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NOTE TO EXAMINERS:

The creative component (a novel) is 135,000 words in length and so has been divided at an
appropriate point. The first 60,000 words are enclosed here, along with the -2@@00
thesis. The remainder is pridtén the Appendices and it is entirely at your discretion whether
you wish to read it.

Motifs have been designetb metonymically represensupplementary narrative
voices. These can be viewed via the websitevw.thesecretcommonwealth.chpmSee

0Di scowmMeEt t heck Womendé and ODiscover the Ch
without referring to these, but it may enhance your experience, if you wish to know more.
The choice to know s fundamental to this project (mir
gift and chief line of desire).

Additional material is also available on the website: other voices from the world of
the novel; audio and video recordings; original artwork; articles (by me as a research
practitioner); photographs of field research; a biobieg comic strip about Rev. Robert
Kirk; and so on. Collectively, this constitutes the totality of my research project.

This multtl i near , transmedia approach is intr
conventions of form and genre. Owing to the atétian of this approach in the critical
reflective essay, | recommend that you read that first. My reason being that | wanted it to be
clear to the examiners that I am trying to be innovative with the novel form and fantasy
genre, and because | felt it wiagportant to convey the journey of research and development

that has led to the novel, but of course the order of reading is ultimately your choice.


http://www.thesecretcommonwealth.com/
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ABSTRACT

This creative writing PhD thesis consists of a novel and a critical reflective d3sty.
articulate a distinctive approach to the challenges of writing géatien in the 2£' Century
that | defi ne asi oeGhat attvelydeagade® with the ethical and political
implications of the field via the specific aesthetic choices madet aheilnodology content,
andform.

The Knowing: A Fantasi anovelwritten in theHigh Mimetic stylethat, through the
story of Janey McEtick, a ScottiskCherokee musician descended from the Reverend Robert
Kirk, a 17" Century Episcopalian ministérom Aberfoyle (author of thel691 monograph,
The Secret Commonwealth of Elves, Fauns and FgiriBstionalises the diasporic
translocation of songand talecultures between the Scottish Lowlands and the Southern
Appalachans, and is dramatisatiorof thecreative process.

In the accompanying critical reflective essay,A Epistemological Bquiry into
Creative Process, Form ar@e n r lechart the development of my novel: its initial
inspiration, my practicéased research, its composition and completion, all informed both by
my practice as a storyteller/ poet and by my
Bet ween Woulatedny thethiodolagy and seek to defend experiential research as a
multi-modal approachi one that included lonrdistance walking, illustration, spoken word
performance, ballad i ngi ng and | earning an instrument.
mattes of formi how | engaged with hyperfictionality and digital technology in destabilising
traditional conventions of l'inear narrative
Gol dendar k an detail my dppraachltad rewthical aestheticsfahe fantasy

genre.
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SECTION ONE: CRITICA L COMPONENT

AN EPISTEMOLOGICAL ENQUIRY INTO
CREATIVE PROCESS, FORM AND GENRE
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PREFACE

Why was | compelled to write a novel about a thggmething ScottistiCherokee American
musician based in Asheville, North Carolina, who goes in search of her roots? It may seem on
the surface an odd choice. What is my connection to such material?

Most imaginative writing is, arguably, driven by widlfilment 7 a desire for a
per son, a place, a power or a world that ne\
In hindsight it is possible to discern the subconscious forces that influence our ahoice
material. | suspect the reason | ended up writing a novel about a woman of mixed heritage
with the o0giftdéd of second sight, one that e
(through the heirlooms she inherits), is that there is such aupafinistrating lacuna in my
own life.

| was made an orphan at 40, losing my parents in quick succession (my father in 2008,
my mother in 2010). My grandparents (on my n
I never knew myanHnglishmaval Boicenmaawhe matl & marae elegant
Chinese woman in Hong Kong (they had died long before | was born). | have only a single,
taciturn sister left and no one else to ask about family history. | teased what | could out of my
parents while they were alive, but neither of them weenko talk about their parents or past.
There were some vintage photos and a suitcase of old newspaper clippings and frail
documentd but that was it. | was able to piece together a basic family tree, but only as far
back as my grandparents. The past watosed book in our family (World War Il and post
traumatic stress disorder had a lot to do with it). And yet | had inherited a mixed heritage,
which, growing up in a predominantly white workiotass Northampton, was challenging
(e.g. the usual casuahaism). And, thus, | grew up knowing that | came from two very
different worlds; grew up not knowing one whole side of my family; grew up not quite fully
knowing who | was. Hence, the destteknowbecame central to the novel | found myself
compelled to wite. Through my protagonist, Janey McEttrick, and her psdindage, | was

able to explore notions of hybridity that have haunted me all of my life.

A note onrepresentationethical considerationareat the core of this project and | articulate
themi n det ai l i n the c¢ ha pntteems offictionabrépeedentationmfg Go |

so-calledé6 mi n o ras syinmlsdl by mgrosssection of diverse supportircharacterg
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as a writer of mixed heritage from a working class background | ammgvitom another
Gubaltern positiodh  ( S p i v;adtfromih® @dtipnofsocal | ed o6white, mal
which has been problematized (and to a certain extent demonized) in recent years. Rather
than writing from the apex @& hypotheticapyramid, lamwriting fromacross the basend

so the power discourse is no lemghierarchical.l call this approachdranslateral

re@r e s e n tHaweve such . justification should not be necesgahe endeavour is done

with sufficient skill, sensivity, research, andfield-t est i ng. The debate
appr op (oi @ tefraona ifin terms ofliterary praxisdvr i t i ng twil eont@ueh er 6)
to rage, but for writers of the imagination it is their sine qua. Kom Stanley Robinson
emphasises this: owriting about t lguotedOrt her i
VanderMeey 2018: 56).Nnedi Okoraforasserts:Of course anybody can write about
anything. Nobdy wants to shut anything down{?016) while emphasising marginalised
communities should be allowed to their stories first (whiplart from the denizens of

Elphame is the case hereJoo City author Lauren Beukes critiqued ths authorial

trepidation 0 | dondt have a | ot otliey greatboiscamedctewifear a u't
character outside their cultural experience.
your | maigid, 2048 19wibt f an | mpéi t @3 tubaedtingmohed 0

trick ponies that reflect some quintessential property of what we think being Other is about.
|l tds about creating complex, deep, rich char
by their experiencégibid, 2018: 194). So, | haveattempted to do just that, claiming not

authority, but conscionable creative freedom.

10
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INTRODUCTION

0.1 The Three Roads

The inherent tensions of producing a creative artefact within a critical framework is at the
heart of creative writing as discipline in the academy and has been discussed widely
(Kureishi, 2014; Self, 2014; Vanderslice, 2011; Webb, 2015; Whitehead, 2016). Though
informed by this continuing discourse, my intention here is to focus upon the actuality and
outcomes of my experier. During the research, composition and editing of my project |
have discovered a creativer i t i ¢ al approach andunedthmuglc e & t h
the byproducts of my research, in conference papers (Manwaring, 2014a; 2014c; 2014d;
2015a; 2015b2015c; 2016a; 2016c; 2017b; 2017c), articles (Manwaring, 2016g; 2018a;
2018b; 2018c; 2018d) and commissions (Manwaring, 2014f; 2015f; 2016b; 2016e; 2016f;
2017d). This hybrid approach, while growing within an ecosystem ofquishial discourse
(Said,198; Spi vak, 1988; Bhaba, 1994), was fed i
i.e. prel8th-century literature that displays significant elements ebumprotefantasy (Clute
& Grant, 1999: 921922)1 and embodied, experiential research.

Primaryanong t hese taproot texts is the super
attributed to the 13tkhentury Thomas of Erceldoune but recorded in numerous versions from
Sir Walter Scott (1806) onwards (Farrell, 2009). The earliest version of this was itradscr
by the singer Anna Gordon Brown at the request of collector Alexander Fraser Tytler in 1800
(NLS, Acc. 10611 (2)). Apparently learned from her mother and aunt (Between Worlds
exhibition, Durham University, 2017), the ballad appears to have existadsigrty in the
oral tradition until Brown was encouraged to write it down for her father for the Musical
Society of Aberdeen. At the time (late 18th century) it was fashionable to record ballads,
chiefly thanks to the popularity and success of Robert8drs out put, whi ch be
them, in the eyes of society, a tinge of respectability.

Il n the ballad in question, the young Tho
idles by the Eildon Hills, near Melrose. Tempted by her offer of a kiss, he i&lliowgo with
her to her otherworldly real m and serve her

limit ofapartt i me PhD) . Crossing through a gl oomy,

11
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sun nor moon?o, t hey paus ashbws Treomas thfee madsto e e W
choose from:

60 see ye not yon narrow road,

So thick beset with thorns and briers?

That is the path of righteousness,

Thod after it but few enquires.

060And see ye not that braid braid road,

That lies across that lily leven?

That is the path of wickedness,

Thod some call it the road to heaven.

0And see not ye that bonny road,

That winds about the fernie brae?

That is the road to fair Elfland,

Where thou and I this night maun gae. 0

(Anon., cited in Skelton & Blackwood, 199P08)
These three ontological choices (6ferlies th
with my project and my approach. Thea ofonarr o
academic discourse and the minute analysis of literary cniticis The o6br ai d brai d

be seen as the purely creative pattxpansive, lateral, unboundaried. The former needs the

synaptic leap and appeal to the aesthetic of the latter; the latter, the discipline and rigour of

the former. Either extreme by &k can be ultimately lacking too dry or too indulgent. This

is a crude distinction, and possibly a false dichotomy, akin to that of left/right brain function

myths (Gilchrist, 2012), but it will serve our purpose for now. However, there is a third way,
as suggested by theiQbeedbohfhngEl fdbadddbat hwio

br aed. Thi s i s t he road t hat takes t he

transformation, gifts and geasa (taboos). And this, | posit, is my pathcr os s t

creative/critical dividebd.

12
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In actuality, | have physically experienced this liminal landscape whilst walking the
Southern Upland Way, a 244ile footpath that runs across the Scottish Borders from coast
to coast, during the summer of 2017 tekfseveral days walking eastwards | reached the
Ettrick Valley (home of writer Thomas Hogg, the-saa | | ed O6Ettrick Sheph
setting for my novel). From there | climbed up over the hills into the neighbouring Yarrow
Valley, traversingalonelput | ovely moorl and: this O6inbetw
and anyone, seemed to me to be most numinous and inspiring | had traversed in two weeks of
walking. No doubt enchanted by the psychogeography of the place, with its rich peat of
balladry andfolklore, social history and the sublime, and by my fugue state of epiphanic
exhaustion, it inspired an impromptu song and, later, one of mysgely | ed 61 | | u mi
poems6 (O0Between the Yarrow and the Ettricko:¢
swch | iminal spaces (between two places, t wc
creativity and insight.

Looking back over the last six years, as though from near the end of a long walk, |
have found that the creative tension between the creativeriodl dhas frequently yielded
an exciting crosgertilisation of ideas and energies. This often intuitive approach is
something | will attempt to evidence, deconstruct and interrogate here. Much of this will be
backextrapolation, retrofitting my projeetith intentionalityi when in truth the process was
far more organic, freeanging and emergent (Whitehead, 2013). It is with the heart that one
responds to the i nvitiaatnido nmyt o0 cthaokhecKeodvingg o6 bworni |
was really no choice at all.

| do not recall the precise moment when t
mentions of it in my notebooks from 2012), but as soon as | gave it voice it took hold and
would not let me go. | just knew | was in forettong haul. Would |, like Thomas, be bound
for 6dseven mortal yeaedgbe dangdi fetn?2d Tuhpo nwaist hr eac e
t hat C a n n o tknowing @rophetia gift dromattie|Queen of Elfland (his prophecies
passed into the oral traditioof the area); but my gift was inevitably to be of limited
omniscience, a seknowing, selfreflexive one, insights gleaned with hagdn hindsight
into my writing practice, as | look back upon my methodology and the choices | made in

terms of material, gee and form.
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0.2 The Terroir of the Literature Review

A highlight of my hill walk between the Yarrow and the Ettrick was coming across the
ruinous l14tkcentury Blackhouse Tower, the remote former residence of Hogg, visited by the
likes of Sir Walter Scatand Thomas Carlyle. Finding this tower in the wild with my own
efforts felt like a satisfying point of synchrony with my own research. James Hoggi (1770
1835), poet, essayist and novelist, is perhaps best known for hisagserhiographic novel
The Privae Memoirs and Confessions of a Justified Sir{@609 [1824]), which went on to
i nfl uence Rober $trangeoGasef DE JeleylV aach Mdr dHndE083 [1886]),
itself a dramatisation of the disturbing, chthonic energies of the creative mindcassdis in
his contributiontoScr i h n &@rA6 Chapt er on Dreamsdé (1888),
(Manwaring, 2018d). Yet Hogg, with his repertoire of ballads and poems informed by the
oral tradition of the Borders, was first and foremost a tradibeare, and a primary source
for Scott, who became his mentor and friend. From his mother he imbibed the folklore and
fairy traditions of the area, and from his father, an elder of the church, the strictures of the
Scottish Kirk. Hi s owmasarapdtédate lmeerbeen thve last mao @ P h a
converse with the faiiegsAnd so to walk in Hoggods footst
vi brant skein. But t htehea ivwikl dvd tihs ad e saifc hr an
in the mist can appear to leeplace of mystery, in clear light is no more than a pile of
overgrown rubble. Reaching Blackhouse Tower as | entered the final phase of my PhD (the
task of writing up awaiting me upon my return), | could not but help feel similarly towards
the unstable edf i ce of my endeavour . Like Hoggds di
upon a rusticated dwelling (the modest s he
antiquariandés curiosity (fathoming the myste
undertaking), an element of nostalgia (for an idealised pastoral innocence) and relief (at not
having to actually |live there). Extending th
would often repurpose ancient bits of stonework, there are mgrelements that could be
incorporated into the new structure (the re
research, texts and extrapolations that go into the final iteration, even if not all of them are
visible.

As | began to sift througthé rubbé, not only did | feel the need to jettison much of

my initial proposal, but also the immense amount of research that had informed each

14
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subsequent draft would barely see the light of dayeither in the novehor here, where |

have been forced to pare down exactly what to discuss. Every text is cited in the notes and/or
bibliography, of course, but only the key aspects remain foregrounded in this commentary.
This process is an unalveadawe$d,e tplae t s orfu bobsitni
matters, the living skin beneath the dead cells.

Yet after years of being 6éweat hereddé in
what i's oneds skin and what is oneodbwldenviro
begin?). This is not necessarily a problem. Plagiarism can be creative, as Alasdair Gray
wittily illustrates i nLataitkt 6 DiPfofafjéPs a@dllf ed o
(1994: 485499)1 and as Jonathan Lethemrguesinhi® ssay O0The Ecstasy ¢
invoking Roland Barthés di ctum AFrom WAnk texiTexs$, woven

citations, references, echoes, cultural languages, which cut across it through and through in a

vast s t e Baethep Quotedyid Lethen2 0 0 7 : 68) . This Ovast S
merelyabypr oduct, the sum of our influences; it

apparent that appropriation, mimicry, quotation, allusion, and sublimated collaboration
corsist of a kind of sine qua non of the creative act, cutting across all forms and genres in the
realm of cultural productiond (2007: 61).
Although | would not go as far as Lethem in his vehement refuting of copyright and
his claim that everything is a mepatchwork of influences (I bring to my work more than a
O60mi nor discolouration é06), it has to be ackr
working in a certain idiom, one is inevitably shaped by its traditi@ither by working with
orreactingagai nst it 0l nspiration could be calll e
6submerges that knowingd (2007: 61) . We awa
theatre of the braind (1888: 122) ,i havigi c h i n
watched a film, seen a play, listened to a concerto the night before, or sometimes years
before. We forget the souréea process <called Ocryptomnesi
perceiving a latent or subconscious memory as an original thought or idea; datent
subconscious r ecol IibuttheideramdempiGE D , 10th edn])
This chancy terrain between the unconscious and the conscious is the artistic (and
critical) ecosystem that writers ©é&awrnehe f an
makingt er m | have appropriated from Jeff Vand
Trilogy (2014a; 2014b; 2014¢c) , where it I S

15
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metamorphic potentiality investigated by a series of scientific and military teamsmis dér
my novel, | see it as everything that has gone into the mulch of my imagiinahertotality
of my influences. The conventional literature review is expected to show a depth and breadth
of reading, demonstrati ng eldhas o eggesut iskdifficulv 6t h ¢
to know what to include, for | have been reading science fiction and fantasy all of my life, as
well as poetry, books about folklore, folk tales, mythology and legends. And similarly | have
been visiting numinous placéshe kinds of locations | feature in my novelor a long time.
| recall wvisiting the Eildon Hills (-&vesoci at
years | ater |1 was once more at the Rhymer s
Societyin 1929 and relocated in 1970 to its current posiiiothe purported site of the
OEil don Treed mentioned i n t hverdbeasion & thg , rec
ballad in situ. The conversation never stops.

A lifetime of words and wandering but such romantic peregrinations could be seen
as crepuscul ar, undertaken in a kind of Ot wi
When you embark upon a PhD you switch on the spotlights. All of your bad habits and guilty
pleasures are revealed. this critical light it is clear what is lacking. To rectify this, seminal
texts must be studied, the authorities of the field (Todorov, 1975; Moorcock, 1987; Garner,
2003b; Clute & Grant, 1999; Clarke, 2004; Le Guin, 2004; Mendlesohn, 2008; Atwood,
2011; Pullman, 2017a). The academic discourse you are hoping to contributa fool
knight, rocking up to court on your donkey; Parsliia¢ you may be, but you may yet win
the Grail. But the hard work commences. Before the glory of the tourney grounobiagru
pots in the scullery. Hours, days, weeks spent in libraries or in the solitary act of reading.

Apart from the nexus of texts around Cecil Sharp, folk songs, ballads, the collectors
and the collected (Roud, 2017); and likewise the body of work ar®afebrt Kirk, The
Secret Commonwealth of Elves, Fauns and Fairiks fairy tradition in Scotland and so
forth (Sanderson, 1976; Stewart, 1990; Hunter, 2001; Warner, 2006; Henderson & Cowan,
2001; Henderson, 2009; 2016a; 2016b; Purkiss, 2000; 2007)hthertd mai i o6 c | u s
around fantasy (the writing and reading ofi i) had thoroughly plundered during the writing
of my nonfiction book on the subjecDesiring Dragons: Creativity, Imagination and the
Wr i t er @Manw@ning, 2014b). | revisited marof these texts and greatly extended my
reading in the course of writing several conference papers and articles during nfy PhD.

Through engagement with delegates and peer reviewers | havrige thesdurther and

16
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shamelessly cannibalised them for tifiesis. They have been the embryonic articulation and
testing ground of my emergent ideas throughout the process of working on the novel.

One thing is painfully cleair you cannot read it all. Even if you somehow manage to
read everything ever written athe subject (in every language), new work is continually
emerging or coming to light (new translations, critical editions and so forth). Any literature
review is like painting the Forth Bridge an endless task and | would be suspicious of
anyone clairmng omniscience. This brings me to an essential part of my project.

0.3 An Epistemological Enquiry

One starts a PhD hoping (perhaps naively) to become the expert upon your chosen micro
niche of knowledge. | certainly started to get my hopes up to tme pbretitling my novel
asThe Knowing'sans subtitle at this poin@nd not just because this was the ecolectical term
(Appal achi an) for my protagonistoés gi ft of
polysemous quality. Throughout the novel, cloéees are driven by their desi@ knowi as
I, the writerresearcher, was, and as | hoped the reader would be. Achieving a PhD would, |
hoped, accredit my knowledgiebut any desire for omniscience, in any field, however niche,
is flawed and ultimately@domed to failure (although we s
epistemological hunger is at the heart of the human conditise are meaningnaking
machines (LewigVilliams, 2004; Harari & Perkins 2017)and is at the core of my project.

As Paul Gauguin questioned in his masterpi€z® o u  vneus?oQue sommes
nous? Ou allonsous?(1897 1898): Where do we come from? What are we? Where are we
going? These questions are central to the human condition. They are questions that haunt me
and have, until now, subconsciously driven my writing. With this current project they have
been brought into the light and provide the internal combustion engine of my narrative. Like
the three Fates or Norns they influence everything my central protagamst; WcEttrick,
does. They are questions | had to apply to my own knowledge of Janey. They became the
novel itself.

Here, briefly, | will summarise the way they intersect with the plot.

17



University of Leicester Thesis/K. Manwaring

0] Where do we come from?

Our origins follow us like a shadow througit our life. Sometimes we may deny them, but
we cannot escape them. They are like Ouroboros: the more we exert energy to break free of
their influence, the more we will encounter their presence encircling our lives, for, as T.S.
Eliot put ntpgdéle my baedi® In my end is my I
Janey was brought up by her mother, Marsha; her father having been absent since before her
birth. He was an undercover FBI agent with Cherokee blood, who used Marsha to infiltrate a
group ofantiwar activists. Janey has never met him, and so that side of her heritage remains
something of a mystery (although her Cherokee friend Quatie compensates a little as a
surrogate mother figure). After her interrogation by the FBI and the revelatioreaf | ov er 06 s
true identity and purpose, Janeyds birth mc
moments of lucidity, Marsha is an unreliable narrator when it comes to conveying to Janey
knowledge of her heritage. Janey knows she has Scottish bloodheomatrilineal line, but
that is about as far as it goes, until her mother bequeaths to her a box of heirlooms that have
belonged to nine generations of McEttrick women. Through these Janey starts to discover her
0rootsdé, for she mdagcescantaired withih daeh throegmber speeial a
inheritance: the gift of the O0knowingo.

