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	Celtic Otherworld XIII

	Marion is concerned about the Detective agency that has opened across the street. Neamhain wasn’t always the third member of the Morrígna.  Originally the leader was Anand, not Badb. In this case it’s not “mór” meaning big, greater or older, but an obsolete Gaelic prefix “mor” meaning terror, so Morrígna means Terror Queens. Morrígan is the singular Terror Queen and as Anand, Anu or Nainsí was originally the leader of the Morrígna before Neamhain was of age.

	The cover is based on “The Valkyrie’s Vigil” by Edward Robert Hughes.
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The Celtic Otherworlds

	Contemporary travel to Otherworlds is mentioned in Celtic myth and legend. Meet the Tuath Dé, Sióg, Aés Sidhe, Elves and Faerie. Also set in Limerick, Ireland and Wychavon, England.
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	Court Grave, Lough Gur, Co. Limerick

	Manannán Mac Lir led the Tuath Dé away to the Otherworld over 2500 years ago. Except for them it’s been more like 600 due to the time-slip. The Portals were often at Court Graves, Raths and other ancient Irish sites. Today Tuath Dé culture is a crazy mix of Mediaeval to Nineteenth Century styles.

	The Celtic Otherworld series has this not as world belonging to the Sióg also called the Fay, the Good Neighbours, the Fair Folk, the People of the Woods, the Elves, the Lords and Ladies and the Sidhe, but a world with Aliens that remind the humans of old stories.
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Chapter 1: The Competition

	Spring is in the air

	Marion stared at the name plate with her binoculars. It wasn’t going to tell her anything that Nossie hadn’t told her. She rang the Courthouse and made an appointment to meet Conaire for lunch at the Tin Soldier. Then she left a message at the Scribe’s Guild for David, cancelling lunch. She’d see him at dinner at Sorcha’s anyway. She called Nossie to her study using the internal phone.

	“Sit, Nossie,” she said.

	“You’re concerned about the lull in the business?”

	“We’ve had times before with no work, but we had no competition either. Faolán mac Donnell won’t say anything?”

	“You’d not want me to say anything to him either,” insisted Nossie. “Anyone can call themselves an investigator. Francis mac Leod has resigned from the Courthouse as a Lawyer. He’s got the Guild certification for Law. So they are aiming to investigate for banks and insurance factors. People like Danny mac Cormac are potential customers. Some clients might be lying or omitting important information.”

	“I could have Lady Ita or Conaire on a retainer. Conaire is soon to be a Journeyman Lawyer and may be ennobled as his father has died. Brídín isn’t sure.”

	“I can’t believe we make a profit,” said Nossie. “I can’t see how the entire principality can support one investigative agency never mind two.”

	“I admit the Lorinok Peace Office and the Lárnian Guards are good. Does Faolán admit how many clients they’ve had?”

	“Five. Which is five more than you’ve had since you came back.”

	“I got a great windfall from that last case.”

	“You could have died,” insisted Nossie. “The scar on your cheek isn’t a great look!”

	“It’s not too bad, likely it will fade a bit more. I admit the other five are worse than the old one just below my shoulder. I’m not planning on any more contracts with any Fay, they can do their own dirty work. I wonder who the visitor was today?”

	“Not anyone Judith or I recognise. Will we look for any more potential breach of promise cases?”

	“No, I’d sooner close. I was appalled you and Judith had been doing those while I was away. You’d enough money for wages and expenses.”

	“You’d put Judith and I out of work sooner than take on cases you don’t like? It’s a serious issue and the Guards won’t investigate it.”

	“There is no risk of us closing. Next thing we’d be investigating for divorces.”

	“You’d not have wanted to marry Conaire, it’s hypocritical, Marion. You want me to be frank, so I am.”

	“The photos did upset me, however I’m thinking I’d never have married him anyway. He wanted my body and my money and I wanted his company at dances. Not a good basis for marriage.”

	“You are going to be late for lunch with David,” said Nossie.

	“I’m seeing Conaire, but I better go. He says he has interesting news for me. Couldn’t repeat it in the office.”

	Marion was surprised that Conaire was early.

	“You’ve seriously reformed?” exclaimed Marion. “Early!”

	“I did reform while you were away. Seven months in the Empress’s Citadel?”

	“I travelled a bit. Let’s go up.” Hardly anyone knew she’d been in the Old World all that time, though obviously people wondered when they met David.

	“No doubt you spent seven months in the Old World with the Empress’s permission. Something to do with silicon chips and computers?”

	“What have you heard?” said Marion as they sat in the private dining room.

	“Never mind that! Have you spoken to Lord Kevin Aldiare today?”

	“I’ve been in the office all morning. He’d hardly ring me then except on business.”

	“His elder brother is in the city!”

	“He’s an only child.”

