior School. Why should he expect anyone else to care?

      At least Struan is here. But other than his best friend, there were just a handful of sixth years with nothing better to do, and the music teacher, Mrs Welch. Who’s paid to be here. Not exactly the best audience in the world.

      Blinking, he tried to dispel the bored faces from his mind. I wish they’d turned the lights off. In the spotlight I could pretend I was singing to nobody. He adjusted the guitar on his shoulder. Or everybody. But singing to people he could actually see—that was always the worst. Especially when they didn’t want to be here. He’d see every yawn, every tapping toe, every grimace.

      Then a thought occurred to him. It was a long shot, sure, but might she have come? Okay, she was the most popular girl in the school, but in his dreams she had a thing for geeky musicians. Especially guitar players. Opposites attract, right?

      He scanned the audience—such as it was—more carefully this time. But there was no sign of a purple-haired goddess. So Ruth hasn’t come. His shoulders slumped. But why would she? Ruth Edwards was the most beautiful girl in school. She probably didn’t even know he existed. Giving himself a mental shake, Andy exhaled, then brought his attention back to the task in hand.

      Carefully placing his fingers into the shape of his first chord, he ran his pick across the strings. Each note rang out crisp and true. Good. My guitar’s still in tune. Using new strings was something he was superstitious about. But it was always a risk—they sounded sweeter, but also went out of tune more quickly.

      His heart beating faster, Andy cleared his throat. No matter that this wasn’t the real audition—his mouth was dry like the Sahara even as sweat trickled down his back.

      I’ll be alright once I get started. He was always like this when he performed, nervous as anything until he began singing.

      When he cleared his throat again, the tiny microphone attached to Andy’s jaw picked up the sound and echoed it across the auditorium so it sounded like a thunderclap. He winced. They might have told me they’d switched it on. Probably the sound engineer’s idea of a joke.

      It’s my own fault. The greasy fifth year who’d fitted his microphone had sassed him about Feyland, and Andy couldn’t keep his smart tongue in check. “Reached Master Bard level yet, have you?” the boy had said.

      “What makes you think I play a Bard? And why would you even think I play Feyland?” Andy had replied with his best attempt at a stink-eye.

      Pointing a stubby finger at the VirtuMax decal on Andy’s guitar case, the boy had sneered, “What else would you play? Can’t see you as a Saboteur or a Monk.” He puffed out his chest. “My girlfriend aced the Bard’s Challenge three weeks ago.”

      He has a girlfriend? “She must be blind,” Andy muttered to himself as he turned away, riled at the fifth year’s judgmental attitude.

      But the sound engineer obviously had better hearing than his girlfriend had taste in men. And now he’d taken his revenge.

      Lifting his eyes to the audio booth in the top row of the auditorium, Andy crossed his fingers and hoped the little nerd had no further embarrassment to heap on him this afternoon.

      “Whenever you’re ready, Mr Morris,” came Mrs Welch’s pinched voice from the second row.

      Andy nodded. “Thanks.” He squared his shoulders and clasped the smooth neck of his guitar with his left hand. “Today I’m going to be singing ‘My Love is Like a Red, Red Rose’ by Robert Burns.” Strumming the first chord, he took a deep breath, and started singing.
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      Two minutes later, as reverberation from the final notes died away, Andy dropped his head and gave a small bow.

      Elation surged through him. Take that, Welchie. He’d remembered the words, not fluffed any chords, and hit every note bang-on.

      But you wouldn’t know it from Mrs Welch’s face. “Thank you, Mr Morris. Come and see me afterwards for your feedback.” With a curt nod she dismissed him. “Next!” she called.

      Swinging the guitar strap over his head, Andy walked off the stage and was met by Struan, dark hair curling over his collar and crinkles at the corners of his brown eyes.

      “Top man,” Struan clapped Andy’s shoulder enthusiastically. “You slayed it.”

      A filthy look from Mrs Welch sent them hurrying out of earshot.

      “Yeah,” whispered Andy, once they were safely at the side of the wings. “Just have to hope I can do the same at the real audition.”

      “Two weeks?”

      “Yeah. Not long.” Peeking round the front, Andy caught a glimpse of a flame-haired fiddle player standing centre stage. Fin, the new guy from Ireland. He swallowed. Haven’t heard him play yet. “Let’s go watch the others. There’s only one scholarship, so I need to know how good the competition is.”

      “You’ve got this,” Struan gave him a fist bump. “No sweat.”

      I’m not so sure. Andy might have done the performance of his life, but someone else could always do better. And the rest of forever would depend on the outcome of this audition. Arms circling his guitar, he gave Struan a sideways look. “Yeah. No sweat.”
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      “FORGETTABLE, MR MORRIS.” From the other side of the oak table that served as her desk, Mrs Welch peered at Andy over the top of her half-moon glasses. As usual, her white-grey hair was perfectly coiffed, a line of pink lipstick adding colour below pale cheeks. Her office always smelled faintly of the Chanel perfume she favoured, old-fashioned and sharp like its wearer. “Well executed, but quite forgettable. You want them to remember you, no?”





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/eden-press-logo-500.jpg






OEBPS/images/feyland-4-bard-1600x2400.jpg
. ROZ MARS HALL

(R
o8
W=, L
R

Rt
[

o

BARD

ST RRoM A’NTHEA SHARP’S WORLD OF I Gngﬂb

S \*& R