Janey McEttrick, on one level, personifies the hybridity that has haunted me my
whole adult life. She is uncertain of her position, her stascottishkCheroleeMétis who
has never known her fatheandis alsoin denial of the tradition her mother represents, her
journey is to realign with hermixed heritage and by doing so connect with her authentic
voice. And therefore sheerforms what | myself, as researcipeactitioner, have attempted
to do here. Walking between t he Oinwoynbvdls 6 of
| have tried to reconcile thempparently antithetical modalitiehrough the lens of the
Fantastc whi ch &é6functions within the | oG@Ghes of ¢
characters within the novel personify diff el
and of belief. The 6 acgaoted imAndedson 2006: B§oit met he O w
remains sceptical about many aspects of Fairy folklore andpagan beliefs, but as a
novelistl can inhabit different belief systems through my characters and, vicariously, imagine
what it would be like to have, for instance, Christiarthfgias in the case of Kirk). My

characters perform their gradations of belief and knowledge for ofeen articulating the
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dialectic between different positions (e.g. Eliza Thomas, the ethnomusicologist; Allen Raven,
the amateur enthusiast; Agent Treitte taffled but curious FBI agent). In this way, they
perform, indirectly, a fictecritical functioni characters lucidly dreaming the story they are
within, the ballads and folklore intersecting with their lives, so many Red Kings threatening
to awaken fran 't he &6 f i cqudted e Nehle, 260 Ag951)(creating an internal

selfreflexive commentary.

(i) What are we?

The nature of our being can create a lifelong existential crisis. As Ophelia lamelatslet

OMy 1l ord, we knooa whhaatt wee amaey, bbeudt (nAct | V,
Janey has been disturbed by strange, often terrifying visions. She quickly learned to drown
them out with drink and drugs, beginning a letiaged descent down the slippery slope of
substance abuse anddiction. Losing her first child in a tragic accident compounded this
seltdestructive trajectory. We meet her at the start of the novel in her early thirties, barely
keeping it together: living in a trailer, working pdirhe in a vintage record storeaging in a

jobbing rock band, but essentially spinning wheels. All of her life Janey has been running

from what she is, from her gift, and what that implies about the nature of reality. It is more

than meets the eye, as William Stafford epitomises in biepn 6 Bi f ocal 6: 60So
happens twiced once what we see it as;/ second it | e
Only by coming to t er masdashedladdhGaelc), san Jadey fim@ t wo
some kind of peace, and that is hermai 6 ar c 0 : by connecting wi
accepting her gift she starts to achieve her true potential, finding her authentic voice as a

musician and, through that, the healing of the rift inside of her.

(iif) Where are we going?

Eschatological conces have obsessedomo sapienssince the dawn of consciousness
(Harari & Perkins, 2017). All sentient people speculate about their extinction, about what
happens to us when we die. In some sense every novel is a rehearsal for death (McHale,

2003: 228232),and every ending is a kind of death. Inevitably, | wrestled with the way to
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finish The Knowinglnitially, | structured the novel using the seveote heptatonic scale of
Appalachian music, extending beyond the classic thwedive-act structure. | deliérately
continued the narrative beyond the climax (intentionally undermining the linear and rather

phall ocentric hegemony of the Campbellian he
multi-c | i mactic: a di mi ni s4 h o gokesvériwhaehappenéd next. r uct |
in Janeyds case, her pregnancy, the devel op
6gi ftedd child. But feedback from my superyv

suggested this was all deadwood and that | Ishout the last 100 pages (24,000 words),
instead ending with Allen Raven, the comatose boyfriend, waking up and recognising Janey.

| could see how, from that point onwards, the tension evaporated. The McKeesian diktats of
plot payoff and narrative traain (McKee, 1999) deserve subvertingout my novel, not

being an experimental, pestodernist affair, did not suit such iconoclasm. So, | murdered

my darlings and cut those pages (an epilogue, showing Janey three years on, was eventually
dropped also). Ithose final two acts | also described a road trip undertaken by Janey and her
English academic friend (Eliza Thomas) westyv
her father | intend to relate in a follewp, entitledBone of My Bonéafter the Kik quote |

use as an epigraph ifhe Knowing. This will also explore the startling development of
Janeybds uncanny <chil d. Al i mportant stuff,

reader does not need to know this yet.

So, it is evident how levels and qualities of knowing underpin and interlace my novel project

T for me as the writer, for the characters and for readers. Ultimately, | suggest, the very novel

itself is an epistemological enquiry into the nature of knowdedghat do we know? How do

we know what we know? Why is some knowledge valued more than others? And is

knowl edge only validated if it is shared wit

knowingmean nothing to you, unless somebody else knbwvest you know it 2?06 (:
These hierarchies of knowledge | wished to make porous through thelinaati

structure of the narrative. Various Oknowl e

are informed by reading (Allen Raven, the poet; ShBliPont, the lawyer; Eliza Thomas,

the academic); some by intuition (Marsha; Quatie; Janey); some by an experience (Janey and

fellow musician Fingal Lewis). | have attempted to show how all have their pros and cons.

Nobody has full omniscience, includimgyself as the writer. The experience of a PhD is
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often a humbling proce$sas you realise how little yoactuallyknow, how muchmorethere
is to know. There is always someone smarter, better read, more experienced, more published,
more cited, more fundeal better connected.

Therefore, | added a critical subtitle to my novel, so it becarhe, Knowing: A
Fantasy This is to acknowledge the fallacy of omniscience while at the same time flagging
up the genre. This semantic play gives the title a more -tayktred snap. It no longer sits
square within its apparent genre, but attempts to do something else, vibrating against the
edges.

Finally, in the very format of the novel (initially an ebook and then with a website
augmenting the print version) | wish&al give readers the choice about howchthey read,
driven by how much thewishedto know. Complementary narrative threads are accessed via
hyperlinked motifs. The reader can choose whether to scrupulously read all these as they go
along, to cherrypick, or to just read the main narrative (as the author Charles de Lint decided
to dd’). The reader experience, in this way, is aligned with the epistemologies of the project
(researcher; author; characters). | wanted the reader to experience somethindgcsitaitay
whenshehals t he heirlooms in her hands (through
access the memories encoded within each artefact). When the reader touches the motif on
their Osmartdé device they miaonrthem akinaesteeticbs p s

analogue of her gift.

| wi || di scuss matters of form in mor e
conclude this introduction | wi | | address tl
ray6é approach: O0Are you just an authhadrdemél u

(annotations on MS, Harry Whitehead, 2017). In wrififiee Knowing wished to challenge

the dominance of Hemi ngwayds iceberg, an aj|
writing praxis (in the West). A &rd, olpeatigeh t her
omniscient prose (and in his heirs, Carver and McCarthy), it is not my style and not my way

of seeing the world. | find it too hard, too cold and too cynical. Tonally, | wished to attempt

something different, which | shall explainand explori n 6 Def i ni ng Gol dendze
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CHAPTER 1
WALKING BETWEEN WORLDS: in defence of experiential research

1.1 Reiving insight in the Debatable Lands

In an introduction to her bekth own poe m, O0Not Wavi ng, but L
(1966) said thattryingt descri be how and why you write p
see how theybére getting on é weéehayl dkaedw &I
seemed wary of brooding too much on (the often hidden) creative process of 4 [iigem
inspiration gestation and development. She did go on to provide some context for its genesis,

so perhaps she was merely playing coy.

This wariness, however, is not uncommon among writers.

Hemingway, when interviewed by George Plimpton for Bais Reviewabout hs
writing, responded Itwiitsh rao tc utsheo mam iyt grroswlpr
run guided tours through the more difficuldt

Amy Tan also warned against reveal ing tl
|l egerdemain when di scuWhen thegPashBegin@@ W Findingr 6 s m
her sel f reflecting on 6how | write annd what
publication: once it was done | real i sed
shouldnét be dissected and pulled apartoé (Ta

Il n his discussion on aut hor i allPl)bemoansent i o
t he 06o0ccup a tftheowrieed continaatlyaaskéddabowit their ideas at book festival
event s, owhere the task at hand is that of

and complex truthsé (2017: 114). The experie

telling a st orydpafansersthat efictt a crofpdeadsing rasposse.o s a |
When | asked Liz Lochhead about her ocr
Festival in 2003 she quipped, Oa petelyand a

disingenuous? Another magician not wishing to reveal her stage secrets? Just playing to the
crowd (a large packed Guildhall)? Or was she truly unaware of her own methodology? And

does that matter?
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As a selfreflexive writer in the academy | do naave the luxury of fobbing off such
interrogations, but must scrutinise my proce
What is often instinctual and chthonic arising mysteriously from the depths of the
subconscious, written in a fugue staaefirst draft groped towards in the darkas Philip
Pullman (2017c) also articulatésnust now be examined in the harsh light of the laboratory.

In such conditions | hope it will not whither, but flourighthe laboratory becoming a
greenhouse.

It is tenpting to speculate that writers struggle at, or are resistant to, articulating their
creative process because the creative act occurs in one part of the brain, the critical in another
i the classic left/right brain split. However crude this distinctione that is a false
dichotomy (Gilchrist, 2012) i t provides a useful met aphor .
are in continual communicatianlightning fields of synaptic firings across the hemisphéres
but sometimes the communication breaks down (Sach4 985) . The O0zoned we
write (creatively) may be a very different one from the editing or critical space. This
methodological schizophrenia seems endemic to the academy: Tolkien critiqued the Lit/Lang
divide in his valedictory addressand in many modern English faculties there seems an
unbridgeable gulf between the disciplines of creative writing and English literature, although
clearly they are part of the same ecosystem (Harper/Kerridge, 2B)0P&rsonally, | have
found the creativeral critical approaches to be not mutually exclusiveged they cross
fertilise in exciting ways. For me, their sh
able to hold the tension between these approaches, straddling the place of negatiate t

a Debatable Land of creative reiving and insight, then great things can emerge.

1.2 PracticeBased Research

To qualify practccbased researchbés validity as a core
worth citing the Quality Assurance Agendgr Higher Education (QAA) Benchmark

St atement : 6original creative wodlkdi sSubhecte
(2008). Emphasising this, Jen Webb, in her analysis of research in creative writing, has said,
O0Resear ch i n epractitelcangprogde a way ® ditidgevthese two worlds: to

result in an output that undeniably adds knowledge, while also producing a satisfying work of

|l iteratured (2015: 20) My wish here, througt
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thesis, ha been to attempt this. | have endeavoured to do so by drawing upon an embodied
and multimodal approach. My creative practice extebegondthe page, but feedsmckinto
it To return to the Benchmar k Sexperieatime nt : o]
learning, whereby creative writers put themselves in a particular situation or make an
experience happen for the sake of Creative V
the heart of my creative practice and this project.

As a longtime doryteller, performance poet, host of spokeord events and (more
recently) fledgling folk singer, | have used the performative aspect of my practice to inform
my prose fiction, fieletesting material to live audiences. In 2002 {azeated and performed
in a commissioned storytelling show for the Bath Literature Festival céMedes of the
Past Il n that I performed a monologue as Robe
could not have known then that | would undertake a PhD with him as a foej®; or that
this kind of dnethodwritingd , a s frepurpoasirglStanistayski's systgi936; 1948;
1957, would become a central practice of mine. | will explore the chief iterations of this in
this chapter (walking; spoken word; illustratioms well as challenging this approach, but

before strikip out o6into the wildé it is wise to es

by.

1.3 The Musical, the Architectonic and the Textile

Walter Benjamin suggest ed thhaat ttoo foWdrokw]o re ¢
musical stage when it is composed, an architectonic one when it is built, and a textile one
when it is wovend (2015: 61). To extend th
practicebased research: | would arguethah e 6é musi cal 6 stage has in
of my work as informed by my research into folk music (English; Scottish; Appalachian),

folk dance (Border Morris), ballasinging and learning to play an instrument
(guitar/ mandol i n)tage éntompasses ra anbritht spentt iro Haiwtbodndes

Castle as a writein-residence, where | worked on a second diaformed by the physical
experience of staying in a castle that was the former residence of William Drumiosd

was complemented byny visits to Edinburgh (with its many levels and wynds, the latter
suggesting oO6portalsoé fr;c;amltooAppalachid, ehere Uvasited | ay e

6ol dé-friameebuil dings and moder needenticked byl | e .
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the numerous talks and seminars | have attended on the craft of creative writing, by detailed
feedback from my supervisor, by close readings from a select peer group (including
American friends), by the study of particular authors (Grahayne] John Crowley; Robert
Holdstock; Susan Hill; Elizabeth Hand; Philip Pullman; among many others), by visits to
exhibitions (e. g. Appal achi an Wo me n , aSHEvV
September 2015; Alice in Wonderland, British Library, March@@Qertain Wytches: Fear,

Myth and Magick: Anne Jackson, Museum in the Park, Stroud, October 2017; The Lost
Words: Robert Macfarlane and Jackie Morris, Compton Verney, October 2017) and by
reading interviews with writedars Reviewhlds8f |y oO6T
2018) . I n actuality, Benjaminds triad relat
beyond this to justify my wideanging activities and interests risks punishing the metaphor.

So, to augment Benj anyi ntéos apprpolcye s@Ghr iistt oipsheme
demarcation of arts resear ch forpradice (adtiviiese mo d e
supporting the artist in her workjhrough practice (creative drafting and editinghto
practice (e.g. observation§o arti sts at work)o6 (1993). Any
with these at different stages, often flowing organically between them: they are, in my mind,

part of one continuum. But rather than reject them as a redundant taxonomy | would also
arguefor their validity as a lucid parsing of this process (the splitting of the spectrum that

does no harm to its sourtight). For, throughandinto, my practicebased research strove to

cast light into every corner. If blind spots occurred, it was througlfaalt of this multi

modal method of enquiry.

1.4 Writing as Method Acting: Experiential Research

Complementing archival research and the practical application of craft, my preferred method

of research, when it comes to bringing alive the world of my characters and their settings, is
an experiential one. | find that by visiting actual locations comuketd my story (wherever
possible) or having analogous experiences, | soak up atmosphere in an immersive, multi
sensory way (which no amount of text research could replicate), creating a reservoir of
experiences and associations that | can draw upon irrettreation of the setting or
charactersd perceptions. And | stumbl e upon

which often influence my crecapgti wree d e(cli®sd pe,s.
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is intrinsic to the performance obithenticity that follows, rather as a method actor draws
upon childhood memories, past traumas and triumphs, importing them into their performance
to give it the ring of truth.

There are countearr gument s t o t his approach. G
decongtuction of an experiential method in his attempt to write a biography about D.H.
Lawrence (2012) proves, at least, that it did not work for him; but that does not invalidate it
as a methodology. Some writers relish field research; others prefer to dachefsean the
comfort of their study. What matters, ultimately, is the writing. The embodied method
provides me with a visceral experience to draw upon and allows me to inhabit the zone of my
characters. The imported affect helps to create an ambiencéhehtcity within the prose.
However, the notion of odauthenticityd in a
problematised in recent years (Whitehead, 2010b; Baker, 2014; Darwin & De Groot, 2014).
James Freyds contr ovearand racdoverpAnMillno LitledPieced alco
(2003), has achieved notoriety for its initial claims to be a genuine memoir of recovery from
addiction (Wyatt, 2006). The device of verisimilitude is as old as storytelling itself, but first
modernism then poshodenism have challenged thatthe unreliable narrator (Hobsbaum,

1995: 3746) destabilizingthe omniscient claims of th&rand Narrative (Lyotard, 1979.

Any claims of truthfulness seem increasingly slippery in a-pogh age. And mimetic

fictionbés traditional claim to r eagknerated has |
fictions of ofake news©o. Wh a 't sabon moisservese a | C @
fictional truth O6is under siege by spurious

are plenty of examples of novels that have been written without any experiential research.
St ef P e n nwinnidgsdebatwavelthe Tendernessf Wolves(2006), convincingly

evokes the Alaskan wilderness despite the author having never set foot there. Exhaustive
research does not guarantee the Osuccessb

articulates:

You can make as many charts as ke, plot graphs with differestoloured inks,
predict movements, the arguments of ungrateful characters. You can spend years
ploughing through biographies, reminiscences of tourists in search of the pastoral;

libraries of geology, church histories, thglogy. You can visit every site a dozen
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times, live on the road. It makes no difference. The first sentence on the page and the

gamedbs up, the story goes its own way. A

Yet even Sinclair, the flaneur par excellenacknowledges the efficacy of both the
physical act of walkinfand what he calls the oétrance of
the authordos only defence against the world
welcoming ghosts, looking out fdhe next prompt, the next milestone hidden in thee grs 0
(2006: 362).

Haruki Murakami is a strong advocate for running and writing, not necessarily for
inspiration, but to balance out the sedentarydifge, clear the mind and inculcate what he
sees agssential qualities for the (novel) writer: focus and endurance (20083,766 97).

For him, running is an intrinsic part of his writing practice, a way to counteract the loneliness
ofthelongdi st ance writer: OWr it i ngarevaoymridhslikeand r u
Basically a writer has a quiet, i nner mot i vze
visibled (20009: 10) .

Whatever other authors refute (Dyer, 2012) or advocate in their methodology, | find
that experiential research doeslghme. | t affords -eme anewdt t(MaTd -
2005) of the terrain of the novel | am inhabiting, as Macfarlane describes in the approach of

Henry Williamson:

Williamsonbs r e smmapulsvei witing as anethod aing.v He

return@l r epeatedly to the scenes of Tar kaods
hands and knees, squinting out sightlines, peering at-gfpgextures, working out

what a reyewiewoféMedstsGully or Dark Hams Wood or Horsey Marsh would
be.Soitisthae t he | andscape in Tarka is al ways
bubbles 6as | arge as applesd, the spines
clear flex. The prose of the book has little interest in panoréanmashe sweeps and

long horizons which are given to eyes carried at five feet. (2005)

As a keen wal ker, my experiential resea
fieldwork. As part of my way into the world of my novel | have walked ldigiance
footpat hs: Hoald4dr)i,a nV8ess tWaHilg h(lzand Way (2015) ,
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Uplands Way (2017) a collective distance of 568 milédswalks exploring borders and
debatable | ands, And | have discovered my e
walking the West Highlad Way solo | started to pick a song each day to keep me Yoing.

For Offads Dyke | c r ‘8 @hese walks gavk enk antembodied sense o n g k
of geography, of psychogeographyfollowing mindfully in the footsteps of great walker

writers like Ttoreau, Leigh Fermor, Solnit, Sinclair, Sebald, Mdefae, Shepherd, et al., and

plenty of time to think about borders. Outcomes include a poetry colled¢iast, Border

(2015); a performance at the Cheltenham Poetry Fesheadss the Lost Bordea balad

and tale show; and, of course, the novel it&elf.

1.5 Spoken/Written

Most of all, the two worl ds of -fertiisedimmy okeno
creative practice and published wornce | first started to write poetry, in 1991, | have
straddled these worldsdi scovering that the perfor mance
mi ked nights) was just as i mportant as the w
connecting wih an audience, gleaning a response, starting a discussion. | soon realised that to

do so successfully required praetiand sometimes a tailoring of the text for performance,
focusing on its orality/aurality and factoring in mnemonic devices. | have madedy of

these aspects and techniques (and the traditions that inform them) ever since. | collected my
field-tested research ifhe Bardic Handbook: The Complete Manual for the 21st Century

Bard (2006a). In my folk tales collections for the History Pré&312a; 2014a) | rendered

into prose fiction a mixture of folklore, folk tale and balladulminating in the anthology

| 6 ve BatladTates2017a) These, in turn, have been restored to orality in subsequent

launch eventsi through either straighteading, extempore performance or song. In
storytelling, the 0p eirnbtawvematimitranscript beitthe élusterH o n k ¢
of phrases, gestures, plot points and tropes the performer holds in their mecaoryesult

in a different tellingeach time. There are many paths through the forest of the narrative, its
60stwaryl do (Pull man, 2017: 89) , modul at ed b

audience, performance space, regionality and topicality.
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1.6 Live Lit

One byproduct of my PhDresar ch has been the O6TthaBonmded and
Road A onehour blend of storytelling, song and poetry-aeated with my partner, the

folksinger Chantelle Smith, it draws directly upon the supernatural Border ballads of Thomas

the Rhymer andam Lin and my research into Scottish folk traditionisis illustrates how it

i's possible to turn elements of acreated withl i nt
the audience in a slightly different form every single time, thanks to thenpate style of

delivery. It has been performed at festivals, small theatres, pubs and gatherings. Bringing
alive the characters in the two ballads (Thomas the Rhymer; Tam Lin; Janet; the Queen of
Elfland), in some cases acting them, was an effective wayetting under their skin and

finding a way in. Embodied insights deepened my understanding of them, nuancing my
depiction of them in fiction. This was aug m
Transformationo, i n t hentstbSplaged thosaJieuy charactersy h i ¢ h

sometimes swapping roles and genders, resulting in flashes of personal insight.