	“The birth certificate and an assumed death certificate is in the Courthouse. I looked at it myself and made a copy of both.” Conaire extracted both from his wallet and set them on the table. “I also made a copy of the marriage of Miriam Kolrinos and Lord Conor Aldiare.”

	Marion donned her reading spectacles and studied them.

	“So Liam is the older son of Miriam Kolrinos, but Lord Conor Aldiare isn’t listed as the father. The birth registration was seven months after the marriage. The death is given exactly but based on hearsay?”

	“Yes. Liam Kolrinos claims he was fostered in Deas Ceat not long after Kevin was born. He thinks he should have the jewels and anything else that passed to Kevin from Miriam after her death.”

	“I suppose Kevin still has them?” mused Marion. “He’d hardly have needed to sell any?”

	“Any purchaser would have to return them and be refunded, it’s not like other assets where the cash value can be offered,” explained Conaire.

	“So would—” Marion stopped with the knock on the door.

	They ordered and then Marion resumed when the serving woman left. “So would he be employing someone to prove this? Likely Kevin would want proof?”

	“Francis mac Leod was discussing it with Lady Ita. I’m breaking a confidence telling you.”

	“You shouldn’t have said!” exclaimed Marion.

	“You’ll not tell anyone and I was bursting!”

	“Now you’ve given me a dilemma!” complained Marion.

	Marion called Kevin as soon as she was back at the office.

	“Is there any niggling thing you’d like me to investigate, Kevin?”

	“I thought you didn’t like to promote yourself to friends and relatives?” replied Kevin. He laughed. “You can’t be short of money after what you sold to Órlaith’s guild. They had to borrow!”

	“They got a bargain.”

	“It’s still got to have been the most expensive sale ever.”

	“I’m just offering to help you Kevin, in confidence. I’m not in it for the money. The truth is that there are more steady ways to make a living.”

	“I’m seriously doubting you need to work. Judith and Nossie sold real gold to Órlaith’s Guild. Órlaith almost fainted when she saw the assay results. You must have got more than that yourself?”

	“It’s put away for a rainy day.”

	“I’m not going to discuss it on the phone, Marion,” insisted Kevin. “Discuss it with me privately after dinner.”

	“You’re inviting me for dinner without telling Órlaith?”

	“I’m telling her if you are coming.”

	“I’m coming.”

	“See you then. Usual time.”

	“Bye.”

	Marion considered what to do. She checked the time. No way to contact David. She rang Sorcha’s house and left a message with Cairbre, their Factotum, that she’d not be in for dinner, or at all. Could he tell David too when he came in from the Guild classes. Then she unplugged her phone. Just to forestall any questions Sorcha, or even Tony, might have later. She leaned back and checked with the rooks. They were starting to build and repair nests. No nesting in the attic, she warned them.

	
Chapter 2: Kevin and Conor

	There was no discussion or allusion to anything unusual at dinner, except that old Lord Aldiare was with them. Órlaith and Kevin famously insisted that they had no secrets from each other. Marion, Tony and Sorcha were not the only people that wondered about the wisdom of applying that too rigorously. So Kevin and Marion met in Órlaith’s study with Órlaith as well as old Lord Aldiare.

	“Just call me Conor, Marion,” he insisted.

	“Dad will explain,” said Kevin.

	“I met Miriam when I was in the capital of Tuas, Ath-Tuaiscirt. We found we were both from Dalrinath. Then one evening she was assaulted. We already had an understanding. She said we could cancel the betrothal when she found she was with child. We married and when Liam was born seven months later, we were back in Dalrinath by then. Two years later Kevin was born. While Kevin was still a babe I had to visit the Court at Dunceath in Deas Ceat. We all went. Liam fell and gashed his leg one day at the market. It must have been infected.” Conor paused.

	Kevin poured everyone some brandy.

	Conor sipped.

	“I loved him as my own son, as much as you, Kevin,” explained Conor. “Perhaps there was horse dung, I don’t know. Or maybe it was something else. He took a fever. Miriam thought he just needed kept cool, lots to drink and some willow tea. We sent word to the city infirmary and the Mages anyway and they said they’d send someone at once if he was worse and in any case someone would come the next morning. He got worse in the early hours and the Mage was called. He arrived in less than a quarter of an hour but Liam had died a short while earlier. They took the body to establish the cause of death. We went back home the next day. Neither of us could bear to stay in the inn in a strange city. We had a remembrance service in the Abbey there and came home.” He drained the brandy glass.

	“So you see,” explained Kevin, “there will be a certificate in the Deas Ceat capital, Dunceath.”

	“I held his cold dead body, so this man can’t be Liam Kolrinos,” insisted Conor. “It’s an insult.”

	“He doesn’t have to be really,” explained Marion. “What if the death certificate is missing, if the witnesses can’t be found? He only needs to produce documents about fosterage and his validated ID card. It’s how the court would see it. Your twenty five year old testimony with no documents versus who knows how many witnesses and documents. I’d go to Dunceath, maybe with just two rooks as the others are raising dabs again this spring. I’d not be charging or anything.”

