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Prologue

“Wake up. Wake up boy, you are saved.”

Another fantastic tale of time travel on the island of Ischia. Set in 1348, it is a tale of adaption and determination. Can Sir Geoffrey de Mortimer, the Bearer of the Token, save the islanders from the merciless Black Death?
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Chapter 1 A land of sorrow

Geoffrey woke with a start. Opening his eyes very, very slowly, he fully expected to see the dazzling Bluestone, and the splendid, glittering electric blue crystals of Lyunika's lair; but instead he had awoken in the middle of a hellish nightmare.

He was seated in a deep pool of freezing black filth and slime, beneath a sinister black mountain outcrop; surrounded by shiny black boulders, and sharp pointy rocks. Foul, still, damp air, hung around him, and he felt so terribly cold.

His sodden back and shoulders, were propped up against a cold, wet jagged rock. In the gloomy, grey light, he glanced down at his clothes. In horror, he discovered that he was wearing a filthy, putrid, ragged, greyish, thin shirt and a pair of torn and ripped breeches; which had probably once been dark brown, but were now a sluggish, muddy colour. A stinking, sleeveless jerkin, of the same nondescript colour as the breeches, completed the outfit and he almost sobbed, when he realised that his warm, electric blue wool cloak, was no more!

His feet? Where were his feet? Feeling down along his almost frozen legs, he found that his lower legs and feet, were deep in a small pool of slimy, cold sea water. He shivered, and quickly pulled his icy feet up out of the freezing water, to see that he was barefoot! He had no shoes! His feet were only bound with thin, strips of rags.

There was an overpowering, sticky sweet, stench of rotting flesh in the air, that made him retch and gag. Pressing his hands over his mouth and nose, he tried, in vain, to stop breathing in that foul air, but of course it didn't help. His head spun wildly, and he promptly vomited, onto his almost frozen cold feet; quickly plunging them back down into the icy pool, in a sad attempt to clean them. Wiping his mouth, with the back of his hand, he scrambled up out of the freezing water, and swaying on benumbed legs looked around. He was trapped, stranded on a thin strip of dark brown sandy beach, in a small, black, rocky desolate cove, and he could see no way out of the god-awful desolation around him. All he wanted to do, was scream and cry; and then run away as far as he could from this evil, terrible place and hide.

A little further offshore, the pitiful remains of a shipwrecked trading ship, were firmly wedged between a large group of sharp, jagged black boulders. The tall, broken mast and ripped, white sails rocked, and flapped helplessly, like an injured bird, as strong choppy waves thrust at it, splashing and pulling; angrily trying to tug it down into the dark depths of the cruel sea.

Geoffrey had the eerie, oppressive sensation of a presence around him; followed be a terrible sense of gloom and death. An unseen evil, something or someone was close by. Something he couldn't explain or understand; he just had a dreadful feeling of being watched, observed but by whom? The trading ship had obviously been abandoned, and as far as he knew, he was alone in this abysmal cove, yet he felt in his bones that something was there with him, watching him.

Surrounded by those awesome black slippery rocks, he had no perception as to where he was, or how much time had passed, everything was alien to him. It was then that he began to seriously panic, and his little inner voice took over:

Who was Lyunika trying to fool? “You are the Chosen One and all will be well” she had said, but where in the name of God am I? This is like no place on Ischia, I have ever seen before! I can't be on Ischia! But I am, Lyunika wouldn't have made a mistake. I am here now and can and have to do this, he told himself, but he knew that there was no way, he could ever fulfil this, so very difficult task alone.

He needed help already. He would have to call up the Blue Spring Spirit; what had Lyunika said her name was? Oh yes, Celestina. All he had to do was press the tiny fragment of the Bluestone, onto his heart, Lyunika had said, and Celestina would know to come to his aid; that's what he would do! He would use the Bluestone now!