1.7 lllustration as a Method of Enquiry

Another aspect of my practidesed research has been drawing. | originally trained as an
artist, taking a degree in fine art, and, although | have not pursued this discipline as a career,
it has influenced my writing ever sinde chiefly in my visualisation of mis en scene,
rendering of characters and my use of imagery and symbolism. | have dhadyan
appreciation of text and imageand in more recent years | have discovered the joy of
illustration, creating textual illustrations for collections of folk tales (Manwaring, 2012a;
2014e; 2017a). I n the cour se ke {166@1690)hnIi v a l r
discovered his remarkable illustratiofisyhich inspired me, in part, to incorporate similar
elements in my novel. | created a series of motifs symbolising the main characters. On one
level, this was purely practicdl to flag up the hypdinked threads, differentiating them
clearly to facilitate reader navigatidnalthough | took great &afaction in selecting and
rendering these motifs, deciding on the synecdochic detail that could best epitomise each
character. This approach | first vddoped in my illustrations foBallad Tales(2017a),

although elements of it had been in my notebooks for decades (e.g. sketches of corbel stones,
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St Peter 0s, Nort hampt on, 199 2; the metopes
discovered that bydogm my own versions of Kirkds noteboa
into Kirk as a young man, his mindset and-poeupations. As a theology student at St
Andrews, Kirk was prone to doodle, drawing creatures and characters that seem to
foreshadow his famousionograph, to create romantic anagrams of sweethearts, to fill his
notebooks on biblical exegesis with ludic r
created a way in for me as a novelist to bring him alive on the page. | have found the same
benefits inmy st udies of the art of William Bl ake
(unpublished). Scrutinising and replicating each pen or brush mark of an artist is akin to
walking in their shoes. By spending time with these historical figures in aver@al form

one can gain intuitive insights, gleaned through a kinaesthetic approach. My visualisation was
further enriched by participating in an ani
American artist, Jake Parker, in 2009. | committed to don&ndrawing every day for a

month. Although | used the given list of prompts (Parker, 2017) as starting points, | quickly
decided to bias my responses to the world'led KnowingForcing myselto come up with

new images after completing the novel (2.5 draft) enriched my visualisation, which fed back

into the editing of its final version (3.0 draft).

1.8 Pushing the Boundaries

The Knowinghas attempted to push the boundaries of both fordhcontent finding fertile

ground in the creative tension between the
terms it (1850). | T@a guer mhapprtopri atf adit arso
languages by John Clufie [that] embrace the genres of Fantasy, Science Fiction, and

Horror, but can also include Alternate History, Gothic, Steampunk, Young Adult Dystopic
Fiction, or any other r a%iiliesathinyhe hegativg spacet i v e
of these apparent extremégertainly choose to pitch my flag in this liminal zone where the

magical and the mundane rub shoulders, finding neither straight realisraligsd mimetic

fictionor high fantasy to my taste. I have dr ar
within my novel, a place between the Iron World of humans and the Silver World of the fey

ever widening after the cataclysm of the Sundering, when the Borders were sealed. Yet in my

novel there are irruptions on both sides: characters and contrabandalighthand in the
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trickster figure of Sideways Brannelly, a 19téntury UlsterAmerican who has become a

0 Wa y f laartradertbetween the worldd have someone who acts out the synaptic eross

fire between these hemispheres. He smuggles the lost joofrRbbert Kirk out from
Elfhame, metaphorically mimicking the production of the actual text its#i€ result of my

own walking between the worlds. And in my career as a watademic | continually
straddle the apparent creaticeitical divide, findng it a place of intense creative generation

T a Mid-Atlantic Ridge for the black fumers of my mind. Gary Snyder captured this perfectly:
OA frontier is a burning edge, a frazzle,
worldsoé (1990: 15).

1.9 Feeling Back into the Novel

Al |l t hes e fof thewk and ictd pastice (Frayling, 1993) ka enriched the
0diegetic universeod ( Scidhetorl@builimfvisealsationd0 1 7 )
scenes and depiction of characters. The mespdrom audiences, discussion generated and
comments garnered in my spokenrd activities have helped create a fertile feedback loop
(text-to-stage/stag#o-text). My archival research has uncovered invaluable details
(marginalia; poems; diary entriespjhich have directly fed back into the novielthrough
characterisation, plot and the paratextual.

Benjaminés triadic structure provides a
prose project. It provides useful reminders of the focus for each: dta@ expansiveness of
the musical, the application of the architectonic, and the exactitude of the textile. Intersected
by the experiential, the textual field created is enriched by the nutrients of piaasiee
research. Reified by this mulch of metimdogical layers, the abstract becomes embodied.

In conclusion, | have found my writing develops through experiential research,
performance, illustration and engagement with the world (via panels, performances,
commissions, workshops, residencies and adoniedia) i from having an expansive,
outwardlooking practice. All of this has helped to ground my contemporary fantasy novel in
a (hopefully) convincing milieu.

Once the research has been undertaken (and in truth it can be an endless process,
curtailed amly by time, parameters and other practical matters), the next challenge is to find a

suitable container.
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CHAPTER 2

FRAMING THE NARRATIVE: monomyth, non -linearity and digital fiction

2.1 An Enquiry into Form

Can a genre novel interrogate form? Some would say that such an artefact is formulaic by
definition, complying rigidly with diegetic expectations of plot, characterisation anditone
the deep, unquestioned patterning that provides comfort reading torthegegd s f ans.
presumptiorpredcates upona certain snobbishness stiligering within the academy, one
that reifies a classist hegemony:
égenre distinctions, in particul ar t he
culture) andgenre fiction (low culture), are structures that actively but implicitly

reproduce the literary canon in its exclusiveness and normativity. (Waidner, 2018: 11)

Although science fiction continues to receive critical attention and the Gothic has
been experigcing arevival in recent years, fantasy has largely remained the Cinderella form,
left behind while the Ugly Sisters go off to the ball. There seems to be a blind spot about it, as
if 1 tds relegated to t hedsemobradr raansds isnogr coebroyxd . c
has to be acknowledgeds derivative of the early pioneers (Lord Dunsany, Robert E.
Howard, J.R.R. Tolkien, etc.) and, ironicallysimaginative, showing the painful absence of
anything truly 6fea mtaagtoiwc 6T o(dlormlvad lalne mged i tnh t
Gol dendar kdé fofdHeo wad Muddoes writing safely
publ i sher sod) expectations play dressing up,
Writers of a finer calibre snet i mes dabbl e in the genre (as
The Buried Giant but the result is often an unconvincing form of literary tourism. It is often

the outliers, the black swans, sui generis writers like Angela Carter, who truly innovate.

Onthe surface, my novel steps into the tr
fant asy?o: 6normally texts where fantasy and
thoughout a tale which is significantipouta r e a | cityé (Clute & Gran

This territory has historical antecedents (notably Dickens, as Clute suggests) but in

the late 20th century it coalesced into a distinct mode of fantasy, mapped out by trailblazers
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like Charles de Lint, ilMoonheart(1984), Emma Bull, inWar for the Oakg1987), and
explored by a whole slew of authors since: Feist (1988); Bear (1988); Windling (1997);
Gaiman (2001); Hand (2004); Niffenegger (2005); Tuttle (2006); Thomas (2007); Donohue
(2007) ; Mor genstern (2012) ; et alwhere Bssent |
supernatural or otherworldly element irrupts into everyday reality (Mendlesohn, 20G8: 114
181), depict scenarios where the Other is encountered, but is, critmatygined From a
promising start in which t hhked ma@liwctad & n@r a&rh
237) in (then) refreshing ways, the form has descended into formulaic schlock or irritating
whimsy, a kind of fantasy lite. Although modern British fantasy writers like Ali Shaw and Jo
Walton are, in works likeThe Girl with GlassFeet (2010) andAmong Otherg2011),
respectively, enriching the prosehe textual plane that so often disappoints in the previous
examplesi the plots often lack ambition, focusing claustrophobically on a solipsistic
protagonist prone to flights of fapand trapped in the conventions of realism.

That said, there is no reason why a genre novel cannot weave in literary elements such
as stylistic complexity, experiments of form, and intertextuality (see works by Alan Garner
[1996; 2003a]; Susanna ClarkeO[® 5] ; Phil ip Whylislankaven like2a0 0 1] ) .
writing desk?6 cries the Mad Hatter (Carro
nonsense riddl e, provided by Carroll in the
few notes, tho theyareer y f | at ; and it i's Naver put wit
fixity of thinking mirrors that around fantasthatit has to be written in a certain way, about
certain kinds of material. And, thus, it either hamstrings itself or is ghettoised, as Le Guin, a

passionate advocate for fantasy, drily observed:

Realism is a genriea very rich one, that gave us atwhtinues to give us lots of great
fiction é But by making that one genre th
to it, we were leaving too much serious writing out of serious consideration. Too

many imaginative babies were going out with the Wwatkr. Too many critics and

teachers ignored were ignorant of any kind of fiction but realism2016)

In my novel | have tried to destabilise these expectations of form and genre (the latter
is discussed in more det addeparated thérdkefeifon then g Go

purposes of analysis, although this is an artificial bifurcation, for, like the separated twins of a
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folk-tale (Garry & EiShamy, 2016), their fates are entwined, their presences inextricably
entwined with the storforest.

First, though, I shall examine the specific ways in which | have challenged form.

2.2 The Shibboleth of the Monomyth

Joyctedg s O Mo n ¢frog Eh B neganl[@dk9]), Wepkposedby comparative
mythologists (Campbell, 1949) and perpetuated by Hollywood (VoglE999 has long
needed challenging, as it risks constraining the organic heterodoxy of imaginative fiction.
Although as a point of departure open to creative interpretation and debate it has niikeage, t
notion of O&dmonomythdé has worryingly neocol o
appropriation and whitewashing of indigenous cultures, while simultaneously promoting a
neoliberal 0Brand X6, via the | owWhitehead,i t i ng
2016). As a writer who has used it intensively over the yiearsmy workshops and writing
(although never merely at face valtiel) must throw my hands up and cry mea culpa. | have
used it selectively (in my fantasy seri@he Windsmith Elgg[Manwaring, 2004; 2006b;
2008; 2010; 2012c]), comprehensively (as an MA experiment | wrote a YA adult fidneel,
Sun Minerf 2007] , using the Herods JourbDesigngas a |
Dragons [2014a] | deliberately wentgainst its grain, creating my own model based
specifically onBeowulj. But in The Knowingl wanted to consciously eschew that model.
What could be seen as a phallocentric plot imperdtitbe thrusting quest of the linear
narrativel did not seem appropriate for @/ about, among other things, a woman finding
her place in the world (what 1 like to think of as a feminist fantasy).

Although the classic triadic (or fivact) structure may also be seen as part of a lazy
cultural imperialism, a reiteration of tgistotelian model (Whitehead, 2016: 366), | wanted
to use the O6found formd of the heptatonic sc
Sharp, 1918) by creating a seveact narrative structure. This pushed the story beyond the
closure of the fth act and the usual quick termination (a climactic finale, derived from the
Hollywood model, driven by commercial imperatives) for an extended, more feminine
oOomudtgasmicd series of endings: the Big Dea
was renmded of the need to maintain tension and so these were cut. lronically, the

heptatonicbés extended mode, with the signat
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gap of longing, ofhiraeth (the keynote of such songs of exile and diaspora), which does

imply a certain narrative tension. Neverthel
with the generic expectations | had set up
writerds job is to get the mai rptherg tortheowt er u
rocks at themo (™3 tAthoughbthit i® gbnerally sothd bavikeforva

narrative without conflict r elavdried © thhllange , | ac

this straitjacketings oGeawfhfat Dperowgsaitaer 66D¢ o
writers who sentence themsel ves The®uadianl i f et i
2010). Though | feel it would be unwise to
avoid building t hap ithAd mutipillared appooaca &auld beomoee |
stable, something closer to the ground of on
great writers is that they come from completely different milieux. What might have made
sense to them intheiflie doesndt al ways T the umigue Mmiardclienate nt o o
of a project.

But without these nutrients othért apr oot t eixther fbadato khaca,éne d e d
which the gender dynamic is challenged. We can no longer expect Penelope to wait dutifully
at home for her husband to return; she (and her sisters) can have their own odysseys
(Atwood, 2005; Miller, D18).

I n place of Campbell éds d6émonomyt ho, I dr e
Kirkds oeuvr e, et c.) Maur een J. Mur thec hds
Her oi ne 6 s(199D) Uhisn @&fgrs a cyclical structure based mainly upon the
mother/daughter dynamic and informed by the myth of Demeter and Persephone. | used this

to flesh out my female protagonist in my first novethe Long Womaf2004) and had it in

the back of my mind forrhe Knowing Al 't hough | di dnodturef ol | oV
religiously, | cherrypi cked it to construct a more Or ol
character, Janey McEt Womeo Who Rhlwihrthe $VelN@89P)i nk o | a
also informed this, providing e xcaangdworks of O v

by Robert Bly and Marion Woodman (1998) and Marina Warner (1995) that explore the
mythic feminine and feminist reclamations of the fairy tale.
Thus, | found an alternative to the Campbellian approach, one that felt like a good

match forny mat er i al s. Ultimately, my novel ds f ol

35



University of Leicester Thesis/K. Manwaring

To attempt to pathologise the process is to superimpose full intentionality and linearity onto
something that emerged arteslde from often subconscious aquifers.

2.3 TheNon-Linear Novel

Having found a workable structure, what would be the bmsh for the novel to take? A
Omarriage of form and contentd would be the
explored various options, which | shall describe below.

By choosing to experiment with the possibilities of hyperfiction via an ebook format |
was attempting to destabilise the hegemony of the linear narrative. This came with its own
attendant problems and was not entirely successful (as | gleaned from reddsr
responses). However, it was all part of my interrogation of form.

Recent trends (Tivnan, 2016) show that ebook sales have plateaued, rather than
replaced print as feared, suggesting the appeal of goveelliced book for the majority of
readers. Butor some the ebook format is more accessible (allowing for eyesight, hand/wrist
injuries and portability). One novelist who prefers the digital format is Nicola Barker, whose

attachment to the screen does not end with composition:

| see my books on amsen and always have. This is because | feel a sense of

immense space and speed behind the screen and below theascreemovel is

always an infinite number of versions of itselt 6 s | i ke | keep that
alive while the text is on thecreen. | hate looking at the printing version. My

perfectionism loathes the idea of something being comple&ng solid. A novel

dies to me when it leaves the screen and | instantly lose all interest in it. (Barker,

2017, my emphasis)

So, although Wwould not agree with her antipathy to the printed word (of her work),
we can perhaps take from it the polysemous 0
Of course, she is talking about hertakt, still malleable in its draft form; and ancalk is, in
some ways, just as fixed as a printed version (a final text; unless the edition allows for
comparisorbetween ditions), but hyperfictionality allows a more porous relationship with

the narrative. Physically, we, as readers, are diachronicalipddi DNA messagei-a
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bottle moving through time one day at a time. But, in terms of consciousness, our

phenomenol ogi cal reality is | ess bound by

frequently inhabiting more than one reality, as immediate experigiggers associations

and dislodges memories projected over the 0s
How to represent this simultaneity in fiction? This is the technical challenge that

authors have grappled with for centuries (Lodge, 199P79% When we rad an electronic

text the experience of navigating the text becomes a potentially synchronouglifieeent

narrative threads running concurrently (sometimes on the same screen). The electronic text is

6performedd by t he r e aldistaractivenwaya Thisleadeus eorihg a g e d .

notion of Otransmedia storytellingo.

2.4 Transmedia Storytelling (or It Takes a Village to Raise a Book)

Walt er Benjamin said, 0The Dbirthplace of th
earliest symptm of a process whose end is the decline of storytelling is the rise of the novel

at the beginning of modern timesd (2015: 87
endeavour and an aidrm antithetical to storytelling is something | wish to dade. In the

design and delivery dfhe Knowingl have taken a broadly transmedia approach: one that is
idiosyncratic and continually evolving. Initially conceived as a conventionally printed novel,

during its development the book has evolved into a dfifgrent beast encompassing the

ebook format, hypertextuality, illustration, blogs, Twitter, spewamnd performance, radio

and video (with potential for further expansions and iterations). Although it is not
0transmediad i n t hee adoptedvseme tofl tieerstaategies maneasngly | h
used by meghudget blockbuster franchises in afiadiosyncratic wayi what could be

call ed o6pgumké&G.meRiirast |l y, though, l et us |l ook

2.5 Some Definitions

In his seminal textConvergence Cultur€006), Henry Jenkins is considered to have defined
the term O6transmedia storytellingo. On his v

take on board the rapid developments in the field:
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Transmedia storytellingepresents a process where integral elements of a fiction get
dispersed systematically across multiple delivery channels for the purpose of creating
a unified and coordinated entertainment experience. Ideally, each medium makes it
own unique contributioto the unfolding of the story. So, for exampleTime Matrix
franchise, key bits of information are conveyed through three live action films, a
series of animated shorts, two collections of comic book stories, and several video
games. There is no one siagource or utext where one can turn to gain all of the
information needed to comprehend Matrix universe. (Jenkins, 2007)

This approach has become almost so ubiquitous that we hardly notice it any more.
Monolithic cultural artefacts (megaudget ormegasuccessful films, novels, games, apps,
websites, al bumsbobhacéesbe¢dMmet Ohypea3) : Vi
phased and interobjective. Applied primarily to the phenomenon of anthropocentric climate
change, it may seem reductvet r e pur pose Mortondéds term to 1
trivial things as movie franchises, and certainly to ébndget fantasy novel about a singer
seer , unt il one realises the neologism O0hyj
0 Hy p e r b athelalbudost[1995]). Transmedia, through global marketing campaigns,
has become a consensus reality. But before we look at how | have pirated this approach it is
necessary to understand its industtgndard legitimisation.

In their preface toStoryelling Across Worldg(which posits itself as the ext
6industry bibled, the new Herobs Journey for
modern narrative property cannot exist i n on
definition 6 used by the Producers QuNelwd Mefdi Aame roi:¢
Transmedia Narrative project must consist of three or more narrative storylines existing
within the same fictional wuniversed6 (2015: 4

Note this diffezestmédiabus pPpowd yet al. emphasi se
property to be transmedia, it also has to be more than just adapting the same story to different
media.Each expression has to tell a complete piece of alargeréstory 2015: 4, my e |

Thus, each element hashave a both a hermetic and a synecdochic quality.

Perhaps the broadest definition is offered by US television writer/producer Jane

Espensomredi daalils transmediad (cited HL@STDowd ¢
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showrunner, Carlton Cuse, ithase c o me t he 6 m20i5h1&1). ranisrpedia as b i d ,
become a kind of hypesbject: so pervasive, so normative, that it is hard to discern its
presence or parameters. As consumers we are perpetually locked witlminmin Show.

A Marxist critique d transmedia storytelling is that it is merely the marketing strategy
of megacorporations and a perpetuation of a neoliberal discourse. As a particular franchise
strives for marketplace dominance, mdgands are created: the consumer is given the
illusion of choice but they end up buying the same product, often in several different formats.
In this way, MCU (Marvel Cinematic Universe) is the modern ACtr Warss Brand X.
Every spinoff feeds back into the same coffers. Yet the covatgument is thafans of such
franchises are not just consumers but Opr os
who consumes and pr odu c-#cscospiaydfilkadic) transieddia t t hr
encourages a hyperabundance ofdamen creativity (some oivhich feeds back into the
0 c aniotntbe pl acing of OEaster eggs6 by the o
iconoclastic transgr e s aqgueearingfhackimy and lsubversionfof i c i a
the dominant discourse. This itself may just fmere corporate spin: the myth of the
0empowered consumer 6 iIis a convenient fictio

multinationals. The Revolution has been corporatised.

2.6 Transmedia Vamp: the new reader

Although embryonic transmedia haveebeexts around for decades (eSgar Wars Episode

IV: A New Hope which kickstarted the whole blockbuster merchandising phenomenon 40
years agd"), it has been the rapid expansion and now ubiquity of ICT facilitated by the
internet that have resulted in it reaching warp speed. Now it is more or less expected that we
be able to access (and engage with) our favourite franchises in a multipliciaysfwa our

smart TVs, laptops, phones, tablets, smart watches, earphones, Googles glasses and so on.
Companies that do not facilitate this are clearly missing a trick, since the loyal fan devours
every available quantum of outpufrom featurettes on éendedversion box sets to plushes,
Saturday Night Liveskits to YouTube memes. The hunger for new (or reified) content is

rapacious and is often vocalised through social media:

Piéra au Barca@pieraforde Nov 9
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| REALLY WANT TO SEE RED SISTER BY@Mark Lawrence AS A TV
SHOW/MOVIE RIGHT THIS SECOND RIGHT NOW I NEED IT
(Twitter [accessed 27 November 2017])

It is not enagh to consume the text in its source form; it must now be legitimised
t hrough transmedi a. The greater t he reific
merchandising, synechdochic marketing), the more cultural capital it has.