	“Really, Marion?” exclaimed Órlaith.

	“I can’t promise I’ll stop him. You need a lawyer. It should be possible to have the case suspended pending investigation. I take it there is a case?”

	“The case started this afternoon,” admitted Kevin glumly. “Lady Ita is representing him. I thought maybe I’d engage Francis mac Leod.”

	“I’d suspect this person is Francis’s client. Francis started up a competing investigative business, literally across the street, while I was away. He has a former Detective of the Guards, Faolán mac Donnell working for him. Their selling point is legal expertise on possible fraud cases and various things relating to Finance, Banks and Insurance.”

	“I’d not realised that,” said Kevin.

	“It’s the principle, not the money?” asked Marion.

	“You are going to charge us!” exclaimed Órlaith.

	Marion ignored that outburst and continued; “Dearbhla and Conaire are both acting Journeyman Lawyers. I know they are technically still apprentices and are in Lady Ita’s office. However they are chronically short staffed and losing the senior Master Lawyer Francis mac Leod has made it worse. They will be certified soon. They are good and can get the case suspended pending my investigation. The Constable isn’t too happy about losing Faolán mac Donnell, his best detective. I’ll have Nossie and Judith, maybe with Danny’s help, investigate the financing of Francis mac Leod. We think he’s had five cases, but not paying well.”

	“You’re miffed at having competition, Marion?” suggested Kevin.

	“Nossie and Judith are, they worry about our income and that I’d pack it in. Nossie thinks he isn’t too likely to get back into the Guards. He’s wrong, besides I’m not likely to pack it in. Though I’m not going to accept any more Fay contracts. Um, was there a will?”

	“There was this letter and a will,” explained Conor.

	Marion put on her spectacles and read Miriam’s letter.

	Dearest,

	If you are reading this, then the worst I feared has happened. They might try and make it look like you did it, so I hope you took my advice about never being alone and open as to where you are. You are more valuable to them alive than dead due to your position in the King’s Privy Council anyway.

	You must get Kevin away somehow. He knew that Kevin would be a Magus and for some reason wants him, dead or alive. I’m not sorry I fell out with Him, despite the money it provided. I know you would like my jewels, but they were my mothers and the only thing honest in my family. So apart from the items identified in my will for you, they are all Kevin’s to be held in trust by you till the trouble is over, they are itemised in the will, I don’t think you really need them anyway. I’m sorry we got involved, it’s my fault for following in my father’s footsteps. As long as possible try to progress His aims publicly in the council or else you are a dead man. But it’s time to be brave and secretly tell other Lords that can be trusted what is going on. I know some may also be in His pockets, so be careful.

	With all my love,

	Miriam

	“The will is clear?” insisted Marion.

	“It is,” replied Kevin.

	“It might be ruled invalid if Miriam thought Liam was dead and actually we were mistaken,” explained Conor. “But we couldn’t have been.”

	“I’ll need a faster car with bigger range,” mused Marion.

	“We have a new one for our business trips,” offered Kevin. “You don’t mind dark green?”

	“Is it a sporty model?”

	“No, it’s not exactly the car equivalent of a curricle,” explained Órlaith. “I don’t like cold or draughts. Two front seats and a bench for three at the back. It is fast and streamlined. We’ll loan it for the investigation if you leave us yours.”

	
Chapter 3: Sorcha’s Opinion

	“You are going to Dunceath in Deas Ceat and you have no idea when you’ll be back!” exclaimed Sorcha. “Does David know?”

	“I’m going to tell him when he gets up.”

	“Not ask his opinion?”

	“Why would I do that?” puzzled Marion.

	“It would be courteous, you are betrothed.” Sorcha paused. “I wonder are you making a mistake?”

	Marion didn’t rise to the bait, though she wasn’t sure if Sorcha meant asking David’s opinion or being betrothed to him.“He’s not going to have any say in the Investigating Agency when we marry and I’d not tell him how to do his work for Danny. The break from me will be good for him. It’s a chance to get more integrated to society now that his Common and Lárnian is good enough.”

	“You are serious about getting married? You aren’t working at any loopholes in the Betrothal Contract?”

	“It was attraction at first sight. Almost mutually.”

	“You don’t believe that?”

	“It was for you and Tony.”

	“We worked at our relationship. We didn’t rush into a betrothal.”

	“I was nearly going to propose to both of you as a proxy. I was baffled how long you put it off. We have had almost six months before the Betrothal. We were and are both sure.”

	“You’ve not got a good track record.”

	“I’m reformed. Actually Conaire seems quite reformed too.”

	“Oh gods, Marion! Surely you’ve no attachment or feelings for Conaire?”