With trembling, slippery numb fingers, he rummaged around his ragged clothes, and the first thing he noticed, was that Lyunika's amulet wasn't around his neck, as it should have been! Maybe it had been put in his pouch? Where was his pouch? He felt all around himself for his belt, but there was nothing there! It was gone! He had been robbed, he had lost everything! A tingle of fear swept over him, as he breathed deep and hard, trying to control an oncoming panic attack, but try as he might, he couldn't stop the burning hot tears, of fear and anger, which sprang to his eyes.

“Oh Lyunika, I'm afraid, what shall I do?” he sobbed into the evil nothingness around him, his teeth chattering wildly. Even his experience of war in the Holy Land, had not prepared him for this scene of desolation and horror. Shaking uncontrollably, he called out for help again and again, but no reply came to his desperate plea. The only sound that could be heard, was that of the splashing, almost invisible waves, tumbling angrily onto the razor sharp cold rocks; clinging possessively for a split second, and then slithering silently back into the relentless sea: to reform and attack again.

Wave after wave, thrust unceasingly against the shore, slowly and stealthily invading the land. All around him the freezing waters, rose higher and higher; he just had to escape from this evil, dreadfully cold place of horror, but how?

Remembering that Lyunika had taught him, that he had to have a plan, he took lots of deep breaths, tried desperately not to panic, and carefully weighed up all his options. A dark expanse of endless sea, was spread out wide in front of him; a huge, black monster, roaring and swirling around the cove, covering or swallowing everything.

It would be extremely dangerous to go forward, into that evil blackness; the only other alternative was to somehow climb up the smooth, black rock face, towering high behind him, but that too seemed almost impossible. He had no experience of rock climbing, neither did he have any shoes on his feet; he would surely slip and fall, but he knew in his heart that it was the only way out of the cove, the only way to salvation, to save himself, the island of Ischia and the castle. It had to be done, but he knew he couldn’t do it alone, he needed Lyunika and Celestina, but how could he contact them?

He had to find his pouch, maybe it hadn't been stolen; perhaps it had fallen off him, when he had lain down between the rocks. He would have to keep searching, it had to be there.

Crawling and tripping over the razor sharp points, he began probing deep down, between each slimy crevice and pool, poking into everything that he could feel, under his almost frozen fingertips. Everything he touched was freezing cold, and he was beginning to loose all sense of feeling in his hands. In fact his whole body was getting numb, and his breath was coming out in short, misty gusts.

As he fumbled around in the darkness, going from pool to pool, without any idea of where he was going; the night seemed to get even darker, if that was at all possible. Then, when he was at the point of giving up all hope, of ever finding his pouch; his now frozen fingers, felt something softer, smoother wedged between some rocks, at the bottom of a pool. He pulled as hard as he could, and eventually hauled up something stringy and long - it was his leather belt -but he couldn't free it. He pulled on it again with all his might, but it wouldn't budge.

“Stand aside” a loud voice commanded out of the darkness; a strange, strong voice, speaking in an English dialect, which Geoffrey fancied he recognised.

Shocked, he spun around. Behind him stood a tall, muscular, black cloaked hooded monk, holding high a spluttering torch, made from a thin crooked branch. Covered by his heavy, black hood, his face was in shadow, but Geoffrey could see a long, thick, black curly beard, and a pair of dark brown eyes, glittering in the bright dancing flames of the torch.

“Hold this” ordered the voice, thrusting the twisted, crackling torch into Geoffrey's benumbed hands. Automatically wrapping his fingers around it, he prayed that he wouldn't drop it, as he couldn't feel anything at all! Whoever this monk was, he was grateful to him, at least someone else was here, in this hellish place.

Regardless of the fierce cold, the monk plunged his strong arms, deep into the icy pool water, and after a few seconds of swishing around, pulled out his belt and the sodden woollen pouch; squeezed out the cold, putrid water, and almost threw them at Geoffrey. Then without saying a word, he snatched back his torch, turned around. and began leaping nimbly, from one dangerous rock to another, disappearing into the darkness.