Nevertheless, despitédna neoliberalist undertondsansmedia marketg strategies
promotesomegood work has emerged from this approach (e.g. Gaiman, 2001; Pears, 2015a;
Alderman, 2016; Brown & Brown, 2016; Pullman, 2017b; Okorafor, 2018). | could claim this
multimodal approach in my own project was planned, but the truth is that its transmedia
expansion manifested in an organic wagytly in response to the material, and partly in
response to the parameters of my PhD. When 1 finished the second draft of my novel it
totalled 160,000 words. My supervisor informed me that this would not be suitable. | had
already cut out 100 pages (24,000 words), so rather than reduce it further I came up with
another solution. The narrative is constructed of several threads with difieieas. So |
filleted out these (the McEttrick Women; Sideways Brannelly; the Xaeveex; Eliza Thomas;
Agent Trent) and hyperlinked them (reducing the main text to a more manageable 100,000
words). | suddenly found myself having to get to grips with the edookat and with

elements of digital fiction.

2.7 Digital Fiction

My project sharesome &ments of digital fiction, as discussed below, but as one drills down
into the detail the differences (compared with other iterations) become apparent. One

definition is provided by the Reading Digital Fiction website:

Digital Fiction is fiction that is written for and read from a computer and can be web

or appbased (for tablets and smartphones) or accessed vR@Ws. Digital fictions

are different to dbooks, however. Rather than existing as a digital version of a print
novel, digital fictions & thaiswheyawoulddasee Kk n o\

something of their aesthetic and/or structural form and meaning if they were removed
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from the digial medium.For example, they may contain hyperlinks, moving images,
mini-games or sound effects. Further, unlikba®ks in which the reader moves from

one page to another in a linear fashion, in many digital fictions, the reader has a role

in constructingthe narrative, either by selecting hyperlinks or by controlling a
characterds journey through the storywor|l
reader interacts with the narrative throughout the reading experience and include texts
such as hypeext fictions, Flash fictions and some video garfls.

This caveat is affirmed by O6A [S]creed f
chart the emerging territory by OANn interne
propose[d] a platform otritical principles, seeking to build the foundation for a truly

Adigital o approach to |iterary study. o

digital fiction: of course, which, in our DeFINition, is fiction written for and read on
a computer screen that pursues its verbal, discursive amdcemual complexity
through the digital medium, and would lose something of its aesthetic and semiotic

function if it were removed from that medium. (Bell et al., 2007)

The Knowingas a nofdigital native narrative, is evidently the uninvited guest to this
gathering. It would perhaps rightly be treated with suspicion. | would argue that the novel
touches upon elements of the O[s]creddod, bu
dimensional interloper into their digitéflatland. It includes ebook, blog, spokevord
performance, audio field recordings, video field recordings, Twitter, conference papers,
articles, illustrations, comic strip and photographs. Much of this isvedtand presented via
the specially created website: www.secretcommonwealth.com

But there is commonality in so much thte Knowings topologicalin form, rather
than topographical, existindetweenthe various nodes: digital/print; fantasy/literary;

critical/creative; old world/new world; and so on. It is no coincidence that at the heart of my

6story worldbdb is the terroir o f t he Rift.
60i mmer sion & interactiond and O6ntdchearandgodno
6defining el ement of digital fictiond (Bell

impossible to escape the diachronic experience of navigating a text in whatever format it
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appear s: owe keep i n mpanatlacttthatast charagesizkd bydgts i t s e
irrefutable |linearity, which is wundertaken b
The reader becomes a Sideways Brannelly figure, walking between the worlds of their
immediate reality and the imagined reality of the nove Wh a't deachd, 0liw t

actuality of reading, is a highly complex phenomenological experience (Sutherland, 2006).

Also, my multimedia approach designed with a desire for maximum accessibility
and the i mper at ii clallengds thdfiep enguestionaed easssniptions of
6digital fictiono. The us esetand leveleotafflmenck:dhgy a s s
mode of production (access to a computer, to software, to training) and rekeawuge
infrastructure of dissemination (fi»optic cables and satellite, phone lines, broadband and
wi f i) mean it i s essentially consumerist. A
ask: what is its true environmental impact? Of course, printed books have their carbon
footprint too, alhough this is often offset by Forest Stewardship Council (FSC) and other
initiatives (or the fact the book is directly gifted, recycled or donated).

And so, although there ar e TheoKmevingwith g n me n't

its Oporsausutc tpuoret aalnd t opologies) is perhaps

2.8 Hyperfiction

Hyperfiction (hypertext fiction) is defined by its hypertextuality. This is commonly created
through hypertext links, which offer the reader multiple pathwaysifarvi gat i ng t he

of the text. However, precursors of this apparently very meseeming form prelate the

digital age. Early examples-faceéei eoamtvietheds 6 a
(anti-romani Sor el |, 1633) ; oFrom isairceépon the kovelff has seeéno n 6 .
del i berate attempts to destabilise its conyv

t her & AlthoughWlydses(Joyce, 1922) could rightly be thought of as the mothership
of hyperfiction, in early exp@nents likeDon Quixote(Cervantes, 1605/1615) afidhe Life

and Opinions of Tristram Shandpterne, 17501767) we see its first ludic glimmerings.
Novelists of all ages like to tilt at windmills. But, whatever devices are deployed to create this
effect, he result is notinearity: a destabilizing of diachronic narrative reality that challenges
the conventions of mimetic fiction. Examples of hyperfiction incltttgscotch(Cortazar,

1963), Chimera(John Barth, 1972)}ouse of LeavefDanielewski, 20000Ka f kadés Wo un
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(Self, 2012) and (Abrams, 2013). Often cited as the first hyperfiction text to fully embrace
the possibilities of253(R®10Nt e sneéta, nGeeflf fRYI
London Underground i n istewtaally ocadedicatedrsittTha cr as |
reader becomes the omniscient narrator as they pry into the lives of the passengers on the
brink of their extinctioni the ultimate dramatic irony. And yet, as Ryman points out, this
omniscience isatemporarystatu 6 But pl ease r emeSBlymiarenohat or
l onger Godl i ke. T(tbel) aut hor, of cour se, I s. O
The author is akin ThraughGhe Laolonh Gléss, arfd &\iiat Ki n g
Alice Found Therg1871), the eponymous heroine encounters & @aanimate, sentient
chesspieces. The whole narrative seems a game enacted in the dream of a sleeping Red King
(Chapter 8, oltés My Own Inventiond). The e
all vanish? In hyperfiction that possibility is aws theré although that in itself may be an
illusion: the reader can explore but remains trapped within the diegetic universe. The reader

is held under the spell of what John Gardner
149 151). AthoughGad ner meant by this the O0zone t he
in to cr eaitae ktimei rofwodrwkd | ed hallucination t

fosterd (Andeiistonjis 20000l dgti9gal ly aligned w
suspensi on(18% 9566). And get thegdssibility does remain that we may wake

the Red Kingi waking ourselves up from the fictive dream and, in doing so, refreshing our
perception of the world.

The work of William Burroughs was intended tbo exact | y -uphbat . F
technique (literally done with scissors, paper and glue) smashed text and image together in
unexpected ways, creating an embryonic rmakeidia form of hyperfiction. In Raris Review
interview he suggested that this perpefual xt aposi ng, 6qguotingdé and

experience life; but, deeper than this, he posits it as a way of deconstructing the dominant

di scourse and aesthetic (in the West): t he
confinesb otfhidlkiimegar 61 feel the Aristotelian
Western civilisation. Cut wups are a 1963.vement
157).

I myself explored hyperfiction imraesobent

1885 postapocalyptic novehfter Londoni created for Bookdrum back in 20¥2.
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In the ebook version dFhe Knowingl consciously created hyp
the reader to navigate, portals accessed through illustrated motifs.

My project share some elements of hyperfictionthe hypertextual, the neimear.
But it is not bound by the pestodernist games and the (frequent) lack of narrative traction

inherent within the form. | needed to push the form further.

2.9 Ergodic Literature and Ergotdic Fiction

Various factors caused me to reconsider my plan to ®fierKnowing(solely) as an ebook.

During the noughties the ebook was heralded as the future of publishing, but in recent years
ebook sales have plateau®Ebooksby themselveare seen by many as increasingly ersatz

and out da-teader.itselibhdashadso terned out to have the shelf life of astaro
murder mysterydéd (Wood, 2017). At the same ti
sales, arresting the downwar@nd, and a renaissance in book design. It is evident that the
printed book, as an aesthetic object, and as a delivery of narrative, information and
entertainment, is not going away soon, despite its frequently predicted ¢8elis014).

Furthermore, acor ding to the o[ S]creed for Di gi

Digital Writing website, the ebook, of itsel
So, what is?
One term that identifies its distinct g\

Espen J. Aarsethin his book Cybertext: Perspectives on Ergodic Literat097), he
defines and explores what he means. The term Aarseth fashioned from the Greek words for

0 wo rerigan, a n d hadlgs encddifg, into the neologism the notion of effort.

In ergodicliterature, nontrivial effort is required to allow the reader to traverse the
text. If ergodic literature is to make sense as a concept, there must also be nonergodic
literature, where the effort to traverse the text is trivial, with no extranoematic
resnsibilities placed on the reader except (for example) eye movement and the

periodic or arbitrary turning of pages. (199721

Aarset hés argument for a distinct obéergodi

writers have destabilised the convens of the linear narrative and the textual plane for
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centuries (Cervantes; Sterne; Jotlycevi &t aflfd
But as an attempt to define more recent transmedia evolutions of the novel, the literature of

the digitala g e , It I's useful . E x a mp The §0Yearf Swarce r g o0 d i
(Danielewski, 2005)Flight Paths(Pullinger & Joseph, 2007)he Kills (House, 2013) and
Arcadia(Pears, 2015a).

I have refashioned Aarsethds term to cre:
the termergot to allude to mycelial (rhizomatic) networks. The idea came to me when |
conceived of using a fairy ring as a splash page for the website (11 JanuaryA2@d8jing
to popular legend, Kirk was believed to have stepped into a fairy ring on Doon Hill, which
was purportedly a portal to Elfhame. Aware of mycelial networks, | envisioned (in a flash)
such o6fungal portal sé as adeslokthetproject togethec b nne c
already had hyperlinked motifs for the characters (in the beta ebook version), but this new
approach would enable a more radical transformation at a deeper structural level: - the sub
threads would no longer be accessed thhowd unicursory branching network (which
reinforces the main narrative as the dominant one) but through a multicursaryoeehat
is diasporic and synchronic. Freed from the
be read in any order.

My introduction to mycelia was via the work of mycologist Alan Rayner, at the

University of Bat h, who has written extensi
wel | as depicting tdustaims of the Foreswil, I®IB). MetwArkstod ( e . ¢
hi gher fungi transmit 0i nfor mat i ontllescanes oss |

Aproduction teamso responsible for t he ama
toadstool sé (Rayner, 2017: 41) . Theareamar e al
early warning system across the wider mycorrhizal network (the plant/fungi interface that
some scientists t*Yywhichas ablevtoaosahit akeitsdoé forwnstande,

forest fires. This remarkable flow of information becomes even mafeyrd when Rayner
describes the mycelial net work as ©6éa commu
neighbour t o neighbour, from |iving to dea
transmission across states of being is a perfect match for mytpreigch seeks to connect

ancestors with descendants across a-y&@0 gap. On a phenomenological level, an

analogous feedback loop occurs between text to reader.
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Thus, ergotdic fiction, with 1ts rhizome
destabilse the hierarchy of the text (Deleuze & Guattari, 1987). The optimum medium to
facilitate this level of interaction is the website. Current and emergent technologies may well
offer other levels of interaction (e.g. apps; augmented reality) but the creht@owebsite
was within my means and abilities. Another advantage of this option was that a website
enables a wider level of participation, one that is not dependent on the affordability and
usability of certain software or hardware (owning a device andife connection is
convenient, but any good public library provides a-laeome option). | set myself the aim
of creating a website that uses a form of |
Il i nks, artwork and so enoOS€heetd€mamonnwaakd

refers to my utext and also implies an egalitarian community. Furthermore, such a format

would align with the expectation that cont e
accessd (REF Fr aiif9 wwilbe a Ray ofibringing togethdr etetality
of my research. A O0reader 6 may feel a bit I

down the rabbit hole. They can read as much or as little as they like. As a marriage of form

and content that creates intersectionality between the creative iticdl,cergotdic fiction

of fers a workable i nnovation within t he C C
|l iteratured. What distinguishes it from the:
only be fit for purpose for this particular projeofe that is entwined on a fundamental level

with the folklore of fungus, the iconography of which has long been associated with the fairy

tradition, from early woodcuts onwards.

Fairies dancing in a ring. 17 Century chapbook, unknown artist.
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The halucinogenic properties of some fungus have been used to explain outbreaks of
0 v i sasonrihe dutbreaks efgot poisoning al so known as 6St Ant h
place in medieval Europeesulting in mass hysteria, convulsions dathlities In some
cultures mushroorbased hallucinogens are seen as a sacrameaandf intense rituals of
initiation and transformation (Letcher, 200"
have been brought on by a fatal experiment with hallucinogenic fungus. To this day, the
Doon Hill OFairy Tr ai liétingirestandwhiteanushradms. dhewi t h
association between fairies and fungus has become commonplace kitsch, replicated in
countless images and ornaments, cartoons and cecuitere psychedelia appropriated from
Al i ceds Advent uandeTke Lorcof tNedRMgsBut bemeatth the surface of
often garish pop culture, mycelial networks offer a fertile metaphor for the complex, porous

flow systems of a creativeritical project.

2.10 Complexity versus Readability

The challenges inherent in any of$keapproaches requires a careful balancing of complexity
and o6readabilityo. Il n his article on O0The S
Ciccino admits to being Ounable to get rid

whenfacingamar rative hypertextdé, and |l ists the co

reading hypertexts, and narrative hypertexts in particular, is difficult; often there is no
pleasure while reading, there is no understanding of what has been read. Narrative
hypertexts are anonymousyld, impersonal, chaotic, inconclusive. In short: narrative
hypertexts are ugly. (2000: 101)

How to evoke a sense of a porous reality which encompasses multiple paradigms
while simultaneously sustaining narrative traction?

Regardless of all the stardu®r imagined glamour) and contemporaneity of the
digital or transmedia approach, at the end of the day it is still story that matters. As US TV
producer VIad Woylnet z acknowl edges: O it [
ent ert ai n meDowdet 4l.,20156:ti)eindamentals of storytelling must be-hard
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wired into such elaborate structures if they are to be engaging. Steve Peters of No Mimes
Media concurs:

While story is still king, creating an experience where people need to disaaver a
undercover the evidence of a story and then actually tell the story to each other as a
community ishugely powerful, immersive and effectif@uoted in Dowd et al., 2015:

715, original emphasis)

Thebuzzp hr ase in transmedbaveisateendswtbhoogoaen
prosumers (and draw upon their oOcollective i
product) into actuality.

2.11. Intended Readership

So, where does this leave the reader? And what kind of reader are they? The intended
readership oThe Knowing a Fantasywas tested in anleook beta version trialled in 2017.

Initially prompted by an Amazon Kindle competition for new digital writinggdlisedsuch a

format (i.e. ereader friendly)would provide an opportunity to explore a hyperlinked version

of the text. Part of the judging criteria was based upon reader reviews, and so | contacted
anybody | knew who would be interested in reading litese were primarily selflentifying

Pagans and Fantasy fans: my novel fits primarily within the Venn diagram of those
demographics, which would be very niche, if they did not overlap with a third: readers of
what i's now ter med 0 Fsobgdare fRRa hds devaioped in aha last me r g
couple of years with the sThelLomy$28l6)ard S#&ahdr e w
P e r mMhed&ssex Serpe(®017). Although there are things | find unconvincing about these

kinds of novels (a halfearted usef folkloric tropes, exploiting the frisson of fear around

the uncanny before containing it safely with a rational explanatigitimately, a reification

of materialism despite its superficial supernaturalisra kind of WeirdLit-lite) they are
undoubtely popular. Ideally, | would like to attract the fans of the work of the late Graham
Joyce(19542014) asingularpur veyor of what could be call
masterfully evoked the magical in the mundane without compromising ,edhdrwhose
Fantastikge.g.The Facts of Life2003 was oftermarketed like literary fiction.
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2.12 The End of Endings

Digital writing, hyperfiction and transmedia offer a destabilisation of hegemonic narrative
conventions. However, | posit that such approaches are only effective grthapcehe art
(and, on a craft level, if you can execute them with sufficient skill). Creative practitioners
who adopt them should not let it be at the expense of or in the absence of a good story,
complexity of structure, and good characterisation and tone.piiheiples of storytelling
endur e, as the noveli st Pear s obs eArcadels : O wh
into the software it was vital to keep a strict discipline, making the technology the servant of
the story rather.than its mastero6 (2015b)
One key aspect of the transmedia approach which can be salvaged is the principle of
collaboration. In creative terms, it is fruitful, often essential. IISTOR Labs report
ORei magi ni ng t hethelutlpictoani c | Miadreadg r adpThhée riei mag i
whatever that ultimately meanswill not be built in a single step, or by a single organisation.
Libraries, publishers, scholars, scholarly societies, and others will all have a role toirplay
promoting standardsn convening thinkers, in carrying out technology development, and so
onT and in doing so, they will be drawing on the wonderful history of collaboration in the
scholarly communications commurdtfHumphreys, et al, 2017C | ear | vy, there is
e X per i méhdaadfutuwerdsearch.
This interrogation of form has challenged my notions of both narrative structure and
the way in which the reader interfaces with the text. It has pushed me out of my comfort zone
andforced me to engage with the latest developments, with software, hardware and attendant
skills. | began this chapter by mentioning the expectations of genre, which | found to be
intimately connected with form. To separate them is an artificial bifurcatitmey are a
symbiotic part of the narrative, in effect

extrinsic container). But now it is time to turn to questions of genre.
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CHAPTER 3
DEFINING GOLDENDARK: towards an ethical aesthetics of fantay

In this chapter | explore my approach to genre, firstly by contextualising it within the
contemporary scene (as exemplified by what i
criteria of O0Goldendar ko, with digaiexisthg ampl e
examplars. | conclude by reflecting on the inherent challenges to such an endeavour.

3.1 Challenging Genre

In the process of researching and writilge Knowinga major outcome has been the
development and application of an original eygzh to fantasy, one that (I hope) rejuvenates

the genre, reaffirming its quintessential qualities while recalibrating its aesthetics along an
ethical dimension. This is something | have been working towards for a long time. Informed

by a lifetime of reaunhg, it began to be formulated throughout the decade spent on the
research and composition of my fivelume fantasy seriesThe Windsmith Elegy
(Manwaring, 2004; 2006b; 2008; 2010; 2012c). | started to articulate my theories about the
genre inDesiring Dragons(Manwaring, 2014b), but they did not fully crystallise until | came

up with the adj-datk®allwhecm bBgdladgdmoned in
0Gol dendar kd aft er waTha Knpwing In a scane ia avhidh Yaneyr a f t

McEttrick expesses her modus operandi as a songwriter, she describes her inspiration as

Coming from a deeper source. Before | played to the ciiowesperate to entertain

them, to be likedNow, | want to write songs that | want to hear, that express
somet hing of my O0back countryd self, not
the soil. That express somet hi ndark @and o u't é

heartbreaking beauty af all. (Manwaring,The Knowing 1st draft, 2015)

With Janey serving (initially subconsciously) as my mouthpiece character, | was
clearly trying to differentiate myself from the modern trend of the genre, as Janey was in her
own way1 both of usgroping towardssomethingmore authentic. Dissatisfied by much

contemporary fantasy, which | acks 6the catct
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the prose and plots of, say, Ursula K. Le Guin, Alan Garner, Susan Cooper, Robert Holdstock

or Graham Joycd, set out to o6write ' Htevashode &profectat [ |
informed by mgdodeepomappiace in the way of
(2011:ixx xxi v) or Alan Garnero6s Al derl ey Edge (1
ad bal |l ads. My novel sprang al most invol unt
echoing Koestlerdos dictum, 0Soak; and wait¢
embarked upon the PhD process | knew such chthonic inklings would not sufficed Forc
interrogate the entirety of the endeavour in the context of the canon and the academy, | began
to formulate an intentional response, one
mirroring lahguage® i ntolse o6u 'L and externallyy asda conscious
challenge to what | perceived as a worrying discourse within mainstream iteratiansasfy

(i.e. Grimdark).

3.2 1tdés Grim up North (of the Wall)

0Grimdar ko is a term f\Warhammeudd,e0vargame aadsadeo ci at i
playing gameas a marketingtagg | n t he grim darkness of the
(Priestley 1987) It has now come to denote a tonally distinct-gehre of imaginative
fiction and 1 s s o me ttismc@mctedsad by matkeddy diystoghian dra nt a
amoral scenarios with particularly violent or grittily realistic elements. Emerging initially
through fan fiction, it has come to be an identifying characteristic of@gtry writers of
fantastika such as doAbercrombie, Richard Morgan, Adam Roberts, Genevieve Valentine
and George R.R. Martin. More than any single author, Martin epitomises this style with his
antiTolkienian epic fantasy (although he has acknowledged his debt to T8HKieffhe
Song of lceatiFired s f i r st A Game df ahrongsvas published in 1996, just as
moment um was buil ding t o make Tol ki en 6Aut
Subsequent volumes ran parallel with the huge success of the Peter Jaukdand of the
Ringstrilogy (2001 2004), but it was the broadcast of the HBO TV adaptafigenne of
Thrones(2011 2019) that made a deliberately marketed {grab for the legions of fantasy
fans hungry for more, but with appetites possibly jaded by effete, Amgitric hobbits

However healthily iconoclastic Grimdark may have initially been in deconstructing

the tropes and cosy medieval tone of mainstream fantasy for modern readers less familiar
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with the darker counteradition (as pioneered in the oeuvres of Robert E. HOw@tark

Ashton Smith, Michael Moorcock, M. John Harrison, and others), it has become depressingly
pervasive (pumped out not only by authors, but in films, TV, computer games, pop videos, et
cetera, ad nauseam). With its emphasis on gratuitous violeneegymistic warrior culture,

mercenary and rapacious economies, casual cruelty and villainous victories, Grimdark
hammers home that o6there is only ward. Il t he
fiction: escapism for nihilists, but whereas theo mmon cr i ti ci sm of far
6escapistd (a criticism that LSB6Gyi, n,Gremdar

escape hatch perversely traps us in the world.