	“I was thinking of having Lady Ita on a retainer for legal advice, but really I think her reputation is a little undeserved. Conaire and Dearbhla are both getting good reputations.”

	“I can see you’d have dilemma deciding which of those two to have on a retainer, or you ought to. There are other lawyers!”

	“I’m not going to engage someone I don’t know.”

	“Likely Danny could recommend someone?”

	“I suppose I’ll investigate that idea. I’ve not mentioned the idea to anyone yet. I was going to discuss it with Conaire the other night and then he had to tell me about the Liam Kolrinos claim. That was worrying as he shouldn’t have told me. So I said nothing.”

	“So who are you visiting with David today, Marion?” added Sorcha.

	“No-one. We’ll go off alone somewhere, Sorcha.”

	“With eight rooks it isn’t really alone. What’s in the sack?”

	“Your new phones. I had breakfast with Kevin and Órlaith.”

	
Chapter 4: David Complains

	“You’ve missed a lot of our meetings and meals, which actually you scheduled in the first place,” David complained in English.

	“Do speak Lárnian or Common,” insisted Marion in Lárnian. “You are good enough now.”

	“You are also very bossy,” he replied in Lárnian.

	“You need to be more assertive and not let me boss you around.”

	“You are making it sound like it’s my fault!”

	“You knew what I was like before we even had an understanding.”

	“Secretive, manipulative and unpredictable,” responded David. “Yet I’ve not had any doubts. Despite you haven’t shared your exam results nor explained when you are twenty. You must be now, yet no party?”

	“Birthday parties are not a thing here after the coming of age ball or party. At least certainly not after sixteen. The eighteen and twenty-one are of no significance to the Tuath Dé. The Inamok do celebrate at twenty-two, as they are full adults then.” Marion passed him her ID card.

	David studied it. It was in Common only. He didn’t know what it all meant. “What does that mean?” He pointed.

	“Pursuivant is the closest English equivalent. It’s an Inamok Peace Office role. I can arrest anyone with due cause. I can do various searches and questioning relating to any case I’m assigned by the Empress, or if I’m authorised by a Peace Office.”

	“You are also Enchantress to the Empress’s Court?”

	“I mentioned that.”

	David handed back the card. “Your exam results? You must have failed to be keeping it secret.”

	Marion sighed. “You really insist?”

	“I’m not going to mock you if you failed anything.”

	“Oh ye of little faith. Education here isn’t the same as the Old World. It’s better in many ways. I got an A in Mathematics. B in Sociology and Psychology. I only managed a C in Literature as I’m not good at giving the expected answers.”

	“That’s better than my A in Economics, B in business studies and C in the two Maths subjects. How did you manage it?”

	“I did maths at Magi College and the Guards. I often studied with you on Monday, Harry and Pamela on Tuesday, Ruth and Charlie on Wednesday and on my own on Thursday nights. I don’t forget stuff once I’ve learned it. I’ve studied local and imports of Sociology and Psychology texts as I thought it useful for a detective. At least for the sorts of investigations I get.”

	“Yes, I’ve found the material and pace in the Guild tough. The truth is that between that and the time working with Danny I’ve little spare time.”

	“You’ll have lots of spare time when you are a Journeyman Accountant.”

	“The people here really left Earth 2500 years ago, yet only 625 years approximately have passed here?”

	“Actually a bit more as the years here are longer. The time slip used to be severe. Somehow the Aés Sidhe fixed it.”

	“That reminds me, do the clocks change soon for Summer Time?”

	“No-one does that here, David. We don’t copy much from the Old World”

	“It doesn’t make sense. I know a lot of information was imported via the portals, but still. Were any ideas exported?”

	“Very little more than vague stories about an Otherworld even though the natives had the local equivalent of rubber, large glass sheets, surfaced roads, steel, moveable type, sanitation, understanding of germs, semaphore telegraph and scrying based communications before humans came. There was tight control over who could visit Ireland when we did have portals.”

	David stared at Marion and realised why she’d been secretive. “You thought I might be embarrassed because you’d left the Old World over five years earlier after only three years of secondary school and got better results.”

	“Two, we start Secondary later in Ireland. I was competing with my adoptive mother. We are quite a competitive family. Perhaps that’s part of why Alice adopted Tony, me and Sorcha.”

	“You’ve lost me.”

	“Queen Oonagh is Neamhain’s natural mother. Neamhain adopted Alice, though they are somewhat related. Queen Oonagh adopted the four English teens damaged by Aliens. Alice adopted three, though my birth mother and Alice were half sisters. The Queen’s mother was Alice’s older half sister, the same father. Though you must not repeat that. Englec is dead. Alice studied for her Leaving cert subjects in the Queen’s palace and sat as an external student. She wanted to legitimately attend the University with the four adopted teens. I know why you get upset about the messages.”

	“Why?” David thought it was because it was so often and short notice.