Almost crawling, Geoffrey forced his numbed limbs into action, and followed the monk across the sharp, dangerous rocks; his belt and wet, cold pouch now tied firmly around his waist. I have to keep up he thought, but try as he might, he soon fell behind. The bright, twinkling flames of the monk's torch, got smaller and smaller; eventually dwindling into a tiny blimp, in danger of being swallowed up by the evil darkness. Summoning up all his strength, he took an enormous leap, missed his footing, and crashed down between the rocks, knocking himself out cold.

Black, treacly silence surrounded him, smothering him, pressing down heavily on his chest. Feelings of desperation and total helplessness, washed over him again. What was happening now? Only a moment ago, he had been leaping through the air, running after a strange monk, and now there was just this awful silence, and dreadful excruciating pain, as every single bone in his body ached and throbbed.

Darkness and silence! Slowly and carefully, one at a time, he tried to force his eyes open, but his eyelids just wouldn't move! They seemed to be shut tight, glued together, stuck with some sticky substance or other, or was there something heavy on them, keeping them closed? With great difficulty, he managed to move his head slightly to the right, and in fact, something cold and metallic slide off his right eye, and rolled down his neck, slipping behind his ear. He tried opening that eye, a little at a time, but the eyelashes were clogged together. It was pitch black, he couldn't see anything at all, and now he was having trouble breathing!

Don't panic he told himself. You are the Chosen One, the Warlock, a Prince of England, you will get through this!

Squinting through the one, half closed eye, he slowly became accustomed to the darkness, and began to make out tall, strange shapes around him. He seemed to be lying on a type of single wooden bench, or was it a slatted floor? And there as a strong pungent smell of roses. Roses? he thought. I must be back in Antonia's perfume factory in the villa in Cartaromana. How come? How was he here? He shouldn't be back in Aenaria, that had all been destroyed; he should be in the future, centuries away from Aenaria.

He wriggled around, as much as he could, trying to move his arms and legs, but it was useless. Both his arms were strapped tightly to his body; strong wide bands of cloth were bound around his chest and thighs, and he seemed to be completely wrapped in layers of a thick, heavy cloth, or it could even be a sack, whatever it was he couldn't move, he was trapped, imprisoned. Only his face was uncovered.

The heady scent of roses, got even stronger and then, as if by magic, something heavy, hard and cold, was pushed under a fold of the cloth on top of his chest. There had been no sound. No movement, just the silent darkness and the scent of roses. He opened his mouth and tried to speak. His throat was so dry, that his tongue was swollen, and only a low moan came out.

“Capellina, is that you?” he tried to speak, but the words came out like strange, frog like, croaking sounds. Another wave of panic washed over him. Where am I? Think said a voice inside his head Think, figure it out, everything has a reason. Think – where is Lyunika? I need her now – he tried hard to concentrate, as once again, he sank into oblivion.

The next thing he knew, was that he was rolling, twisting and sliding. Bouncing up, and then landing down with a heavy thump, onto something hard. Sharp bolts of pain, shot through his whole body. Could he hear cartwheels rattling? Through all the throbbing pain, he thought he heard the sound of shod horseshoes, clattering against stone. Was he on a road? Another jolt, sent painfully unbearable sharp sparks, through him again. What was happening to him? he asked himself desperately, as once again, everything went black.

A strong voice, rising up from a deep hollow in the darkness shouted “Wake up. Wake Boy, you are saved, be thankful I found you before it was too late.”

Geoffrey managed to half open one eye, and stared hazily into the large, black bearded, sunburnt face of the strange monk from before, smiling down at him.

“So, we meet again lost boy” laughed the monk, as he wrung out a strip of white linen, which was soaking in a nearby small bowl of warm, thermal water, and gently washed Geoffrey's face, carefully ungluing both sticky eyelids. Picking up a small, clay oil lamp, he pushed it into his face making him blink. Once satisfied that he was able to see, he gently began to unwind the many layers of white cloth, he had been wound in.

“Tolla did a good job on you” he sneered as he unrolled him. “She must have found you in the cove, and taken pity on a young lost boy, with wild, fiery red hair. See, she has even left your precious pouch intact, and has given you your obol, these two silver offering coins” he said, throwing them on the floor with distaste. “The foolish old woman still follows the old Greek traditions of payment, to enter into the other world. She refuses to believe in the true Christ.”