3.3 From ProgRock Fantasy to Punk Fantasy

It has to be acknowledged that, as with any loved tradition, (mainstream) fantasad

become bloated and complacent, as Le Guin noted:

In the sixties and seventies, the language of serious fantasy was still based largely on
the styles of writers ofalier generatiori Tolkien, of course, but also Dunsany,
Eddison, MacDonald, clear back to Malory. (2013: 77)

The worst examples of the genre rehashed the-hediown tropes of the innovative
visionaries, a formulaic schlock and in many ways deserved be beheaded. After the
excesses and i ndrud gk celsa od dfhef admptraogy (t he
curdled into endless gaudy pastiche), the 0
against the pricks.

Le Guin and her contempanies (e.g. Philip K. Dick; Harlan Ellison) found their own
way to react against the conventions of science fiction and fantasy (Le Guin, 2008:)72
but it was the next generation who put the boot in.

Novelist Joe Abercrombie (the salft y 1 ed idndar &k 6Gr ar gues i n
but i nsightful way in O06The Value of Gritdé (
tired conventions of genre and to the moral complexity and infinite cruelty of the world. He

defines it as follows:
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Tight focus orcharacter.

Moral ambiguity.

Honesty.

Sometimes life really is that shit.
Modernity.

Shock value.

N o g M w D P

Range.

6So, yeah, shitty gritty books are no bet"

unapologetically assert t hharta caphciyte sheck and gr e a
titillate. Although | must equally proudly and unapologetically assert that | do sometimes
guite enjoy being shocked and titillatedd (A

Yet Liz Bourke considers Gr i marearidodtlse def i1
valorisation of darkness for darknessods sake
€ as either impossible or futiled (2015: 4).
the protagonists as well as the reader froomahresponsibility.

Much of Grimdark could be seen as merely pissing in the Brandywine or shiteing on
the Shirei an adolescent reaction against the status quo. A new wave of fantasy writers
sticking it to the Man ( 6Rlpunkysafelyrtusnedinfo.alR. R. ! 6)
exhibition 407i1#A8&a,r sBroint i(sOHFP ulnikbr7ery, 2016), p
take you so far. Anger can be a monotone and ultimately impotent response. The amoral
dimension of Grimdark would be pretty harmlésy it sel f ; it is, after

Except for one critical corollary.

3.4 The Neoliberalist rhetoric of Grimdark

| would argue that Grimdark (itshetoric as a subgenre, not necessarily the ethos of
individual authors) is just another expressiof a neoliberal consensus reality, what George
Monbi ot call ed oOThe. Nedietalisra haf pervasive inflaebice 602 0 1 6 )
permated into modern life it has become virtually inviside Mor t onesqgque O6hype

phenomenon so widenging and long term in its impact that it is almost beyond our ability
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to perceive it (Morton, 20132 4 ) . As Monbi ot obseecavthese:be 6 Wh a't
than to operate namelessly?6 (2016) .

Well, the demon has been named. In his acceptance speech upon winning the Palme
doOr at ICBaneiBlake f Briti sh director Ken Loach s
at a dangerous point right now. We are in the grip of a dangerous project of aulsteeity
by ideas that we <cal/l neoliberalism that hayv
calls neoliberalism the modern o6defining ch
citizens as consumers, whose democratic choices are besseadryibuying and selling, a
process that rewards merit and punishes inef

benefits that could never be achieved by pl a

Mark Fisher warned of this worrying r end ten yearsihgarli et
expansiono f t he terReadGaspmbt:al o lstt I s amosplere | 1 ke
conditioning not only the production of culture but also the regulaf work and education,
and acting as a kind of invisible barrier constraining thoughtandas n. 6 ( 200 6 : 16)

The lazy acceptance of thsp er v as i v e asdhenew sopnfalé aseebery
survivatof-thef i t t est novel, film, TV show and c¢omp
t her e, so |l etds fight of f the zombie masses

agai nst i Helps tarperpeyuéte the ethos, an ethas itonically (for authors and
publishers who perpetuate it), closes libraries. It has to be named, shamed and met with a
strong, welc r aft ed rebuttal. OA coherent alternat
The conscious writer, reader or consursieould seek to break free of the cycle of Grimdark
schlock. Consider alternatives, and if none is available, create them. That is where, | posit,

Goldendark comes in.

3.5 An Ethical Aesthetics

Il n 6Gol dendar ko6 | have att dihptweae entained and hi on
any aesthetic choic@lwayshas ethical implications. Poet and activist John Kinsella affirms,

OWriting is always a political actodo (2011).
with a sense of responsibilityd (1997: 63) .

there can be no abnegation of this. Bayond the Benchmastatement asks,
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Should we be encouraging our students to
considering the potential consequences? Of course, good writing articulates
polysemous and pgphonic complexity, ambiguity, cultural empathy, and a healthy
diversity of paradigms. But a more pactive approach to this issue (e.g. ethics in
writing classes) might equip students better for writing in the real world. (Blunden,
2013)

| have takeron this challenge, initially as a @uthor of An Ecobardic Manifesto
(Nanson et al, 2008), which offered an envir
paper O6Creative Freedom and Soci al Responsib
form manner withirhe Knowing.

Goldendark is primarily an ethicalestheticsof Fantasy and thus focuses on the
subtleties of the prose and the storytelling, rather than any particular political stance. The best

fiction avoids dogmatism, as John Fowles dsser. ol f literature becom
be | it £B0a7A). WswadK. LEe Guin, exasperated by requests for recommendations
from school l i brarians for books with part.i
writer, Imesbage 0 ts p € @ & Digoteadim fardérMege,018:67); and Philip

Pul | man, in his Wi lliam Blake Lecture, said
best conveyed by making them | ook not i ke

any aesthetical stance suggests, implicitly, a political stance, in terms of the innate power

di scour ses it evokes; I t se.g.0pesairkigi®® optimistic; t h e h
compassionategynical), and the version of reality (materialist; spiritualiestific; romantic;
tragiccomic, etc) it wishes tgromote. The Goldendark project, borne out of a creative
response to Grimdark which it sees,at its worst as the thin end of the wedge of
Neoliberalism, a kind of prot&ascisni is inevitably chargedavith a political energies, for it

seeks in Foucauldian termgp subvet the dominant discourggall, 2001:72-81). And if
Neoliberalism is to be acknowledged as a threat to the biodiversity of humanity, as well as

the natural world, in its rapacious and prejudicial competitive paradigm, then it is essential

that it mustbe challenged by all writers of conscienceWéa i d ner as s etrrtust:h 661 n
socio-political context where powerful narratives and metaphors shape public opinion and
influence electoral results, fictions and literary imaginaries must aim to advance a more

progressive politics within marginalisebmmunities and beyond, and to act as a mode of
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cultural resistanced ( 2$udh&renddadi.intednas ofhdwo we ver
it can be achieved without descending into didaeii it cannot be avoided. Goldendark
actively engages with thishallenge, and may not offer the best solution, but is a foray into
what will continue to be a major fadihe in the 2f Century: the new Debatable Lands. As
search Goldendark positions itself as part of the creative Resistance (as has emerged in
America since Donald Trumpods inauguration).

I n Goldendark there is acknowledgment of
tensions; climate chaos) batso a gleam of hope. There is a sense of something greater
trying to break through, an immanence. Yet if it actudthgs it becomes too literal and the
numinous is lost (the fantast i) weledineat ed
behol den to one per son 0rencibgeourove sense gf sneffabte r at h
mystery. The nearest articulation of this quality in literature is the Tolkienan concept of

Oeucatastropheo:

I coined t he wor ddeblappy tarhia a storyavpidh piérces yolh e s u
with a joy that brings tears (which | argued it is the highest function of $&inyes to
produce). (1995: 100)

Stripping away the Christian, speci fical
you havesomt hi ng very close to Goldendar k. Howev
turno, Goldendark evokes a certain mood tha

beauty,without necessarily resulting in a happy endimgnally it is less like a fairy ta and

more like a myth or legendin which sex and death occur, where gods meet their Ragnarok,
but everything is imbued with a sense of magic, of significance. Unlike Grimdark, which is
essentially nihilistic, Goldendark articulates a paradigm wherre tksomemeaning to life,

where the plot has causal significance and leads somewhere, where virtue has value and not
all good deeds come to naught, where truth and b&abbwever tenuou$ can exist, as

indeed theyan even in this messeaab world. The media would have us believe that it is all

bad everywhere, that every stranger is a terrorist, that every neighbour is a murderer. But

t hat 6s not the whole picture, an observatior
the Whole Travk8: (RILi3mpt orre,t OProject Fear 6
every day. The hack | our hsathéeysge éhelling nartativéete t o ¢
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do so. Like so many Ratatoskrs, the worst of journalists love to spread dissent. The talk
shows &e rigged for contention. Conflict sells. Peace reads white. We can be aware of the
countless tragedies, the geopolitical nightmare of the present, but still cherish simple things,
value the sanctity of life and nature, community and imagination. Goldendéahis respect,

is more radical than the moral and intellectual laziness of Grimdark. It requires more effort.
More imagination. More vision.

If this sounds like a reiteration of Romanticism, so be it. Grimdark, after all, is
nothing more than the newGothic (at its best). The two estranged siblings
(Gothic/Romanticism; Grimdark/Goldendark) meet in the idea of the sublime, as originally
explicated by Burke (1958 [1757]), but wher
Goldendark revedfs tarntdhre. 6OBwere i s an i mport
mask slips and the ugly truth is revealed; in the latter, the mask remains intact and we are
forced to use our imagination. It is, | would argue, a more sophisticated aesthetic. It is the
Venice Carnival with the sinister and exquisite masks, or Dia de los Muertos in Mexico. The
darkness is acknowledged, death is danced with, but, critically, it is transcended, or at least
transformed, into (a higher) art.

| propose a reimagining of possités within the spectrum of imaginative/non
mi metic fiction, one that does not merely mi
real®msumd i nstead boldly seeks to transfor m.
aesthetic that seeks to agg with the ethical without descending into didacticism. While
ackrowledging the disturbing dysfunctionality of the present (what could be called the
OEndar kenment 06) it o f T @& lass gleanm of thes suraljefere ihsets.c h o
Thi s oOcguldeba manifest in the arresting quality of the prose, the originality of the
imagery, the freshness of the characterisation, or in redemptive plots. The approach can be,
and should be, as individual as the author, but to approach a working defirstiali how

offer more detailed criteria.

3.6 Goldendarki suggested criteria

First, an antdefinition. What Goldendark isot: just for optimists, idealists or romantics;
blatantly and blandly Christian/Pagan/New Age fiction; inspirational fiction; thinly veiled

selrhelp McProse (as Le Guin calls it); naive consoling fictions with no sense of the
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challenges facing us in the modeage (e.g. climate chaos, resource wars); a sparkly
counterspell to Grimdark; puppy food, whether sad or rabid (re the Hugo Awards
controversy™); prescriptive or programmatic. It is exploratory and open to further debate,
fine-tuning or rejection. With ageats duly in place here is my tentative list of criteria:

I. Chiaroscuro.

ii. An interrogative sense of realism.

iii. Embracing the difficulty of representation.
iv. Slaying the monomyth.

V. Immanence.

vi. Ambiguity.

vii. The reenchantment of language.

viii. Redemptivecausality

| shall offer examples from the novel for each of these, although out of context they will
not do justice to an effect created incrementally. As the narrative is permeated with the

Goldendark aesthetic only a full reading will convey this.

(i) Chiaroscuro

60Chiaroscurodé is an Italian painting term r
(l'iterall y-dame ait@dhnmgge mastereg bytLeonardo da Vinci and Caravaggio.

Both artists were aware of the emotional impact of this Jigittarkness. In Goldendark,
tonal contrast is essential. |t i's not al |l
either. Qne sets off the other, giving the writing a bittersweet atonality, ayamgness. The

magical is seen in the mundane, the mundane in the magical. Hope is found in the bleakest of
circumstances, and every happy moment has a fly in the ointment. Thigy gisali
encapsul at ed i rAnnihiatiof in Which al ggoup\vbéfeur stisntists explore a
perilously rewilded stretch of American <coa
understood without being there. The beauty of it cannot be unddystibher, and when you

see beauty in desolation it changes somet hi
(2014a: 4) . | f Goldendark were to be summed
desol ationd. This f or rhoreshddowadpio tbeaworkp df Richards u b | i
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Jefferies (e.gAfter London, or Wild Englanfll885]) and Casper David Friedrich (e@er
Traumer[18201 1840]), but most spectacularly by the painter John Martin (17/&8®4), in
such works asolitude(1843) andThe Lat Man(18337). It is the highlight, the redemptive
detail, which makes the darkness bearable.

In thisexample fromChapter Iof the novelJaney drives home late after a:gig

As she drove sleepily bagkhoming instinct kicking in jusenough to keep her shiny
side upi she felt as vast and as hollow as the night, the sky one big teepee of
rhinestones. The music and the smoke made her float off. Only the big sticky wheel of
the pickup kept her grounded.

(ii) An interrogative sense of ealism

Goldendark seeks not to merely mirror or eal
mi metic fiction, or with a gratuitous exagge
Grimdark. Through plot, depiction of character, and subtextekséo question consensual

realities and perceptions of what is real. It seeks to undermine both genre expectations and

|l azy assumptions about o6éthe way things arebo.
attention to detail, and yet there is as®that the tectonic plates of the world could shudder

and crack at any point. Thus, Goldendark offers a window through which other worlds, other
ways of being can be glimpsed. This ultimately implicates the way we live here and now and
makes us reconsideur choices. Rather than advocating utopia or dystopia, Goldendark
embraces the Atwoodian O6Ustopi ad: 6a worl d |
the imagined perfect society and its oppositeecause, in my view, each contains a latent
versionof t he ot herdo (Atwood, 2011).

In this examle fromChapter 10 aney exper i ments wi:th her o6gif

The doublevision persisted. Most shoppers remained humbunt a few leapt alive in a
radiance of prismatic fire.

At first the rival visions jarred in her brain like e&E8Bmovie without the glasses.

Yet, slowly, she fought back the nausea and, with an act of will, could sustain
them both.
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The street furniture, the traffic, the sales signs in the store windows, theitter
the sidewalk, the yapping terrier at her feeil stabilised.

Simultaneously, she could perceive this other phantasmagoric reaktyisting
sideby-side with the mundane.

And part of her knew it had always been there.

(iif) Embracing the difficul ty of representation

Goldendark embraces the difficulty of representation (Thebo, 2017), challenging the
endarkenment of our age: the normative prejudices or attacks on equality, diversity,
intelligent debate or democratic values. This is more critical th@n ever in an age where

liberal values are besieged and theriglht is on the rise. It does this not in a-hlnmping,

didactic way, but by being especially sensitive and skilful in representations of gender, race,
sexuality, r e | culfures (e.g.ahetetonodmativen and neurgndrmal are two
onormso6 that It seeks to challenge), seei ng
advocating a bl and o-&lugalism,ithatlassimitates differences itk e n - n
a new kind ofhomogeneityt a Di sneyfi cation of the O0exoti
i mporting of t h¥)idotpas edyes, saflows] spikiressslt ist williag to

look at the uncomfortable and hold its gaze.

In this example fronChapter 4Janey arrives on the Cherokee reservation to visit her friend

This place was nowhere near as desperate as the trailer parks she avoided staying in.

Guess she had her pride too. But then, she waslualfl. Abreed.

A buzzing caught her attention. At first she thought it was some kind of gnat in
the cab, then she realised it was coming from above. Looking out of the rolled down
window a quick movement caught her eye. It was one of those drones. A couple of
college kidswere playing with the controls from their porch. The camera on it tracked
her progress.

She gave it a wave.

As Janey killed the engine the front door opened and her old friend appeared.

Quatie, dressed as ever in lumberjack shirt, Levis and Crocs, waghrhipith
a wild mane of irorgrey hair. Janey always thought her friend looked like an old Patti

Smith on a bad day.
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(iv) Slaying the monomyth

While not denying the rich oral and written traditions of European and North American
myths and legends, foltale, fairy story, ballad and folk play (and the mythic literacy they
foster), Goldendark encourages a destabilisation of white, Western hegemonic conventions of
narrative structure (Campbell, 1949; McKee, 1999; Vogler, 1999; Booker, 2004) and the
implicit colonial rhetoric they perpetuate, as posited by Whitehead (2016). It seeks to widen

the genre pool through being enriched by other cultures and their traditions, while at all times
being mindful of cultural appropriation. It seeks a position that a®itisr i ver 6 s pr o bl
sense of indignant privile§® andt he pigeonholing of only bein
oneds own cul t ¢ withisefficient imagieation,csldllahdisensitivity it is

possible to write abouanythingi other lives, other places, other times, other worlda

short, lives beyond our own. Indeed, it is imperative that we do so, to foster culture empathy,

to 60nly connect!é (Forster, 1910).

In this example fronChapter 36Janey hears Quatie Stormchaser relate a Cherokee legend,

which helps to frame her experience in a First Nations cantext

Her heart was a black lake that morning.

The phonecall had been a shock. A wake call max. Yet amid the guilt
nado, Quatie had giveher a straw of hopieto go and find the Lake of the Wounded.

But where? Scotland was full of lochs, lochansé@mall 06 006 fasckan v
shedd overheard someone on the bus back
latest weather forecast.

She ogned up her driving map of Scotlahénd sighed. Needle in a haystack

(v) Immanence

Goldendark escapes the entropy of a clockwork universe by conjuring a tone of immanence.
Although not denying a monotheistic paradigm, Goldendark can just as easily hold a
pantheistic one. The manifest universe is sacred and is revealed through the awmoiridu

The prose is a prism through which the one light splits into the spectrum, or is reunited. There
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is something almost animistic about the Goldendark novel: life is charged with a
luminescence, even a sentience. The natural world is not necebsaidy, but it is aware.

The diegetic Goldendark world has a metaphoric quality e t it IS not O0j usH
Critically, it is within the qualia of its actuality that the potent charge exists to bring about

metamorphosis. The walls of reality canmible at any point.

In this example fronChapter 1XKirk climbs Doon Knowe

| hurried up the track my bare feet wet with dew, the hem of my nightshirt sodden. |
could hear the strains of fey music calling iné could feel itsurging through the
hillside: the whimsical melody of a whistle, the bldgbdlling skirl of a pipe; and the
racing heartbeat tattoo of drums. | was going to join them! Tears irrigated my cheeks.

| was overwhelmed with an almost unbearable bliss. Tagdghning light mirrored the

tide of joy rising within me. As | breached the silent grove of the summit, the orb of the
sun broke through in its undiminished glory, a bronze gong ringing in the day. | drank

in its light, breathed in the sweet air, and stegpnto the ring.

(vi) Ambiguity

Il n a Goldendark narrative a definitive exeg
i mpossible, or at |l east open to the reader 6s
framed in such a way as to maksychological interpretations cogent. The magical or
mystical is never taken as a O0givendé but is
l eft t o speak for t hemsel ves, endi ngs ar e
straightforwardi someimes motives are unclear even to the characters themselves, as
Ophelia articulates: 06We knowamidtAdt IV,\8ecnea r e , b
5).

In this example fronChapter44d aney conf esses det Al l en Ravent

Finally, in a whisper, she spoke of her fears and concerns about the unborn child and
what he might think. How different she felt. The knowing that the knowing was part of
heri that she had finally embraced it, accepting who and what she was.

And then she stopped and her coffee was cold. The room was sterile, dormant,
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and stifled with white noise, the clockds
Allen lay there, recumbent, breathing shallow, with a steady pulse.
Then he opened his eyes and looked straigher.
60h. 6 Her voice caught. She felt expose
Allen tried to speak, but only managed a cough, his mouth blocked by a tube.
Then his voice, in her mind, like a black butterfly hatchingnow you.

(vii) The re-enchantmert of language

Goldendark begins its project in the very fabric of the prose. It treats language with the same
respect it does the natural world and humankind. There is an effort to create works of beauty
T not in an overt lyricism but in the use of imagetlge crafting of each sentence and
paragraph, the skilful attention to names, to dialogue, to the multifarious possibilities of
language and the delights of the written word. It takes seriously the responsibility of the
storyteller and the duty of caregthhave to their audienéewhat they choose to focus on and
bring into the world (Gersie et al., 2014).