	“You are used to smart phones.”

	“An interesting theory.”

	“Would you like one to keep in touch?”

	“There is no system, no masts.”

	“There is now. Also Guards, medical, military and government people are getting the phones since yesterday. It will be a while till the ordinary public can buy them.” Marion put two wireless phones on the table from her bag.

	“I presume they are really just the Guards’ two way radios with transistors replacing the vacuum tubes?”

	“Real cellular phones,” insisted Marion. “Not exactly like a smart phone. The models for the Guards are fatter as they have also a two-way radio built in.” Marion opened the back. “See the four Nickel Hydride cells, they really are AA sized. A pop out Flash memory cartridge. The smaller cartridge is the subscriber identity. It’s secured Flash memory. It does the same as a SIM, but differently.” She clipped the back back on and pressed the button labelled wake in Common.

	The screen on Marion’s phone had glowing green text in Common using quite large pixels. The phone was about 1″ thick, perhaps more than 3″ wide and it had to be nearly 7″ long. David pressed the button labelled wake in Common on his own identical phone. The four blank buttons under the screen, alternated with labelled buttons, now had text labels on the screen. The bright greenish-blue screen had a glass surface and was about two thirds of the front panel with a brass bezel and a rubber like gasket. He watched Marion navigate with the arrow keys. She selected his name and the call button.

	His phone chimed.

	“Press the open button,” urged Marion as she got up and went out of the room.

	“Can you hear me?” he asked after putting the top end with the small grill to his ear.

	“Fine,” responded Marion. “Press Exit to end the call.”

	She came back and sat down.

	“How?” he asked, obviously puzzled.

	“A lot of this stuff, even ICs, was designed ages ago. They didn’t wait till the problem of working transistors was cracked about ten months ago. The phone does audio recording, audio playback, video and stills on the camera. The camera chip is 2064 by 1456 pixels in colour using a 4128 by 2912 CCD sensor. It uses blue and green on even rows and then green and red on odd rows.”

	“But the display is like something out of an oven or set-box.”

	“There are colour CRTs on prototype workstation computers. The prototype portable computer computers have orange plasma screens and only go for an hour on battery.”

	“It’s phenomenal!” exclaimed David. “When can Danny’s office or I get a computer?”

	“I’ve no idea. The entire production is for programmers, electronics designers and Inamok governments.”

	“Windows, Mac or Linux?”

	“None of those, the Fay don’t use those either. Allegedly the OS is a bit of a work in progress. They are doing our own design of operating system with some ideas from Linux and some obsolete OS from the Old World and the GUI on the Fay laptops. They did secretly import some PCs years ago when they still had a portal with Dublin.”

	“The Fay surely aren’t exporting laptops here?”

	“The administration and law enforcement Dwarves all had Aés Sidhe technology. Apparently we removed it all for them though it was mostly returned to the Aés Sidhe recently.”

	“After Órlaith’s crowd took some of it apart?”

	“I’ve no idea, I didn’t even know they had so much until Lord Stefan presented a list. There was some question of ownership, as the Dwarves had paid for it. So the Aés Sidhe refunded the bartered goods to the Dwarves, via here.”

	“How do I pay for this?”

	“I’m paying. Don’t go mad calling me. Absolutely don’t email me videos or photos unless I ask.”

	“There is email?” exclaimed David.

	“Two accounts with every phone. No equivalent to SMS or MMS. One account is for business and the other personal. Our business domain is @daldetec. Personal ones are full name with dots with house or clan name as the domain with prefixed number and dash if there is more than one.”

	[Obviously daldetec is a transliterated translation]

	“Is there an Internet already?”

	“Not like you’d recognise, also the recipient has to add you to the allow-list or emails get a rejection message Destination Not Found,” explained Marion. “No spam. No Websites. The Artistic Progress Committee and the new computer related committees say we shouldn’t copy the human Internet because it’s broken.”

	“How do you mean?”

	“On the human Internet you can’t know or control what links to a page. There is also no privacy. So they are thinking about it. I’ve used the Aés Sidhe equivalent of the Internet. Unfortunately I’ve no idea how it works. Empress Megra has set up a committee in two parts to examine the problem. One part is concerned with social, legal, security and privacy aspects. The other part is tasked with presenting prototype implementations. Now let’s go to dinner.”

	“Charger?”

	“In the box. You can dock it like a cordless phone or use a cable.”

	“Where is the box?”

	“In the library.”

	“Tony and Sorcha got them today too?”

	“Yes. I’ve had everyone you’d likely contact put in your address book.”

	“What sort of CPU, memory and OS has it got?”

	“I’ve no idea, dinner!”

	“It’s very heavy,” commented David. “I guess all the glass, brass and that mahogany?

	“It’s not mahogany. It’s a plywood made from native woods and native glue. You can give it back if you don’t want it. It’s very expensive.”