“Tolla?” queried Geoffrey.

The monk frowned, ignored the question and asked. “What brings you to this cursed land Boy?” he asked.

By way of a reply, Geoffrey sat up stiffly, felt around in his pouch, sighed an enormous sigh of relief, and pulled out Lyunika's amulet.

“Lyunika, the magnificent ” he said proudly - “She has sent me to save you all.”

The monk doubled up, and roared with laughter. “Ah, we have a fool amongst us! The mythical Lyunika, the last of the Ziz, sent you did she? And where has the magical Lyunika been for the past 200 years or so? Where was she, when the burning lava covered our lands, and the raging cruel, foaming sea, swallowed up our villages and people? And where is she now, in these times of terror?”

“I don't know the answer to your questions; I only know that she has sent me now” repeated Geoffrey in a tiny, almost insignificant voice “I am the Chosen One, the Warlock. Here to save you all. Believe me I speak the truth, it is my quest to save the island of Ischia and the castle!”

“Of course” nodded the monk, secretly thinking that the poor child, had completely lost his mind.

“Come Boy, I am Brother Thomas, you can help me with the burials for now. How are you called?”

“I am called Sir Geoffrey de Mortimer, Knight Hospitaller, Prince of England, Scribe and Master of the Book of Records, the Chosen One, the Warlock, I answer to many names” he replied proudly, finding his voice at last.

“Ah, so many names, such an important person. I shall call you Tomfool” replied Brother Thomas still laughing.

“It is of no matter” replied Geoffrey “I am still the Chosen One, by any other name.”

Brother Thomas looked carefully at the wretched foolish boy, blathering away in front of him. He was definitely strange, but in the list of all those names the boy had rattled off there was one which was familiar: had he said Scribe and Master of the Book of Records?

“What did you say Boy, Scribe and Master of the Book of Records?”

“Yes good monk, I am, or rather was, the Scribe and Master of the Book of Records in the Aragonese Castle. I am one of Friar Dominic's apprentices.”

A look of bewilderment, crossed Brother Thomas's face.

“Tell me no more lies Tomfool” he yelled at the hapless Geoffrey. “Scribe and Master indeed, apprentice to Friar Dominic – you speak nonsense.”

“It is the truth Brother Thomas, I was the Scribe and Master for Commander Ignacio Caballero, and then I worked with Friar Dominic, in the Scriptorium in the Castle on a Rock” pleaded Geoffrey, begging the monk to believe him.

“What proof do you have? How can I believe you?”

“I have none, but Friar Dominic can identify me. Take me to him, he will verify my identity” pleaded Geoffrey, completely forgetting where he was; he was in the future now, and Friar Dominic wasn't with him.

Brother Thomas stood up straight and tall “Certainly Tomfool, I can take you to Friar Dominic, he is close by, come. I'm sure he can explain everything” he said with a sinister smirk on his face.
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Geoffrey tried to take in his surroundings, as he followed Brother Thomas into the oppressing darkness. At first, he thought they were in a long tunnel or maybe a mine, until he decided that they were probably going to a deep underground crypt; as the foul stench of putrefied, decomposing human remains became stronger, the further along they went.

After what seemed like ages, they finally entered into a small, windowless vaulted crypt, completely below ground. Brother Thomas took a lit torch, down from a nearby bracket, and held it up in front of Geoffrey, who gasped in horror at what he saw.

The crypt was crammed full of bodies! Wooden trestles and planks, which had been set up around the chancel, were piled high with bodies of all sizes, all bound in the same white, cloth sacks. A few of the trestles overflowed with corpses, which slumped into horrific mounds onto the stone floor, or tumbled into stinking heaps in the corners of the small frescoed chapels. Countless other corpses were stacked on wide shelves, running along the grey stone walls of the crypt.