(@}
-

In this example fronChapter3d aney recall s the &6dblack day

They pulled up at a railroactossing and waited for the great Amtrak to thunder by
the long tail of trucks a herd of stampeding metal buffalos. Janey continued to sing
along with Dolly, hypnotized by the freight cars, wondering what they must be
carrying, where they were headinghave they had come from. Just more junk people
didndét need. They didnét have much, but t |
she might get that lucky break. An A&R man would stroll up to her after a gig and offer
her a million bucks to press a redoThe wheels on the train became discs being cut in
a factory? and fired off to her eager fans. She indulged in the fantasy as a ecounter
charm to the juggernautdés trembling anger .
as it railroaded over theagile dreams of those in its way.

The banshee walil of its siren, then a vacuum of sound in its wake, as though it

had taken all the worldébés noise with it.

(viii) Redemptive causality
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Goldendark moves beyond the hopeful Christian discourse of eucatastrophe (a sudden joyous
turn) or its antithesis in Grimdarko6s dyscat
guantum possibility. The redemption it offers is in breaking freedudlism, reductive
paradigms and moral defaults. Further, Goldendark narratives may resist the comforts of
closure. Robert Holdstock is the prime purveyor of this refusal of completioings cannot

be put in their box, the lives of the protagonists Wdlchanged utterly yet even the master

of no return provided a sense of healing circularity in his last néwdlpn (2009), though it

took us 25 years to get there. Heterodiegetically (Scott & Roffey, 2017), the redemption can
manifest in a lingeringsense of hope or life affirmationVhen a reader puts down a
Goldendark novel, they are left, ideally, with a renewed hopet only for the possibilities

of the human condition but for the possibilities of language, the power of the imagination to
inspire positive change in the world. The moral causality of our actions has been restored. We
have agency, and what we do in this world, how we act, and interact with others, means
something. Goldendark seeks to realign us to the natural cycle of thidggand night;

spring, summer, autumn, winter; life and death. Through it we make peace with the universe
and our place within it. The gold and the dark remind us that every moment is laced with
such qualities. We see the world in a new light. Ultimately, &udérk hopes to contribute to

what Barry Lopez descrbed as 6a |iterature

Example fromThe Knowing(Chapter 42: Kirk makes his way back through the Glen of
Shadows)

| looked out across the Glénboth bright and dark as clouds skirled acrassherding
shadows.

Then a strange melody aroseat first | wondered from wheri then | realised
that it was from the Urisg. He crouched upon a rock and lifted his shaggy head to the
sky like a wolf howling at the moon, and yet the song that came bist mouth was a

song of heartbreak and longing.

All of these criteria are undoubtedly ambitious, contentious and aspirational, and it is
guestionable whether | have achieved all of thefhe Knowing To achieve them may take

a lifetime of dedicatonto ne 6 s cr af t . It i s an ongoing end
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3.7 A Note on Style

My styl e, which has el ements of oéLiterary F
Viva, 2018), destabilizes the reader, who may find it hard to orientate themsdueghat
dislocation is part oft ime ierstte mdmEd®neddht éc t(:Si
which is part of the affect of the Fantastic. Nevertheless, if it is necessary to-pigleomy

prose then the nearest available category is what Northrop Frysettelme 6 Hi g h Mi me
style (L1957 366):

A mode of literature in which, as in most epics and tragedies, the central characters
are above our own level of power and authority, though within the order of nature and

subject to social criticism.

This for me sms up the, at times, higher register of my style (deliberated heightened for

effect in moments of wuncanny Jirruption into
and my protagonist, Janey McEttrick,owmwho wi-"
l evel of power 6 and via the omniscience it
6aut horitydo of knowl edge, yet i's neverthel e

mundane (struggling to pay her bills, at risk of arrest, etc) and cgrtaid u bj ect to O
criticismd (via Shelly, Q uiayketihas ,an deratic giftathat et c )
enabl es her (and thus the narrative plain)
materiality. This is to bridge the rift of th€artesian Divide that haseen a foundational
philosophy of Empiricismadvanced by the Royal Society whose mottudlius in Verba:

t ake nobody.dFs cwad rod distoricalamcesyrdthe Reverend RobKitk ,

turned 16 years of age whéime Royal Society was foundea 1660, and his adult life and
professional career, and extracurricutasearch interestaere in direct opposition to its

agendaln the shadow of #n birth of the Enlightenment (1685) and the Glorious Revolution

(1688) Kikk began his counterblasto t he od&atthhed sang e 6Theg Jecrdt | e p a
Commonwealth of Elves, Fauns and Fairi@691) In his resistance to the cold scientific
rationalism of Empiricism, Kirk is a protBRomantic fgure. Twenty years after hisleath
Joseph Addison was to provide a 6working def
Century in his @712)i forged from the sarfe tengionstas ng§odés pr oj e
at the faultline between religious belief and positivistesdific discourse6 The f ant ast i

an acutely moderntérature always coming after primary belief in the supernatural has been
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emptied of meaning, mar king the uncanny r et
2011: 12). This underlyingtensionl have attempted to evoke in my High Mimetic style,
where something immanent seeks to break through the plain of materialism.

3.8 Goldendark Authors: a speculative list

This list is by no means comprehensive; it will continue to grow and c¢ocldde artists,
musicians, storytellers, poets. The exempla below may apply to specific works by the

respetive author, in which instance they are cited; otherwise their entire oeuvre is implied:

O«

Naomi AldermanThe Powe[2016])
William Blake
Mikhail Bulgakov The Master and MagaritfL967])

Angela Carter

O« O¢ O«

O«

Lindsay Clarke
Charles FrazierGold Mountain1997])

Neil Gaiman

O«

O«

Alan Garner
Elizabeth HandNlortal Love[2004])
Robert Holdstock

O« O¢ O«

O«

Margaret Elphinstone
Kazuo Ishiguro The Buried Gianf2015])

David Jones

O« O«

O«

Graham Joyce

Ursula K. Le Guin

O«

Fiona Macleod

Anthony Nanson@eep Timg2015])
Ben Okri

Christopher Priest

O« O¢ O¢ 0O«

(@4

Philip Pullman
Jeff VanderMeer (Southern Reach Trilogy [2014a; 2014b; 2014c])

(@4
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0 Colson WhiteheadTlihe Underground Railroaf2016])

This is adeliberately broad church; | would argue that true fantasy resides not in a
mindless rehashing of tired tropes, but in a certain quality of wrieind, in what M. John
Harrison called O6the transl i mindhéalngenmgomnt 6 (c
the threshold, or a deferment of ingress, preventing closure, the full reveal. In that Keatsian
uncertainty, deemed Onegative capabilityoé (I
1817),thatis where fantasy happens. It is akin to the aftéd¢he sublime, but, to drill down
into the detalil, it is in nuanced interstices of Tolkienian consolation (Tolkien, 1997, gp. 109
161) and more negative readings of the subl
(Sandner , 20 16)enthésd tivedifferennositcomes is the dymamic energy of
the fantastic itself for readerso (2011: 27)

| am aware of the limitations of such a list and there are undoubtedly other authors
and artists who would qualify. Those writers categorised undemtieella of Afrafuturism
(Der vy, 1993) certainly overlap with Goldend
appropriate them for my agenda. | see Goldendark and-fAfumism as parallel, nen

mutually exclusive projects.

3.9 Challenges to Goldendark

Is Goldendark a valid category?

| discern Goldendark qualities in the writers | have cited as examples, but | acknowledge that

no obvious subgenre exists at present. It is a deliberate Attelergue 6f uzzy set o

1994) or what Mendl esohn Y lp hotalityt teer Goldeddark e | r r
project i's akin to VacaaverirMengitatios Oarihgtseandey al i

and beautiful words in the dark of its negative lighthouse, it leaves a trail ofspords that

060Gl eam é darkly goldend and, infesting us, t

How does Goldendark differ from pre-Grimdark fantasy?
We cannot go back to a p&11 world. To write with the style or morality of nROth

century fantasy autms would be redundant even if it were possible. Was Grimdark necessary
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in some way? Darwinian, even? Gal Cohen (20
the fantasy genrebo. And yet Grimdark is ju
Goldendarldiffers from contemporary mainstream fantasy in the ways | have listed. There is
an absence or deconstruction of grand narrative, a refusal of simplistic dualism, an
engagement with the world and its complexity, an embracing of ambiguity and an attempt at
psychological realism. Female characters are strong, and meaningful diversity is offered
among the cast of characters. Representation

Do we need Goldendark?

| would argue that Goldendark is a necessary correlativihe neoliberalist rhetoric of
Grimdark. As George Monbiot (2016) postul ate
Whereas he was imagining an economic paradic
have a choice: to buy into the consensuitse or create alternatives. Ultimately, both

extremes exist within the same ghettoised geBmmeGrimdark is more than competently

written, even if its moral compass may be questionable. It has its fans and its place within the
ecosystem of Fantastikh. am no't advocating ai aniaesthéte ki nd
fascismi but the very opposite. Gol dendar kds renmn

form of cultural hegemony which seeks to normalise nihilism and neoliberalism.

Is Goldendark diametrically opposed to Grimdark?

No.There can be el ements of O0Grimdar kdinin 06Go
and yang effect than adualistic blackor-white di f f er ence. Depending
values, a spectrum of literature shoutldvailableThere is room for all on the bookshelves.

The very act of reading a book is redemptive in itssde(Manwaring, 2016b); the more, the
merrier. To repurpose the Zapatista slogan:
muc ho mund g 2002: xxiMthe vorddsl want is one where many worlds fit. This

means the destabilisation of all hegemonies and an active celebration of literary diversity, and

in particular the disenfranchised, left at the wayside by the commercial imperative tbat driv

the mainstream (Freire, 1996). It is only the pervasiveness of neoliberalism (which Grimdark

is but one iteration of), as the new normal, that is problematic. If we are only fed grim
schlock then that I's all w e O ldlto itsAmdeat tberriske x p e ¢ t

of being the heretic, the boy in the Emperor
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required. It takes a significant mental effort to see beyond what they want you to see: to
Opi thewwcei | 6, as P eieved Tha GréilRwaitsdorr thosd whado.h

Ethically, how does Goldendark differ to preexisting genre®

While not directly antagonistic to other styles of Fantastika (positioning itself within a niche

of the current literary ecosystem), Goldenddifterentiates itself from Grimdark and other
mainstream fantasy by consciously resisting the style of storytelling influenced by the
commercial imperative which developed a narrative style shaped by the spacing of
advertisingbreaks e.g George RR Marti 0 s depl oyment ctyle of h e 0 a
structuring from his TV screenwriting career in his prose fictiglartin, quoted in
VanderMeer, 2018: 28889) and the desire for profits from lucrative franchises sereen

tested on attentiodeficient adolescest. The hungeer 6 denptgriel thats s

will appeal to a wider demographioneans an endemic dumbing down, but also, a relentless
ofix6 of sex and violence, chases and expl
distracting us from the @aknesses of characterisation, dialogue and plot. Goldendark also
offers an alternative to the Grimdarkian nihilistic shutting down of hope and the political
quietism that implied. t actively resists the project of
sense that not only is capitalism the only vigiaditical and economic system, but also that it

is now impossible even ttnaginea coher ent alternatimnitssenore o it .
balanced depiction of the human condition, it offers an alternative to theeatog
dog/strongeswill-s ur vi ve et hos of Grimdar k; it preser
humanity. While accepting thaomepeople are motivated by hard, coetitive drives; that
somepeople are driven by selfish or even malicious motives, it attempts to offer other
modal ities. For even if this was representat
seek to be interventioni$t to break the cycle.fIFantastika cannot imagine other ways of

being, other worlds (rather than mirror the dominant discourse of this one) then it has failed

in its raison do°tre.

3.10 Final Thoughts

Goldendark is a speculative category, but one that | hope will coalesce into a distinctive

subgenré yet not one too rigidly prescriptive or formulaic. While it remains embryonic it
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has the frisson of possibility about it; it is a new frontier waiting to beoegg] a new world
to be discovered. This relates directly back to an approach advocated by Joseph Addison, in
an article forThe Spectato 17 1 2) in which he discusses 0

Thus we see how many ways Poetry addresses it self to the Imagination, as it has not
only the whole Circle of Nature for its Province, but makes new Worlds of its own,
shews us Persons that are not to be found in Being, and represents even the Faculties
of the Soul, with her several Virtues and Vices, in a sensible Shape and Character.

Addi son goes beyond t hcentury persbndicagon in hiw al u e s

conception of the Fairy way of writinsg as n

his argumentisprotd ol ki eni an), and i magines the funct
Wor |l ds of its ownd and ot her ways of Bein
commentators (e.g. Wasser man, 1 9 5he flavodr#f3) wou

Kirk about it, an air of potentiality, though more formally cloaked in the discourse of the

peri od: 6an inquiry into the psychology of
the functions and | i mi 1943). & flovetails svith dhe bpluseof @& n t a
contemporary of Kirkés, John Aubrey, gentl en

pursui-t o f scientific e nqgui r-sgientifiti empoigiss Kir k
methodology in pursuit of religious euiry (Scurr, 2015: 430). In a further, more
contemporary symmetry, Ruth Scurr, in her experimental biography of the antiquahan,

Aubrey:My Own Life articulates her approach in a fashion that mirrors my own:

Aubreyds appr oac hives was imagmnatieevamd erapirical iroeguale r |
measure. In imagining his diary by collating the evidence, | have echoed the idea of
antiquities1 the searching after remnanisthat meant so much to him. | have
collected the fragmentary remains of his lifdrom manuscripts, letters and books,

hi s own and T and@reangedptlemaoefully dnschronological order. |

have done so playingly (a word he used of his own writing) but with purpose.

Ultimately, my aim has been to write a book in which hgtilsalive. (2015: 13)
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This o6imaginative and empiri catrificalanepr oac|
and is encoded in the title of the nov€he Knowing: A Fantasyt echoes the manner in
which Sandner |l ocates 6thbempaeni agt Q.dthasims B i I( 2
been in the spade et ween of t hi s | avliahéhave tvamtured indthiso n ni e
project. | have sought to return with more than fairy fruit from my enquiries into creative

proces, form and genre. My wish is that this foray will entice others to explore further.
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CONCLUSION

This has been an enquiry into creative process, form and genre, focused upon the research
and development of my novdlhe Knowing: A Fantasy

So whathave | learned?

In terms ofcreative procesd have argued for the validity of practibased research.
Insights gleaned through experiential methods @ddisgance walks, drawing, balleainging,
storytelling and residencies) have nuanced and enricbdd rby novel and my thesis. In
seeking to dramatise the creative process of my protagonist, Janey McEtwtlose
experiences | ead her to come to terms with
encompassed by both a lineage of oral tradiéind her own presence in the world have
dramatized my own. I n doing so, | can ident.i
of the creative process is of course highly fictionalised, but reifies the synthetic, eounter
intuitive task of seHanal/sis of an often organic, intuitive process; and it serves as a kind of
localised creation myth (for author and protagonist), conveying a sense of faux historicity in
the tradition of the O6found man&BpThefatphatd t r op
during the process of researching a key character (Robert Kirk) | unearthed a lost version of
his handwritten manuscript,he Secret Commonwealth of Elves, Fauns and Fg(tié381),
felt i ke simultaneously an ehfefnitri md tt iyaddn am
destabilizing of iti for the manuscript | discovered in the archives was real, not just a
fictional device®™"' Suddenly, | found myself plunged into my own story.

In terms ofform, | have sought to interrogate the hermeneutic conventibribeo
medium of prose fiction. By tackling the challenges of digital writing, | more consciously
entered Ecobs O6Labyrinthd of text, the arb

(networked):

To the contemplating intellect, the edifice of the unieersanifests itself as a
labyrinth, with a maze of ambiguous routes, of deceptive appearances of things and

signs, of winding and complicated nodes and spirals. (2018736

Faced with the challenges of presenting a riméar narrative in a way that does not

undermine narrative traction or genre expectations (completely), | created an ebook. But
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finding that not adequate to repr dghemt t he
developed it into the form of 'ergodic' fiction (Aarseth, 1997), creating (according to his
taxonomy) a unicursory narrative with a multicursory mestrocture: essentially, a tree

within a forest. This led me to the development of what | haveetefm 6 er got di c 6 f
through a digital form of biomimicry: emulating the mycelial networks that underpin Kirk's
folkloric fairy ring, his subterranean secret commonwealth.

The heteroglossia that this approach is meant to convey (and the ontological
chalenges that the reader is confronted with in navigating it) is perhaps more complex than
even thati for nothing is in isolation. The mycelial network is plugged into an even wider
one:

some [fungi ] € bond][ s] with alageetstt o f or

form compl ex underground net wwoirdkes wceabl d.e

(Letcher, 2007: 7)

Like the Carrollian rabbit hole, these labyrinthine networks are as deep as your
curiosity. A single tale connects to the forest of tales, to theushmirvoices heard within its
groves, and ultimately to the primeval wildwood of the human imagination.

Finally, in terms ofgenre I have sought to create an 6
0Gol dendar ko, as a way of clhaé dowght tpichaltenge he o6
the false dichotomy of fantasy/mimesis and the ghettoization of fantasy as a genre worthy of
academic enquiry.

Other lines of enquiry, foregrounded in the early stages of my research, provided
important texture, but are inevitly omitted here for more exhaustive studies or appropriate
disciplines: Cecil Sharp and Maud Karpales in Appalachia and the role of the folk music
collector; the folk traditions of Lowland Scotland and their diasporic translocation to the
Southern Appalddans; longing, liminality and transgressidnthe fairy tradition as a
met aphor of the creative process; and the
deni zens) in |literature. As a novel it ol ha
The writer is the most rapacious of creatures, a Border Reiver of the imagination. Everything
is material, and life is research. Novelists thrive on interdisciplinarity, or, to put it another

way, ot her peopl eds r eseaatimehormowel tradikion,ethret i s e .
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oways of the jackdawd: Obébwe steal the shiny
di sorderly nestsdé6 (Atwood, 2003: xviii).

In none of the primary foci of this project (creative process; form; genre) do | expect
to have stated the final word. My findings are the result of a finite enquiry by a particular
writer in a particular juncture of time and place and, as such, invite further research from a
plurality of perspectives. Throughout this project | have empbéddise fallibility of any
claims to omniscience. Epistemological hunger, combined with embodied, feminist fire
the-head inspiration, drove this creatiweitical study. It has pushed me in every conceivable
way: academically and creatively; physicalipentally and emotionally. Like Janey (who
of fers her completed album to the Cailleach
of fered my own Osecret commonwealth?o for
habits (in terms of my writing practiiefor creative and critical development and for an
elevation of perspective and status. The website | have created offers a multiplicity of ways
for the journey to continue for anyone who is interested, but, for now, mine is over. As far as

| kKnow.

FIN.
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NOTES

' See myBardic Academiblog: https://thebardicacademic.wordpress.com/

"BBC (n.d.) James Hogg: Biographyiriting Scotland Available from:
http://www.bbc.co.uk/programmes/profiles/29mbnSxdmTg99TpfkcHpRtm/jdrogg
[accessed 10 January 2018].

' See my research websiteww.thesecretcommonwealth.com

" Personal communication, 25 March 2017.

V' 5 June 1959, Merton College, Oxford (Tolkien, 1997, ppi 220).

(@}

61 do a wakkeayomodnhegebefore | start. It
world, making the skin porous, letting all the impressions pour through and charging circuits
to be able to write. And t he dstablishedagetobf newur
pathways irthe head. To go somewhere new isetel the brain is being remapped, in an
interesting way. And you hope that by doing
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2013/nov/01Asimclairinterview[accessed 23 March

2018].
“'' wrote an account, O6Let t hlondbhoMagetinei n Si ng
(2015e).

Vil Ballads Across Borders. Available from:
https://thebardicacademic.wordpress.com/2016/07/21/bedladssborders/

X For further field research outcomes, seew.thesecretcommonwealth.com

*Which | discuss in more detail in Manwaring (2012b).

“XSee my blogpost, 6The Illustrated Novelist®o
https://thebardicacademic.wordpress.com/2017/04/-Hltistratednovelist/

X https://thebardicacademic.wordpress.com/2017/04/03émarkablenotebooksof-robert

kirk/

X For illustrations, motifs of characters frofihe Knowing dr awi ngs i nspire.
notebooks, etc. see the webslitp://thesecretcommonwealth.com/

XV http:/ww.fantastikajournal.com/ [accessed 18 January 2018].

6 And it wa smudicer to take the finahstep @and eévolve theote scale of

which every note could be used with equal fr
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http://www.thesecretcommonwealth.com/
https://thebardicacademic.wordpress.com/2017/04/17/the-illustrated-novelist/
https://thebardicacademic.wordpress.com/2017/04/03/the-remarkable-notebooks-of-robert-kirk/
https://thebardicacademic.wordpress.com/2017/04/03/the-remarkable-notebooks-of-robert-kirk/
http://thesecretcommonwealth.com/

University of Leicester Thesis/K. Manwaring

! https://quoteinvestigtor.com/2015/09/05/ufree/[accessed 29 January 2018].

i hitp://uk.businessinsider.com/hestarwarsmadegeorgelucasa billionaire-2015
12/#thehigh-schoolcomedyremainsoneof-the-mostprofitable moviesof-all-time-made
ona-budgetof-777000it-earned140-million-in-revenue2 [accessed 26 February 2018].

il https://readingdigitalfiction.com/about/whistdigital-fiction/ [accessed 24 November

2017], my emphasis.