	“No, it’s wonderful.”

	“You can hook it up to the fax machine to print. There is a calculator on it, so you can use it in work.” Marion put on her cloak.

	David took the hint, pushed in the small springy aerial whip and put it in his small bag they called a wallet. “Does it always need the aerial?”

	“Only if the weak signal symbol flashes.”

	“So what do you normally do on a rest day like today?”

	“Read. Would you like to go swimming again?” asked Marion.

	“Does this mean you are going on another Fay mission?”

	“No, though I do have to visit Dunceath in Deas Ceat,” explained Marion. “I’ll likely be away a bit more than a week.”

	“Is it far?”

	“More than three thousand two hundred miles. It will take me at least four days, leaving before dawn, to drive to Dunceath. I’ll be there before dark, I hope, on the fourth day. The longest bit is the best road, but it might take five days. People normally take a week now and it used to be a month by road train.”

	“That sounds insane.”

	“Anyway, it’s warm for spring. We’ll go to the beach out the South East Coast road. I’ve brought some apple juice, bread, jam and cheese for a lunch.”

	“The jam here seems odd?”

	“No cane sugar and the sugar from root vegetables is expensive and a bit oddly flavoured. Some jams use honey. Jam is very expensive because it’s mostly using a mix of sugar and tree syrup.”

	“You mean like maple syrup?”

	“We don’t have the maple. It’s either from the birch or the Baltie tree. The only other sweeteners are malts from barley, wheat or rye and they aren’t used for jam. Pickles are cheaper.”

	“Won’t the beach be crowded?”

	“People here might go to the park, or the countryside, but not the beach. It will be deserted.”

	“Can you take me for a dragon ride then?”

	“No.”

	“Some other day?”

	“It’s very unlikely, I explained why before. Now we need to go.”

	They drove out of the city. The start of the road had building sites on both sides.

	“What are they building?” asked David.

	“Suburbs. Though with enough space behind each house for growing food or keeping some animals. Most will at least have hens, geese, pigeons or ducks. Maybe quail, domestic boar or goats. Likely they’ll have a very thin long field.”

	“The new car is very smooth and lovely shade of dark green,” remarked David.

	“Um, I don’t like talking when I driving. Actually it’s borrowed because my own car isn’t so good for long trips. Too slow and not a big enough fuel tank.”

	Marion drove down a narrow overgrown lane. There was space at the end with some old stone cabins with slate roofs. The doors and windows were gone. There was a paved path through the dunes to a small pier.

	“What was this?” asked David.

	“I don’t know, the rooks spotted it. We can use a hut each to change.”

	David was surprised that Marion had donned a local style of one piece costume that extended to the top of her arms and legs.

	“No bikini today?”

	“I’ve a lot of scars.” Marion stopped hiding them with glamour.

	“You’ve been hiding them somehow?”

	“Glamour.” She turned round slowly.

	“More than the one I saw before and the one on your cheek, left hand, right arm and right wrist? The swimsuit doesn’t hide them.”

	“Well, also we are outside. Someone might turn up. At least it’s too early in the season for sunscreen.”

	“The old one just below your right shoulder on the front is unchanged?”

	“Six new ones. Put your hand on the base of my spine and the left shoulder blade.”

	David obliged.

	“No petting or kissing.”

	“I feel them. Does it hurt?”

	“Not now. It was very sore till Jenny licked it in her werewolf form.”

	“I knew you were hiding the ones on your face, your left hand and right wrist. You said the cut on your face was a ricochet or shrapnel from friendly fire?”

	“It’s not too bad. A werewolf was shooting at a bogill in Austria. The one on my back was when I was in Dragon aspect and a bogill bit me. The scar on my arm was from landing badly and impaling my wing on a branch. The other three were from the adult bogill in Austria.”

	“They aren’t very noticeable.”

	“Perhaps the one on my cheek will fade a little more as it wasn’t severe. Two won’t because I’m not Fay. Shape-changing is a Fay thing. Human Enchanters never lose scars due to wounds while changed, so one on my arm and one on my back will never improve. Fay do heal completely, though it might take a few years.”

	“I think you are still very beautiful.”

	“I tend to be a little overweight because I eat too much. Also unlike the Fay I’ll be a crone soon enough. Though like them, I may have no children. That’s why we magi marry each other, it’s supposed to be more likely. We can get out of the contract if you don’t want to marry a half mutilated possibly infertile witch.”

	David took her hand. “I don’t want out. You are too hard on yourself. You compare yourself to Princess Eilis and Lady Morien instead of other young human women.”

	“Sorcha and Órlaith are proper human Enchantresses, prettier and slimmer.”

	“Frankly they are scary in different ways and I’d not rate them prettier. Sorcha is rather bossier than you, and that’s saying something. Órlaith is obsessive with her plans. Danny still can hardly believe she’s married with children. She and Kevin seem very suited to each other. Sorcha doesn’t boss Tony?”