Spluttering flames, from the burning torches in the wall brackets around the room, threw monstrous shadows across the room; at the same time illuminating brightly coloured painted frescoes of Holy Saints and Coats of Arms, decorating the private chapels and ossuaries. Could it be that he recognised something in this horror? Was there something familiar to him?

“Plague victims” explained Brother Thomas “all awaiting burial, all these side chapels and tombs are full.”

“Plague!” Geoffrey shrank back terrified. “Plague here in Ischia? It cannot be!”

Brother Thomas stopped in the centre of the crypt. Geoffrey looked around impatiently, where was Friar Dominic? This place, was the worst unimaginable nightmare, he had ever dreamt in his entire life. The air was unbreathable; choking putrid smells, wafted around in clouds, he knew he couldn't stay there much longer.

He tugged sharply at Brother Thomas's sleeve.

“Where is Friar Dominic?” he demanded.

“Why here Tomfool - Friar Dominic is here” replied the monk, as he stretched his arm out low, indicating towards the stone tiled floor.

Puzzled, Geoffrey looked at where he was pointing to. A large rectangular marble slab, had been inserted into the dusty stone floor, and he was almost standing on it.

Jumping back in fright, he exclaimed “What sorcery is this? I demand to see Friar Dominic, this instance!”

“You asked to be taken to Friar Dominic, and I have done as you requested. Look again Tomfool” snapped Brother Thomas, crossing his arms and leaning back against the wall, a sardonic smile stamped across his strong face.

Geoffrey spun around, fully expecting Friar Dominic, to emerge smiling from one of the dark shadowed corners, to hug him and tousle his hair; instead at that exact moment, a very large corpse, slid down the side of a heap, and rolled across the floor stopping at his feet.

Beyond terror, Geoffrey spluttered “Friar Dominic, it's me Carrot Head, come out.”

“Carrot Head? Another name?” teased Brother Thomas. “Tomfool, Friar Dominic is beneath your feet, you are standing on his ledger stone.”

Ledger stone, what is a ledger stone? thought Geoffrey, as he took two steps away from the marble slab, whatever it was, he really didn't want to know.

Brother Thomas, crossly snatched another torch down from its bracket, and handed it to him. “Look Tomfool.”

Shaking wildly, Geoffrey took the torch, and knelt down on the edge of the ledger stone, to read the inscription carved into the horrific slab. The ledger stone had been decorated by a master letter cutter, delicate vines had been inscribed, entwining and swirling around the borders. Hidden between the leaves, he could just make out a skull and crossbones, and maybe a long scaly spiky tail – could it be Lyunika's?

The central inscription read

Here lies Benedictine Monk Friar Dominic,

passed from this world 30th April in the year 1199

Scholar and faithful counsellor to

Prince Geoffrey and King Richard.

He rubbed his eyes and knelt closer to read it again. Friar Dominic 1199 – he can't be gone from this earth! Friar Dominic had always seemed immortal in his eyes, he couldn't imagine a world without him.

Brother Thomas glared at Geoffrey. “Well Tomfool, here lies Friar Dominic” pointing to the ledger stone. “Let's hear what he has to say” he said mockingly.

Of course, what was I thinking thought Geoffrey – what a stupid thing to have said, obviously Friar Dominic couldn't help him, he was in the future now – 200 years later but it was comforting to see that Friar Dominic had lived for10 years, after the children's hospital had been built.

“And what of Prioress Serafina?” he turned with a sigh to Brother Thomas “Where is she buried? Is she here as well?”

“Prioress Serafina? Oh yes the Warrior Nuns. You know of them too? I heard that there were plans to build a small crypt, especially for them in the Castle on a Rock, but many years have passed since anyone has entered that place of doom. It has been abandoned, and most of its buildings are in ruins.”

Geoffrey shook his head in shock. “The castle abandoned – that can't be, nothing could destroy that fort, it was magnificent.”

“Tomfool, the castle and village have long been deserted. Terrible things happened there” he said sadly. “I fear all hope, is fading on this island of sickness and horror. Otherworldly forces, have taken over, and turned it into a violent, brutal land.