A Good ReadBBC Radio 4, broadcast 4 June 2017.

* http://www.rymannovel.com/[accessed 15uhe 2017].

4 http://www.bookdrum.com/books/aftéandon/9781846378676/inddnml

i hitps:/mww.thebookseller.com/blogsteok salesabatebig-five-321245

[accessed 29 January 2018].

X hitp:/www.bbc.com/earth/story/201411plantshavea-hiddeninternet[accessed 29

January 2018].

WV Available from:
http://lwww.ref.ac.uk/publications/2017/consultationonthesecondresearchexcelleneedrame
ksummaryofresponses.htfalccessed 29 January 2018].

* Moyra Caldecott, 2003, private correspondence.

“§The great fantasies, myths afilohthe al es are i
unconsciouso the unconscious, in tHanguageof the unconsciosi s y mbol and ar che
(Le Guin, 1989: 51).

XV http://www.bernardcornwell.net/interviewith-georger-r-martin/[accessed 9 February

2018].
Vil piscussed at length by Sandn2016: 4, 1745, 159 172).
““6Fake realism is the escapist |iterature of

** https://www.theguardian.com/book8/6/apr/26/hug@awardsshortlistrightwing-
campaigrsadrabid-puppiedaccessed 5 February 2018].

43 acqgu el Ofdhindglhope Marvel and other companies learn from the success
#BlackPanthewill bring is that inclusion within the process yields better results than the
"optics' of diversity @jnyemb[Twitter] 18 February. Available from:
https://twitter.com/jnyemb [accesb@3 February 2018].
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X hitps://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2016/sep/13/lisheVersfull -speech-
hopethe-conceptof-culturatappropriationis-a-passingfad [accessed 9 February 2018].

*Wyvigorously debated in 6Writing asitgofRaci smd
Leicester, 16 November 2016.
Va1 f 1 were asked what | want to accomplish

literature of hope é06 (Lopez, 1999: 14)
“'Mendl esohnds specul aitxvyvdth nyaeseigtasrinitelss ( 200 3 :
are:

1 The PortalQuesti the fantastic is entered via a portal and does not bleed back
out
Immersivel the fantastic is normative, as in classic secondary world fantasy
Intrusioni the fantastic erupts through into the ordinary world.

Liminal 7 thefantastic and the mundane uneasilyecost

= = =2 =

Irregularsi a destabilisation of the above: the black swans and outliers.

M The details of this manuscript will be discussed in a forthcoming article.
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And if this be thought only a fancy and forgery because
obscure and unknown to the most of mankind for so
long a time, | answer the antipodasd inhabitants of
America, the bone of our bone, yet their first discovery
was lookt on as a Fayrie Tale, and the reporters hooted

at as inventors of ridiculous Utopias.

Robert Kirk

Far from heaven, safe frohell,
Unknown of eart h, he wanders fre:¢
Would that he might return and tell

Of his mysterious company.

Andrew Lang
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Janey picked up the guitar. She strummed a few shimmeraiwids, her silver nails and
ring-knuckled fingers flashing against timeck and board. Her trusty stestting held its
tune. Here's hoping she would.
" Wel |, hi dey! How yoall doing out there?’
crowd. Tried not to sigh. Same old soih@ beersoaked roadhouse in the back of beyond,
drunken weekenders who couldn't care less about the act taking to the stage: some band
theydd never heard of. The Jackalopes? Sound
Just sing, girl, sing.
A no-neck trucker in an oily Dodgers cap threw peashalls at regular intervals onto
the stage. Others roared at their own jokes, scraped chairs, belched for show, slammed down

growlers of draft to cheering cronies.

Screamed in her headle 6r e t he r eal deal , you mor on:
band...

What actually came out of her mouth:Be f or e we get roll ing,
band!

As she bigged 6em up with her mouth, she

060The stupendous Slim Lightning on | ead gui

Swaggering around in his Stetson and stirrups like somestaclcowboy Slim winked
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at the herparty in the front row, jutting his guitar crotch to a chorus of squeals, giggles, and
jeers from the guys.
0 St-agbhteonbass,ocboc ool EZ Tyger! o
Behind his disguise of aviators and cheroot, EZ wore a perpetual morose expression
that mae him look like he'd just heard his dog had been run over, and he'd been responsible.
60n the sticks, the mighty Feed Me Seymour
Living up to his sobriquet, Feed Me munched on a pink donut with one hand while the
other tap tapped the snare rim. 'Oweight, overtime, and over here," as the band often
lamented of their Limey drummer.
0And I 6m Janey McEtrick, pleased to meet
Here we are and off we go. Janey nodded without looking behind her, and, as Feed Me
called out 00One, Twoég®nkisTmout Mhseell Fobul I
Amidst this cutandpaste of haistyles, flatpack fashion statements, musical styles,
and attitudes, lon@poned Janey McEttrick teased alive her rhythm guitar with her wooden
pick, its fretboard worn snaih, covered in stickers of festivals and rigint slogang from
‘Bury My Heart at Standing Rock' and 'Love Trumps Hate', to 'Je sUIS Immigrant’ and
'Protect the Smokys'. Red hair tumbled down her piedmont frame as she hit the power chords.
The spots picd out her trademark patchwork waistcoat and embroidered jeans; Celtic triple
spiral on her bare shoulder; spangly jewellery snagging the ilighrquoise choker and
earrings, Cherokee bead necklace draped fetchingly down to her pummehvage. 'Hot
g uf f' with her fey green eyes and voluptuol
many got past her defences.
The Jackalopes rattled through their first half isethe ascent of the Matterhorn', as

Janey often joked. Win the audience and ntaken want to listen. If you could push through
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their blue collar blues, their weekend testosterone and oestrogen high, then you had them on

your side for the second hal f: 6the slide d
know, being more thap ar t i al to them herself). Theyod
bosom pal.

She did her best, warbled and pouted, but a part of Janey seemed to slip away. Found
herself gazing at the audience as though down the wrong end of a telescope...

There, athe back. Even beyond the glare of the lights she could sense them watching
her: the gothidooking pair in shades.

Pale and statuike amid the scrum of bodies, as though in the scratched loop of a
silent movie.

A white laserbeam threatened to pierce tsdwll. Janey felt the pressure building, and
her body started to tremble and her hands became clammy.

'‘White-out," EZ Tyger mouthed to the others, back to the audience.

Her band members glanced at her, rolled their eyes, and did their best to compensate a
she slurred the words and fumbled the chords.

The whole place suddenly seemed strange and remote. The glaring spotlights, the
arcade machines, the optics and glitter ball, the vulgar décor and brash dlcahiijagred.

It was as though she was seeihgpugh the glassy surface of the woirlilke she was
looking into Mactucket's Pond back down the full five fathoms of childhood. Something
deeper and more complex lurked beneath.

Strange shadows moved in silent conspiracy.

A pebble of sound rippled thusion away. The volume of the evening cranked up and she

was back in the sweaty fug of the gig, fronting a band. The song mercifully ended.
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'‘Woo-wee! | don't know about you folks, but that took me riiiighhtt back.'

From a trembling hand she took a sipmart water, and let the band do a number with
Slim on vocals.

They somehow made it to the end of the show.

The final applause was hdikarted, and mercifully drowned out quickly as the jukebox
kicked in with some Nashville honkpnk number, pacifyinghe crowds with the predictable
highways of a trucldriver's loneliness.

'Like a dog gnhawing a bone," EZ growled under his breath before pulling the jack and

striding off.

"‘Well, that went down just swell," Slim drawled, clicking his guitar case shuspkie
his gum somewhere in the vicinity of the leggne audience, his lean frame taut as a
crossbhow.

The scowling barman at the back called out across the dettign floor, threatening
them with his brush. 'Hey, you fucking barbarians, leave the pageu found it"

Slim shot him a look. 'We are. What a dump.’

Feed Me loudly put away his drums, 'accidentally’ knocking over a bottle ohaka
Bud. 'Kiss mine," he bellowed.

Janey rubbed her temples as she sat on the edge of the stage.

'‘Where the fak did you go tonight?'

She looked up to see EZ standing over her. Even behind his Aviators she could feel his
glare.

... I'm sorry. Had one of my ... attacks."

'‘And what brought that on, | wonder? How much junk did you take before the show?'
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‘Nothing,| swear!

EZ folded his arms across his chest. '‘Change the vinyl, Dorothy. Off to Oz every
fucking night! Gimme strength! Too. Many. Times.' He rolled up cable like he was off to a
lynching.

'Oh, quit your griping, grandma. We's got through it, didn't wefibled Feed Me,
slamming one of his boxes onto the trolley.

'Don't you start, aswipe! Remember, next timé we play on fortyfive, not thirty
three.'

The drummer raised his sidd-ham fist. ‘Why you bloody...'

Slim dashed between them, holding therbat. 'Hey guys, cut that out!

'Get out the fucking way Slirdim, before | snap you intwo!" roared Feed Me.

Janey screamed, throwing a mii&and across the stage.

The three men turned to look at her, looking shocked at her unreasonable behaviour.
Feral g/es stared at them beneath a wild mane of hair.

With a knowing look of male conspiracy, EZ, Feed Me and Slim backed away from one
another, hands raised, flicked, or limp.

They packed up the rest of the kit in bruised silence. The meagre earnings were doled
out, more insult than profit, and without so much as a goodnight one by one they drove off
into the dark, until it was only Janey left with her Dodge pickuptarp thrown over the kit
in the back.

Unsteadily, she just stared at it, hoping the heap miglatn something.

White knuckles on the wheel, she breathed in slow, releasing the tension in a great sigh.

With a click of her skull Zippo, Janey lit up her customary {sb&tw reeferi pre
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rolled and waiting behind the reasiew mirror. In the uringyellow light of the car park she
took a long slow drag. The smoke swirled around her head in a comforting cloud.

Another night, another crummy dollar.

Twisting the ignition, on the second try the car grumbled into life. The stereo came on
mid-songi some jaunty prgig number by Della Mae. She ejected the disc, tossing it onto
the pile on the passenger seat, and slipped in something ... more mellohe fgbtime
melodies of Crooked Sitill floated through the cab, Janey pulled away.

The smoke eased the cogs of her mind, and a ghost image of the gothic pair floated up.

Who were they?

But the thought was gone in the next deadening cloud.

At the crossroadshe ran a red as there wasn't a soul in sight, but as the lights changed

two pairs of burning eyes blinked open.

Janey drove out onto the freeway that would lead her backcountry, to her place up in the
mountains above Asheville a piece of scrubby landyla creek that she called home; just
another beatip place down a deaehd lane. There she had parked her airstream some years
back as a temporary stg@ap 'between houses', and that's where she had stayed ever since,
her chrome trailer like some maroorgzhceship. She joked about someday she'd recharge its
Dilithium crystals and reach escape velocity, but it hadn't happened yet.

She turned off from the river of red and white lights at her lonely holler, indicator
ticking like a metronome between songs.

As the familiar twolane blacktop snaked away into the night Janey started toirelax
the roach taking effect. After a good gig she felt buzzed up and unable to sleep for hours,

needing to party or stay up until the small hours talking to friends. But thleeshow was a
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stinker, she felt scooped out afterwardrained at the effort of trying to keep the audience on
their side, raising the energy, or 'poking a dead pony' as EZ would say. Tonight it was
definitely the latteri and then somé& but more thanyst feeling flat, Janey felt ... raked
clean.

The visions, when they came, always wiped her out. She would laugh about them
afterwards, make out to the guys that they were flashbacks to her Kool Aid days.

But the truth was scarier.

As she drove sleepily bk homing instinct kicking in just enough to keep her shiny
side upi she felt as vast and as hollow as the night, the sky one big teepee of rhinestones.
The music and the smoke made her float off. Only the big sticky wheel of theipik&pt
her grouned.

She sang along with the sublime vocals of O'Donovan, wishing she could be as talented
and successful as her.

Bitch.

Janey seemed destined to envy every other lucky fucker on the planet, which made her
hate herself even more. Her foot pressed on thagiake counted her lack of blessings.

Her hotshot legal friend Shelly DuPont lectured her how the-tagét drives back
from gigs were playing craps with death; regaling her with tragic tales of other jobbing
musicians who had comecaopper or who haduffered near misses when the Reaper had
swished his scythe.

'‘Book a motel, for Chrissakes!" Shelly typically nagged, playing the bossy older sister.

'Sure, and blow my takings?' Janey found herself responding out loud, before catching
herself in the mirra She shook her head, laughing.

Something dashed in front of her truclsomething large and dark. It thudded against
121



University of Leicester Thesis/K. Manwaring

the fender, hard.

She screamed and swerved, and the Dodge skidded off the road. Spitting gravel, it
juddered to a stop at the edge ofdiiaess.

The flat note of the canorn split the night wide.

Janey dangled painfully at an angle, seatbelt snagged tight. Thank God she'd
remembered to do that! No airbag in her old jalopy. ‘Shaken, not stirred," she could hear
herself joking, while anothepart of her was screaming 'Oh fuck! Not the truck!" A sick
feeling in her stomach grew at the thought of the repair bills; at what she would do if her
wheels were off the road for ages, or worse, written off.

She unbuckled herself, and fell heavily agtite dashboard. She extricated herself
from the cabin, and stumbled onto the ground, waaed and wobbly. The dry sweet scent
of sage and rock, warm from the day, filled her senses. She got up slowly, brushed herself
down, and turned bracing herselfdr what she might see.

The pickup wasn't in a bad wayjust a few scratches, but nothing new there. The back
wheels were still on the gravel although her nose poked out precariously over a ridge which
dropped away in the darkness.

Jesusfuck, that was aosk one!

The kit in the back looked okay apart from a cable box that had burst open, spewing its
contents like a can of worms. It could have been worse.

"You're one lucky girl,' she muttered to herself, over and over.

She went to do a rellp but her handaere trembling too much. Somewhere, she found
a bottle of water, and guzzled it down, splashing her face.

Then she remembered that thing’hat was it? A bison?

Slowly she got up and walked back to the rodldere was no sign of a roal.
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Strange. Shewore she had hit it.

'Hope you're okay out there..."' she called out into the hot, anonymous night. 'Real sorry
ané all .. .

There was a sound, a cracking of underbrush. Something moved in the shadows.

"You alright there, dfeidshe had Wwdundedd.rSkeyovede nt u |
animals.

She stopped dead.

From the darkness came breathing, ragged and feral.

Theni slitting the shadows two eyes of fire, staring straight at her, piercing her with
fear.

The night growled.

Janey quickly backed away

From behind came another growl.

A blur of shadow.

Heart pounding, she jumped into the cab and slammed the door just as the shadow
crashed against it with a yelp.

Agonisingly slow, she wound up the window as the beast stepped back, tensed and
leapt againlt cracked against the windscreen, which held, just. The massive paw tried to
reach through, nearly gouging her face. She leaned away from it as far as possible while
frantically trying to close the window. With a grunt she squeezed it shut, but stiletst
clung on, its hell eyes blazing, slobber smearing the glass.

And so she released the lock on the door and booted it with all her might.

With a howl, the beast fell out of sight down the eldte.

Below, a series of thuds and dislodged roleittering down.
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Then silence.

Janey slowly reached out and hooked the door closed, holding her breath. Fap pick
teetered precariously.

Head spinning she noticed a single claw left jammed in the crack.

Finally, she let out her breath.

She sat in the cala tiny parcel of life in the wilderness. The road was an enormous
tarmac mamba, stretching into the night.

Scrambling for her cell, she turned it on.

Not a single bar.

Through the wing mirror she spied a second jagged shadowd unpeeling itself
from the undergrowth and sliding across the road towards her.

With a sweating hand, she fumbled with the ignition key. She twisiednt it stalled.
Again. 'C'mon, ¢'mon..."

The beast could have been from the same infernal litter. Bigger than an Irishumaolfho
and as black as night. Those fiery eyes fixed on her, its raw slathering mouth gaped like the
pit of Hell.

She prayed to MotherTheresaGandalfBuddhaJehovabh...

There was a heavy thud and the pickup tilted backwards.

'Oh, sweet mercy...'

The truck suddeglgrunted into life. She revved the engine; yanked it into the reverse.
The wheels skidded on the gravel, spittooning grit across the road.

If ScoobyfuckinDooi whatever it wa$ leapt onto her roof, it'd tip them both over the
edge.

'C'mon!'
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With a lurch,the rear tyres bit and the pickup jolted backwards. She swerved it wildly
onto the blacktop and slammed on the brakes.

The thing was thrown off, yelping as it hit the road.

She reversed back onto it with a sickening crunch, then gunned the car forvelid, pe

on the floori heart thrumming like a Boston bodhran.

Janey didn't know how she got homeher mind was in meltdown, but selfeservation
maintained her motefunctions, blind panic keeping her foot to the floor, body pumped with
adrenalin, eyes rived to the reaview.

Every shadow, a black shuck.

She skidded down the tratkLondon barking in the distance, recognising the grizzly
sound of the pickup. He was chained up outside the trBisr, was he a welcome sight

The truck came to an abrupt giand she killed the engine. Her head was a ngy
roundi she took some deep breaths, hoping it would quit turning.

London's woowoo snapped her out of it, his eyes lambent in the headlights.

Janey stumbled out of the car, and embraced her old budihingo

Here she was in the assd of nowhere, out of signal range. No fucking paddle.
Whatever those things were, she hoped she'd lost them. Hoped they didn't find her.

‘Thank God | have you,' she hollered, face deep in his thick musty fur.

He licked hettears and scampered around her, making a fuss.

Letting him off the chain, she dashed inside and, after a brief rattling and cussing,
appeared with a shotgun. She slotted two cartridges in the barrel, and snapped it into place.

London cocked his head, andlth up a paw.

‘That's right, old pal. When the chips are down, you can always rely on Granpa here.
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Let the fuckers come nowand we'll give him a homecoming, Smoky Mountain style."'
Pulling a halkdrunk bottle of bourbon from the trailer, she took a deeig,swvatching

the halo of dawn slowly vanquish the night.
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Janey woke with a start, slumped painfully against the doorfiianie cold iron of the
shotgun resting on her knees. She rubbed the raw indent on her cheek and crgeked her

Falling asleep on the pizer hadn't been a good idea. Nor had the bourbon. The empty
bottle skittered across the trailer floor as her boot caught it.

London, sensing her movement, trotted back across the yard and made an admonitory
'What time do you dbthis?' yip.

'Hey, not so loud, buddy!" she groaned, fussing him some. To stop his whining, she
scratched around for something, taking it real slow. There was srhplfy can of his
favourite offal in the cooler, fork sticking out of it, but she couldtdmach scooping out wet
food this morning, so she reached for a box. As his lams rattled into the silver bowl, she
winced. Refilling his water bowl made her realise how thirsty she was all of a sudden, tongue
as dry as Jenson's Creek.

OWader €6 edhe croak

She filled a stolen beer glass and guzzled it down, then refilled it for some more.

Her trailer looked like it had been burgled, but that was normal: clothes and underwear,
musickit and makeup strewn every which way; a stash of records doraemantothe floor.

The sun breached the top of the holler and pierced the gloom of the trailer like it was King
Tut's tomb. The invasive shard revealed questionable treasures: theatauted cobweb of
a drearrcatcher; Buddhas of diminishing sizes like a ge+imending Russian doll; a crystal
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skull ashtray; a Celtic knotwork bodhran; thrift store books on astrology and past lives; a
Stonehenge of Jack Daniel bottles; a mouldering strata of pizza boxes; and an assortment of
cacti she named after old boyfriends.

The only clear space was what she called her 'shrine' in the corner. Flanked by candles
and crystals, and guarded by a battered My Little Pony, there stood a golden frame with a
photograph of a young girl with coppery curls. Janey kissed the glass jemitarjossstick
to smoulder in front of it. Then, grabbing her shades and tobacco, she went out to greet the
day.

As she watched the watery egg of sunlight spill its yoke into the frying pan of her
world, Janey drew upon a rolleg cigarette’ straigh, as it was a work daly and tried to
put her thoughts in order.

What had she seen last night? Did it even really happen? Or was it one of those
flashbacks the Deadheads talk about?

She walked across to her piak and examined the fender. Sure enougrethvas a
dent on it: another to add to the collection. It might have been aupgale of crap but it had
got her out of a tighspot. She patted the hood, 'Thanks, Mickey." She had named it after one
of her favourite actors who had a similarly beat fape, and had bounced back from
obscurity to win an Oscar. Her jalopy could do with some plastic surgery. Helifehesuld.

London sniffed sheepishly around the battered door.

'"Hey buddy, whatodés that?' She padwhdew t he
where it was wedged. Holding it between her forefinger and thumb she let out a low whistle.
It was the size of a bullet. Would make one helluva of pendant. Pocketing it for now, she
walked to the back of the truck and saw large feral footpointthe tarp.

The flash of jagged shadow and fiery eyes in the-veav mirror made her steady
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herself on the desspangled metal. Catching her breath, she took another look.

That must have been oneother she brooded. Coyote tracks maybe, but way out of
proportion, too big. El lobo? Hourdf-the-fucking-Baskervilles more like! Shuddering, she
pulled the tarp away, bracing herself for the worst.

Nervously, she checked for damage. Fortunately, everything seemed intact.

That was something at least. She &@tl her music.