	“Not for want of trying. Sometimes she does. They either agree to differ or compromise. Sometimes Tony gets her to agree. They are very different to Órlaith and Kevin. They do have rows and keep secrets. Órlaith and Kevin keep nothing from each other and I’ve not ever heard of them fighting about anything, except something to do with young Daniel. Though whatever that was, it got resolved.”

	Then the eight rooks arrived. They started examining the cracks between the cobbles.

	“I’m getting cold!” exclaimed David.

	“Grab your cloak. I’ll race you to the end of the pier. It’s safe to jump in.”

	Marion grabbed her cloak and a towel and waited for David to start off. Then she ran and overtook him. David saw her drop the towel and the cloak at the slipway. She ran on to the end of the pier and jumped in. He dropped his cloak and towel too. She could run much faster than him. He hesitated before jumping in. The water was clear and only had gentle ripples as there was no wind. The sandy bottom was visible. He jumped and gasped with the cold, swallowing a mouthful of the salt water. Marion laughed and swam toward the slipway. He slowly followed.

	“It’s freezing!” he shouted as he walked up the slipway.

	“It’s certainly chillier in the sea than I thought it would be. It was the end of summer when I swam here before. We’ll find a sheltered spot in the dunes. I’ll get the rooks to warn if anyone is coming.”

	
Chapter 5: Courthouse Visit

	“Like to come to court with me, David?” asked Danny.

	“It’s the Liam Kolrinos case?” replied David.

	“Obviously I have an interest. Sorcha and my Órlaith are nearly like sisters, so you have an interest too.”

	“I’m still getting used to the idea that marriage here sort of merges families.”

	“It doesn’t on the Old World?” exclaimed Danny.

	“I suppose it can, especially in more old fashioned cultures. I’d be curious anyway. How does the judging work?”

	“It depends if the case is brought by the state or an individual. In a state case the judge is any approved Noble as the chairman with a casting vote. The actual judging is by ten to fourteen jurists of good standing. They must be peers of the accused and if there is a victim then half must be peers of the victim. Half of each group should be men and women. They must be over fifteen and literate. None can have a connection to the case. All are given a briefing on the legal issues first. The prosecutor and defender both must be at least Journeymen Lawyers employed by the courts with no outside interests. In a personal case the judge must be a Master Lawyer in the Courts. Serious issues have three judges. Each side may have any number of legal representatives of standing in the Courts with no outside interests, they don’t have to be fully qualified but must be in the guild. There might only be the appellant, with the state effectively to be convinced or as the defendant. Or many defendants. Or a group of people as single entity prosecution or defending.”

	“So this isn’t a criminal case?”

	“Only if it’s later proved there was intentional fraud. The case simply alleges a wrong assumption of the facts. Obviously if this man really is Liam Kolrinos he might be entitled to the jewels.”

	“I thought it was about the jewels?”

	“Ultimately. He first has to prove he is the Liam Kolrinos presumed dead. Then he has to prove that either Miriam was leaving the jewels to the eldest living child, or would have left them to him. Kevin might prove that the jewels were explicitly left to him, easiest if there is proof that Miriam knew Liam was alive. Órlaith thinks that’s unlikely, though she never met Miriam. Laragh and I did meet Miriam and knew Lord Aldiare by sight before we met Kevin. Miriam had been to a couple of Laragh’s at homes, the ones with fewer nobles. Miriam wasn’t a Lady and didn’t like the courtesy title. Laragh says she never mentioned an earlier child and thinks she might have first met Miriam over fifteen years ago.”

	“What happened to Miriam, that’s Kevin’s mother?”

	“She was assassinated. It’s never been clear why. It’s hard to believe it’s about 10 years ago. It was the last year of the Great War. Órlaith met Kevin a couple of years later at the Magi College. They had a long betrothal. It was supposed to be six months. It was more like two years. Your Tony and Sorcha got betrothed not long after their wedding. Court may be amusing as it’s the first time Dearbhla and Conaire have had standing before a Judge. Lord Lochran, formerly the Magi College Chancellor in Ard Mhaca college which was closed.”

	“Is that allowed? I mean a magus as a lawyer or judge?”

	“It’s their main career choice, other than teaching, social work or healing. Marion and Tony couldn’t due to being incomers. Most legal people are magi, probably that’s what druids mostly did. Few were actually religious leaders or priests before Christianity came. Now it’s a nickname for a basic cleric. Especially one not attached to an Abbey. A lot of rural chapels share travelling druids. They only get income from providing education and some donations. The idea of a tithe never caught on. People thought it too much like a tax. They are not keen on taxes either, nor are the Inamok natives. No government is well off. They tax the road trains to help pay for roads. Likely cars will be taxed, actually anything new gets taxed. That’s why there is no free Guild education. Only the school education for children of ordinary people is free. Guild members and Nobles have to pay for all health and education for their families.”