The mournful atmosphere in the crypt, was interrupted by the creaking sound of wooden cartwheels, rattling on the cobblestones above them.

“Come Tomfool, we can talk later, now you must help me load the Dead Cart. Here start with this one” he said bending down and picking up a small, white reeking bundle, from the floor. “Hold your breath Tomfool, do not inhale the invisible gases” he said, passing him the pitiful bundle.

Geoffrey held the small bundle in his arms. It was heavy and cold, about the size of his little Knarr he thought, as he walked quickly to a small doorway indicated by Brother Thomas. As he walked, the bundle moved in his grip, and a thin leg and tiny foot, slipped out of a ripped seam.

“It's the body of a child!” Geoffrey shrieked out in horror.

“Hurry Tomfool, there's no time to waste, these people have to be buried now, before dawn, now when the night air is fresher, and before the thundering rains come again with the morning. Time is running out.”

Not knowing how, Geoffrey reached the open doorway, and found a wooden cart drawn by a tired, weary white ox, waiting outside. The cart was already half full of bundles, of what he now realised were corpses. Brother Thomas appeared behind him, carrying two corpses, one on each shoulder and threw them into the cart, like bags of flour or waste.

“Brother Thomas, these are the remains of human beings” Geoffrey yelled out in frustration. “Treat them with respect.”

“Tomfool, there is no time for respect, in these God forgotten times. These bodies have been prepared for burial, and must be buried. The alternative is to be left to rot in the streets and houses, to become food for rats and wild animals. At least these will have a decent Christian burial” he said, striding back into the crypt.

Geoffrey followed meekly, gagging at the awful smell of decomposing flesh. They worked incessantly, backwards and forwards loading the cart, with as many bodies as it could hold, yet as hard as they worked, the crypt was still full of mounds of rotting bodies.

Between loads, Geoffrey stopped for a moment outside the crypt and looked around, blinking in awe at the building directly above them. It was a stunning, snow white church; standing alone on a promontory, surrounded by a raging sea. Its architecture reminded him of the many domed Moorish buildings, he had seen in the Holy Land.

“Such beauty” he sighed out loud.

“Come Tomfool. There's no time to waste” shouted Brother Thomas, fixing his blazing torch onto the side of the cart, climbing up into the driver's seat, and hardly waiting for Geoffrey to be seated, before he tugged sharply at the ox's yoke.

The obedient animal began pulling its sorrowful load along the silent, narrow, cobbled lanes. Twisting and turning around tight corners, between low, deserted sad stone homes, burnt out shells of what once were homes. Flickering, macabre shadows, from their burning torch, danced along shattered wooden doors, swinging open in dark doorways.

A low keening wail, from an abandoned house, echoed out into the cold night, interrupting the rhythmic plod, plod of the ox's hooves, and the rattling rhythm of the cartwheels.

A tingle of fear ran through Geoffrey. Between chattering teeth, he whispered “I'm afraid, Brother Thomas.” The monk only nodded in sad recognition.

An evil miasma hung in the air, and a strange, light green hue, covered the land. Even though he knew that he was on the island of Ischia, everything was unfamiliar to him. The mountain slopes were not coated with the lush, emerald green pine trees like those he remembered from the mountainside above the village of Ischia Ponte. Instead they were almost bare and barren, covered only by enormous light grey/green boulders, scattered around the mountain slopes.

Some boulders appeared to be hanging dangerously, even wobbling on the cliff ledges, as if the slightest movement would send them rolling and crashing down the mountainside to the shore. Evidence that this had sometimes happened, was obvious too. Large suchlike boulders were strewn around the lanes, blocking the village streets. Behemoth has already played with this village thought Geoffrey.

Winding around the narrow back lanes, the ox at last left the confines of the desolate village, and plodded steadily along the open coastal route. Through the gloom, Geoffrey could see more enormous greenish, stone boulders, strewn around the roadside, and along the shoreline. Gigantic strange shapes, some even humanoid in the form of praying, kneeling figures. One in particular caught his attention. An enormous, green/grey boulder arched up high, spanning over the road. It was in the wyvern shape of Lyunika with huge wings spread wide open, arching up over the road, with a fierce open beaked mouth, which glared down at them. In that awful gloomy light, it looked truly real and frightening.