	David looked around the court. The public seating was less than a quarter full. He recognised many of the people, so no doubt friends or relatives of Kevin, his father and Órlaith. Anrhi the Baltie was beside Conor Aldiare. At least he presumed the green skinned person with a ginger mane was her. There were a few of the dwarf-like Kranokin. Otherwise everyone was human. No elf-like Lorinokin.

	Sorcha beckoned. He looked at Danny who nodded and joined Laragh and Órlaith. David sat beside Sorcha. Tony nodded to him.

	The usher rang a bell then closed and locked the main doors. Everyone rose as the Judge and the three lawyers came in. An older woman sat with the three men sitting on their own. He presumed that was Lady Ita, Francis mac Leod, Faolán mac Donnell and the alleged Liam Kolrinos. He presumed the older man was the lawyer and the younger was Liam. The other two lawyers had to be Conaire and Dearbhla. Both were stunning. Both tall, about 6′. Conaire had rich ginger hair and Dearbhla had a figure hard to ignore. So this was Marion’s previous serious boyfriend.

	Dearbhla was Marion’s study mate for over a year in College, sent Sorcha. She and Conaire had a relationship, explained Sorcha. Unfortunately he was betrothed to Marion at the time. She took it badly, even though I doubt she intended to marry. She told Tony and I that the betrothal was a convenience.

	“Why are you telling me this?” whispered David.

	Probably you are the only person that knows Marion, Conaire or Dearbhla that’s ignorant of it. Marion recommended Kevin engage Dearbhla and Conaire if Lady Ita, their boss, and the court agreed. Neither is yet a Journeyman though likely they will be shortly.

	David decided that knowing Marion must be a bit like his dad’s job in GCHQ. Everything was on a strict need to know basis! There was total silence; he wondered what was happening. Ah, the Judge was reading something. He wondered what was happening with his family and friends. It was nearly six months now since he’d left, so the other four would be a third of the way through their first year at the two universities.

	“Lady Ita, if you will approach?” called Lord Lochran, the Judge.

	Lady Ita stood in front of him and bowed.

	“Lord Kevin Aldiare has requested that the case is postponed pending collection of relevant facts in Dunceath.”

	“There is no need for the two apprentices to present an argument,” said Francis. “I’ve advised my client to accept postponement until it’s clear no further evidence helping or hindering our case is forthcoming.”

	“In that case I rule that the case is postponed till all parties agree all possible evidence has been gathered.” He got up and left the court via the rear door. The three lawyers followed. Then the usher unbolted the door and rang his bell.

	“Next case is number four!” he shouted. He went out to the vestibule and rang his bell again; “Case number four!”

	“Back to work, David!” exclaimed Danny.

	David thought about it while they walked back to the office. “Why was there a hearing at all?”

	“Justice must be public. Lady Ita would have already told the Judge her intentions when Dearbhla and Conaire asked her permission and the Judge’s permission to represent Kevin. Marion was smart getting Kevin to ask them. Though they do already have a reputation that they will do well. They’ll be certified before Bealtaine.

	“That’s less than five weeks now?”

	“We thought they might have been certified at the last Inamok feast, the Spring Equinox.”

	“Do you mind if I send a message to Marion?”

	“Telegraph office?”

	“I have the new wireless phone.”

	“Go ahead.”

	He sent an email that the case was postponed practically indefinitely.

	Later the phone pinged gently while he was deep in a ledger. He cancelled the alert and checked the message from Marion.

	I expected that, They knew they’d need more than an ID card. I’m suspicious that they expect me to prove he’s Liam. Take care.

	David thought they’d have to be very clever to put one over on Marion.

	
Chapter 6: Dunceath

	Marion didn’t manage to leave the office till two hours after dawn. The traffic had got heavy as soon as she left Dalrinath on the Rathlurgh road so Marion only reached Farant Dara across the river from Newbridge for a late lunch. She just stopped long enough for a pie and cup of tea. It was only another 160 miles to Gort na Dara, but slow with traffic. The Deas Ceat River Highway was a bit of a misnomer because while it was straight, the Great River, marking the border between Lárn and Deas Ceat wasn’t, it meandered. She could see the Empress’s Tower in the small Lorinokin town of Sarnlorneer on the other side of the river even from the road which bypassed the village of Gort na Dara. Sarnlorneer was hardly more than a village even though it had Empress Megra’s Lárnian Court. It would have saved distance and time to drive to Sarnlorneer and get the ferry, but the trips in England had put her off the idea.

	It was still another 875 miles to An Bháirse Trasnú! Nearly 1350 miles was too much in one day especially when the traffic had been heavy. It was disappointing to only do 370 miles on the first day, though she’d driven 5 more miles than the maps indicated. So she stopped at the small village of Dalmona because it was raining hard.
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