Needing no directions, the plodding ox took a steeper lane uphill, into the mountain, leaving the dangerous rock boulders behind them; the strong animal had done the same sad journey many, many times before. Up and up they went, following a narrow trail, leading them through rows and rows of tall and spindly, dark green oak trees, which formed a dark, oppressive roof overhead in the gloominess.

Trying his best to get his bearings, in the black awful night, Geoffrey peered anxiously through the tree trunks. The more he scanned the trees, the more he imagined that he recognised the forest, and the bush covered slopes. Yes, he knew where they were!

Excitedly he tapped Brother Thomas on the shoulder. “I know where we are!” he cried out happily “We're near Lyunika's lair, its close by, I'm sure of it.” His excited voice pierced through the heavy silence of the forest, and even the slow plodding ox, pricked up its ears in alarm, altering its stride.

“Quiet Tomfool, show some respect for the dead, hush your mad ramblings. There is no Lyunika's lair, she has met the same fate as Friar Dominic, quieten your tongue. This is the land of mass death.”

“But it's true I tell you” pleaded Geoffrey. “I feel it in my bones, it's nearby, I just know it is.”

The ox stopped abruptly, bringing the heavy cart to a halt, sending a few corpses almost tumbling down to the ground. Brother Thomas unharnessed the animal, and led it into a tiny wooden stable, well hidden in the vegetation.

“Well done” he said patting the animal's head, while removing its yoke and chains, and spraying out some fodder into the manger. “Rest now” he said closing the stable door, and carefully camouflaging it again.

Returning to the cart, he pushed Geoffrey towards one of the long thin shafts, while he went around the cart to the other side. “Now it is up to us” he said “Pull.”

Pulling together, they twisted and turned the cart around, positioning it on the edge of a small, deep, bottomless crevice. Picking up two, very large, black brick like stones, and using them to block the cartwheels, Brother Thomas shouted “Do as I do Tomfool” as he leant heavily down, on one of the shafts. Geoffrey ran around to the other shaft, and together they began to lean and rock the cart.

Slowly at first, one at a time and then in one awful horrifying rush, the grotesque contents of the cart, began to move. The dreadful load, rolled and slid down into the crevice; down deep into the mountainside and vanished into the dark depths below. The sound of the bodies, smashing and bouncing off the sharp rocks, as they tumbled down into the mass grave, echoed out into the hideous silent night.

Dawn broke, bringing heavy freezing sleet with it. A frighteningly bitter cold wind, blew strongly in a foreboding blue-black sky, as he followed Brother Thomas away from the mass grave; along narrow steep furrows, up through the dark woods, until they stopped at yet another enormous green tuff boulder, which signalled the end of the path.

Brother Thomas knelt down at the foot of the rock, and dragged a row of thick bushes to one side, revealing a wooden, gate like, arched doorway. Carefully creaking it open, he stepped right inside the massive boulder! Having no other choice, Geoffrey followed suit and marvelled at what he found.

It was a fully equipped home! Dry, large living quarters, big enough to house three or four people quite comfortably, had been hollowed out of the huge, solid tuff boulder. A tiny hole in the high rounded ceiling, let in the pale dismal grey dawn, illuminating a few, low, wooden stools and rickety chairs, scattered around the room.

The central point of the room, was the small, blackened, brick fireplace, directly opposite the doorway. Circling out from either side of it, were wide beige stone benches, which had been built into the light green tuff walls. Large metal hooks, holding round, terracotta cooking pots and bunches of drying wild herbs, had been nailed into the walls. above the benches. The pleasant perfume of the herbs filled the air, and it was a very welcome change from the overpowering stench of the crypt.

OEBPS/images/002.jpg





OEBPS/images/003.jpg





OEBPS/images/001.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Pairicip O’ mahony
’{/ ‘pu"

A2