Thanking the Holy Trinity: Jimi, Janis and Jirh she started to unload her kit.

A tepid shower, a change of clothes, someaiftdate pop tarts and cup of joe later, she was
on the road, with London in the batkose in the wind headingfor work, shotgun propped
next to her.

In her haste, she hadn't noticed the curicusigpped package on her porch.

On the road back to the freeway, she scanned the verges until she recognised the place.

Pulling in, she grabbed the cold, solid reasswaoicthe shotgun and stepped out.
Skidmarks to the clifedge were as plain as day.

London sniffed around, barking warnings.

'I know, compaifiero, | don't like it neither.'

Janey took a tentative peek over the edge. She could see the broken bushes where
somehing large, heavy and mean had tumbled down. Walking back to where her truck had
reversed out, she saw the smear of blood. Kneeling down, she dabbed a patch with a finger.

It had the consistency of tar and reeked like sin.

London stuck his wet snout inthealm and growled.

"You got it in one, Lon. Know your enemy.'
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Frowning, she wiped her hand on a tissue, scanning the undergrowth. Not a place she
wanted to hang around.
London did his business with almost professional pride.

'‘C'mon, boyLet's get to work.'

Asheville's eastern district was-apdcoming, the main street lined with hip coffeeuses,
galleries and bars, although the tide of gentrification hadn't quite reached the backstreet
where she pulled in, triumphantly claiming hearking spot amid the dust and rust of
vehicles crammed along the litteongested kerb.
The sun had snuck behind a cloud and the day was as dull as a hangover as she let
herself in to the store (twisting her spare kast sowhile forcing the door at precisely the
right moment), London following.
The familiar musty smell of Electric Ladyland assailed her nostritse whiff of old
vinyl, moul dering memorabilia and Raddl eds s
Hitting the lights, she flipped the sign éonhe door t o 6éopend and |
latch.
Saluting the gods of music who looked down upon her from posters and jultcse
she inspected the rows of storage boxes, each crammed with its alphabet of bedfellows. A
few sleeves needed slotting banto place, but otherwise, things were in order.
Hummi ng, she selected someBlhuemd bnelid @mwi f M,i
as London flopped in his basket by the counter. Placing the disc on the turntable she steered
the needle into place, then,ite crackle and hiss, set about her next priority: coffee.
She preferred it when she was working solo shifts, like today, when it was quiet. Then

she could think up lyrics and melodies without the constant background chatter of her
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colleagues, who likedot k eep up a running commentary
speculating on their musical affiliations as soon as they walked in the door, based purely
upon their haidos (which was Eli's theory) or their footwear (which was Rani's).

After going through themail, she sorted out all the trash and recycling, flattening the
cardboard. Carrying it all out back, she had a melancholic ciggie on thestiepe, letting
Joni's crushed diamonds of hebreak wash over her.

She exhaled a lazy question mark of smwke the square of sky above.

In her lunch break Janey closed the store for an hour and met her friend Shelly for a wrap and
a coffee at Howlers, a péiendly café that let her bring London inside.
Her yearbook neighbour sat in her usual seat, dressedhier o6pr of essi onal
she put it, of a nmonsense black business outfit, witdlared white blouse, and chunky
gold jewelleryi makeup and hair immaculate as usual. Seeing her friend breeze in, wind

blown and slightly out of breath from the staacross town, Shelly just shook her head,

laughing.
OHi dey, dear heart. Sorry I 6m | ate! d gaspe
OHel I, it ol | be bad luck to break tradit:
then broke intohermegai | owatt smile. O6Hey, come here. o

Theyhugged warmly, Janey holding on a fraction longer than normal.

Shelly Il ooked hard at her friend. O6Everytt
Janey felt her eyes tingle and bit her lip.

6Sit down. Let s order. And, when youdre 1
Shelly ensred London got his share of attention as he curled up beneath their feet.

For a while they just engaged in small talk until the food arrived. Shelly took the
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initiative, filling in her friend on the latest office politics and exciting developments at her
firm, Legal Angel-femalehtne h istteat ledw foindyn wad i
cyclopean gaze more and more these days with all that was happening since Hurricane
Donald had hit. There was rarely a day now
soundbite about the latest incursions and outrages to human rights, gender and racial equality
in the Land of the Free.

Hearing about the exploits of the o6fear]

enlightened cable channels liked to tag her), Janeyetwdvthat they had gone to the same

High School sometimes. |1t only served to ren
life.

Janey picked at her pl at e. 060Someti mes | \
me é 0

Shelly sl ammed Gluotwnt hhee rv icoultilner yp| ebas e ! Yol

old partnefin-crime, Janey McEttrick? Who all the boys slobbered after? The one with the
l egs and the hair and the -ptiagalygntséi?stledl!|6 hSahw
hand over Jahegpist héNbwginningéao
Sighing, Janey related the disastrous gig.
Is thatit? You've had stinkers and bugts before, but my Janey..." she clicked her
tongue. 'She keeps on rolling.'
Shaking her head, Janey relented and related what happened aftetovhsidriend's
increasing alarm.
Crossing herself, Shelly was aghast. 'Holy Lord, sister girlfriend, are you okay?' She
held Janey's hand and looked with concern into her friend's green eyes. Under her breath, she

said: 'You should call the NCPD.'
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‘And tdl them what? That | hit a prairie mutt?'

'But you yourself said the prints were too big? You have evidence...?'

Clenching her free hand over her jean pocket, Janey shook her head vehemently. The
last thing she wanted was the cops sniffing around her.#deed already been stopped for a
dodgy taitlight 1 a heartstopping moment when she'd had to swallow her stash. Boy, had she
been high when she got home!

'I've got my shotgun in the car, in case | meet anything else on the way back. I'll be
going home irthe daylight any how. And London will protect me, won't you, buddy?'

Ears pricking up at his name, London looked up. Janey stroked the thick fur of his long
neck.

Shelly rolled her eyes. 'Well, have it your way, but keep in touch, okay? Promise?'

Janey ndded. Bless her friend. Someone at least had got her back.

Settling upi Shelly's treat they got up to leave, London frisky with excitement.

Shelly looked at her hard, shaking her head. 'All the more reason to get yourself a fella
T it's a big bad worlaut there...’

Janey laughed away the suggestion. 'Oh, come off it. You know mean handle
myself. Find me a man who can fix a truck, a decent mojito, and stay out of my hair when |
need to practise, and | might be interested! Somehow | don't thifikd'lbne in this dump of
a town!' They giggled at the 'fine displays of manhood' passing their window seat.

"You may be right there, sister. Sometimes you have to look in another pond...'

'Widen the gene pool?' Janey smirked.

‘Well, look at my fella. Mehim at a legal conference on the West Coast. You can't just
sit there, waiting for them to come to yowll Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair. You

have to go out hunting for one!
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‘Can | take my gun?'
‘Take London if you have fojust go and get yaunan!
They hugged and kissed on the sidewalk before parting company. When Janey turned

back to wave one last time she saw her friend watching her go, hands on hips.

Work passed in a blur of deliveries, displays and clueless customers asking for reemdem i
T the stuck record of her Monday routine.

Only driving back, windows down and music up, gave her the-gpacde to think.

Seeing her friend made Janey feel a whole bunch better. Laughing about bad gigs was
always therapeutic.

And it had put last night strange encounter into perspective.

Perhaps it had simply been the potent gumbo ofpdsto w f at i gue, booze
lonely road, and hefwilight Zoneimagination?

As a child she had often 'seen thingsl phenomenon that reached crisis pointhm t
hormonal apocalypse of adolescence. Shaking with the buzz of transgression, she had taken
to sneaking slugs from the liquor cabinet, stealing the key and topping up the bottles with
water. Then shedd started to Bahedawsanboyswi t h t
the Hell Marysi and experimented with drugs. From then on she was known as a bit of a
wildcat, trying to be crazier than everyone else, getting stoned, getting laid, doing anything to
drown out the things she saw. It had been likengegouble. Gasp as you glimpse some bad
trip vision in broad daylight a comiebook monster in garish colourshen you'd blink and
it'd just be some old man, hobbling down the street. She hadn't seen anything like that for a
long time, they were mercifl | y rare €é but then she'd spent

drunk.
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But last night had reminded her of those childhood horrors.
And that is what had rattled her so.

Once again, she drove past the spot of the attack and shuddered.

It was dusk by theéime she arrived home. The sun, hidden behind the-ggrmated hills,
illuminated the shaggy summits in a band of crimson fire.

Her pickup came to a chuntering halt in front of the trailer.

'‘Sweet home, Carolina,’ she sighed. It had felt like a long filayalonger night and,
dead beat, she was relieved to get back. A quiet night in was urgently needed: a favourite
DVD, maybeThe Big Lebowskor Groundhog Daya large glass of wine, and a burrito or
two.

London wagged his tail and, as soon as she opi@edoor for him, leapt out with a
joyous woof.

As she Kkilled the engine the deep silence of the creek backwashed into the &bsence
the peacefulness emphasised by the chirrup of crickets and the soughing of the evening wind
through the dry sage leaves.

Stepping out of the cab, while balancing keys and an armful of groceries, Janey noticed
London acting strange. Normally he would run around the yard a few times, roll in the dirt,
act goofy; but this time, he stopped dead in his tracks, hackles raisetingrow

'What is it, Lonny?' Slowly, she turned towards the trailer ... and saw the door swinging
wide.

She was sur e she hadthatnua bfeadlowpake. Even she \

Without taking her gaze from the trailer, she placed the keys and stiff groagry b

softly down on the driverbés seat and, reachi
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She clicked off the safety as quietly as possible.

Lifting the barrel, she warily approached.

'Hey! If you're in there you'd better come out real slow, arms raised. Granpa he
doesndét fire blanks.'

The door banged in the wind. The trailer creaked.

London started barking wildly.

Janey steadied her grip, finger on the apostrophe of the trigger.

That doorway looked mighty empty. Swallowing seemed difficult.

Maybe the door had @i blown open? Perhaps it was a false alarm? Janey, you're
starting to jump at shadows, she admonished herself. You need to lay off the weed, she could
hear Shelly saying.

She was about to respond to her friend as though she had spoken the words to her out
loud, when a dark figure burst from the cabin, rushing towards her.

The trespasser was tall, wearing a | ong b
a flash of a white collar, a deathly pale face, long dark hair, and eyes like emeralds.

Instinctivdy Janey fired. The impact knocked her back, making her lose her footing.
She stumbled onto the gravel.

Point blank. I f she hadn't hit him, heod

But nothing happened.

London finally stopped barking. He was cowering under the Dosgi@jng.

She brushed herself down and pulled herself up.

There was no sign of the dark figure.

What the Hell ... was she losing her mind?

She made a quick search of the area. There was no trace of the infernal dinghlattter
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even any footprints.

Recoveing his usual bounce, London did his bit, but turned up nothing.

She whistled, and he came trotting back, tongue lolling.

Shaking her head, she returned to the cabin.

And that's when she spotted the package on her doorstep. It was wrapped up in what
lookedlike birch bark.

She nudged it gingerly with the butt of her shotgun.

'What's in there, buddy?’

London sniffed it, but seemed nonplussed, scooting off to piss on hgydlag

'Hey, | told you not to do that, you Yankee!'

Looking sheepish, he roamed off.

Janey went into the cabin. There was no sign of a disturbanuare than the usual
mess that was. She checked her valuables. All her music kit was still there. Nothing had been
touched.

She poured herself some cold coffee, and sat down on the makestift leoking at
the strange parcel, pondering it like it was something dropped from outer space.

On a whim, she tugged on the rough cord that fastened it and split it open.

Her nostrils were immediately assailed by the smell of leather and bark, buthtbenea
that, something odd. Was that horse sweat?

Inside, there was some kind of book. She tipped it onto her lap.

Out flopped a beatp old journal, covered in tooled leather, a design of intricate
knotwork that seemed to become more detailed the closepgiad at it.

She tipped up the packaging and gave it a good shake.

Nothing else.
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Damn sure wer ethatwasélearo m Amazon,

Returning to the journal, she opened it with a crack of the binding. The parchment
pages had roughlgut edges and crackled lilsgatic when she brushed them with her fingers.
She tried to read the first page. It was written in anfaddhioned script.

All she could make out to begin with were the initials:

{3

Rubbing her temple, she groaned. 'What is this crap?' She nearly itoasel® there
and theri but something, a tug in the guts, made her persist.

She ran her shellac nails over the arcane lettering. A kaleidoscope of impgeple
with whistlepig heads, a goat man, a silver harctowded her mind and she withdrew as
though stung.

Heart beating faster, she carefully held the journal by its binding and tried again.

It was like the building of feedback a thousand scratching voices reaching a

crescendd until ... the swirls of handwriting coalesced into legibility.

The journal you hold in your hands is the contraband of Elfhame. A double exists
within the library of diablerie there. The parchment, of which it is constructed, has an

uncanny property whatever is written upon one appears on its twin, identical in the

hand however geographically distant. By this means the author, a prisoner at Her
Majesty's Pleasure, is able to relate his fantastical adventures, and disclose state
secrets of the Secret Commonwealth. | am compelled to risk all for this purpose for,
althoughsome of the Subterraneans are benign, others of their tribes are intent upon

our doom. We are imperilled by our ignoraricand so | share the knowledge, hard
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won by my incarceration, and urge you to act upon it if your conscience be piqued.

She didn't kow what it meant but she'd always loved weird shit. Tossing it inside, she
fired up the jenny. The fairy |lights and | an
Weeksd on and flopped into the bed.

Lighting up her postvork fat one and taking a Ign slow toke, she picked up the

journal and carried on...

If you are reading this then | pray you are my living descendamtly you have the
power to release me. Within you will find the clew that will lead to my emancipation
and your owri from the terible curse placed upon our blood. The Janus paper will, |
am told, make my words intelligible to you, whichever century or country you read it in,
although the process is by no means exadtinglike my scrupulous translation of the
Good Book into the tmues of the Tramontaines, there is no controlling intelligence
behind the process. It would appear to be governed by the humour and wit of the
reader. Fayrie technology is carained. We are beyond the Realms of Science and

Reason here.

Janey looked at for long while, browsing through the pages of dense, writhing script
al |l the while thinking of her family tree.
Scotland. She recalled an obscure cousin once trying to explain to her the complexity of their
bloodlines that connected them back to the Lowlands of Scotland. There had been a swirl of
romantic sounding surnames that had gone into the melting pot of the McEttrick Clan.

Hadn't one of them been some kind of preacher? Something had happened to him,

something that made his name almost a curse in the family, the mention of which compelled
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mountain folk to cross themselves.
She shuddered, as though someone had played Twister over her grave.
The leaves of the manuscript, fluttering in the wind, seemeadisper to her.

6Screw it. Screw it all . ® She took anot her

140



University of Leicester Thesis/K. Manwaring

Janey sat in her trailer lost in one of her favourite track®orn to Run' by Springstedn
singing along to it at the top of her voice. She waved her arms mirtheonducting the £

Street Band, imagining she was playing side by side with The Boss and they were backing
her. In one hand she held a can of cheap beer; in another, a roach.

‘Tramps! Like! Us!" she yelled until it hurt. At the climax of the song shengd the
contents of the can, scrunched it up and tossed it into the corner with the others; then she took
a long determined drag on her joint, watching it burn down to her fingertips, before flicking
the stub towards the open window.

It missed and bouncdshck in the room, making a singpele on the throw.

'Oh, fuck!" She leapt up and poured the dregs of one of the cans on it. She held it up and
examined the damageher green eye peering through the baalinmted knotwork. 'Bummer!

She chucked it out éhdoor and flopped clumsily back on the sofa amid the takeaway cartons,
laughing a Janis cackle.

London lingered on the porch, silhouetted by the golden evening light. He barked, and
scratched on the threshdldowering his head to his paws and waggingthil.

'Wassup, buddy? Wanna play ball?'

The dog yipped, and searched around for something to use. He snapped up her
favourite guitar sash, the tartan one. She'd had the sash made up with earnings from her first
gig with the Jackalopes. Earlier, shb&ekn hakheartedly strumming a few chords as the sun

set behind Grandfather Mountain and the guitar case was iopamptingly so, it would
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seem.

London bolted out the door.

'Hey, come back with that!"

Groaning, she got unsteadily to her feet and followegttering to herself. She brushed
past the journal, perched on the edge of the table.

A cold cup of coffee splashed onto the cover.

‘Dammit!" She quickly wiped it off with the edge of hestirt; then tossed it onto the
rocking chair on her makeshgorch, before chasing after London.

The dog was in the yaiidat a safe distandeguitar sash in its mouth.

'Quit your momucking! You give me that right now!" she slurred, trying to sound firm.
The low sun made her squint.

London sheepishly took it towasdher, but as she lunged to grab it, he whipped it away.

You!'

Laughing, and annoyed, she tried to chase after him, but fell over. Spitting dirt from her
mouth and brushing the gravel from her hair, she hollered after London, who was already
half-way up he track.

Sweat dripping down her grimy face in strealkshe slid against the pickup and sighed.

ONot hing to see here. Everything is just

Her dog cocked his head, and rolled onto the floor.

'‘Damn you, mutt!

Ovehead, the screech of an eagle drew her gaze.

For a slow moment, she followed its deadly grace.

A gut-churning lurch of perspective and suddenly she was looking down on herself,

lying in the dirt.
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Molten tears bubbled up from some deep lava flow of misery.
‘Alrighty then! Havvit your way."'
London ran in a circle, chasing his tail.
Janey painfully pulled herself up. She staggered towards the waterfall that flowed by
her pitchi one good decision she had madand doused her head under the tumbling, icy
wate.
6Jiminy! Thatobés hot! 6
Rainbows snagged in the wet light. How often had she gazed into its flow, the continual
rush of water cleaning her mind out and calming her down? Sometimes tunes came to her
there, slipping into her mind like darters in a net.
But today, she needed darkness, not the light.
She shook her hair free of dropl et s, fee
forgiven. Looks | i ke youbve got more sense t
London came over and dropped the guitar sash at her feefusSleel him, burying her

face in his musky mane. OAt | east thereds so

Shoving her favourite Cherokee blanket, a cantina, torch, hasaitle sandwiches, and a

flask of coffee into a kitbag, she locked up the trailer. Thenmlucaught her eye, its spiral
snagging the remaining light. On a whim she stashed it in with the other stuff. Then grabbing
the shotgun and a box of cartridges she whistled to London, and headed up to the craggy

outcrop that overlooked her camp, as thenivg shadows crept over the rocks.

With London enthusiastically leading the way, Janey reached the access ledge just before

sundown. She was dripping sweat from the exertideez, her body was fuckédand she
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had to take a moment to catch her breAthshe placed her hand against the warm rock for
support she gasped and pulled it away quickly.

A hypodermic needle of images plunged into her temple. A bone pipe decorated with a
skull. The back of a gnarled hand, as wizened as a weathered wooderolndida a five
anddime store. Two mules, eyes glinting with a strange knowledge.

Janey shook her head.

The reek of pipe baccy was strong in the air, then, in a gust, was gone.

London looked back at her from the threshold.

OLooks | ike wayhadBua ¥i svihtadr celmadr y?0

Sometimes Janey picked up impressions like this in the rare instances she was
0straight 6. Th elistoree upé aivalllaereerae ab@doakad mgjde for
sometimes centuries before she came along and inadtlgrsprung them like a jagk-a
box. They bugged her out. Shedd never pickec
never rested her hand on that particular spot before either. It could have been from a day ago,
or two hundred years. Bythe brie bewi | dering downl oad, shedd ¢

This place wasld, after all.

The Cave of Whispers Janey called it, although it might have had an older, native hame
going by the hangbrints, hunters and dancing prey on the walls from Lord knew how long
back. The narrow cave mouthhigh on a ledge approached from an obscure -baikshe
had stumbled on when trying to reach the topent back into the side of the mountain a
long way. She never risked venturing too far, nervous of slipping down somegi@alro
chasm of doom, but from its depths issued an eerie whistling. Although she reasoned it was
just the sound of the wind moving through the subterranean passbiges giant loveflute

played by the godsthe sound still gave her the heef@ebies.
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The place felt secure to her thouglold and solid and discreet. Something about its
remoteness had preserved it. Whether anyone else knew of its presence, or of the existence of
the paintings, she didn't know, but for her it felt like a comfortable-Homé&. Well,
‘comfortable’ was hardly the right wordfor it was never an easy night sleeping there. She
always woke up with some kind of ache or pain; but it was always worth it. She would
descend refreshed, determined, fired up. There was somethingllyrgatsfying about
spending a night in the cave, watching the flickering flames dance, sparks skirling into the
pristine sky. The stars always seemed nemwvigted above it.

The cave had another distinct advantdgiEom it, with binoculars, she could l&o
down on her trailer and see anyone coming or going up the track from some miles off. She
took the heavy field glasses from the metal box she kept stashed in the cave with emergency
kit in. She ran her fingers over the mute bakelite casinganmade mated was resistant to

her probing, which was darned frustrating as they were the sole keepsake of kgorleng

pa.
Hell, he hadn't left much else, except a whole-kbdp of bad feeling.
Her mom never wanted to talk about him. By the way things had wankiedll Janey

could fathom was: he had been bad news, and

made her want to know him even more. But the past was a closed book in their family.
Until now.
She pulled the journal from her knapsack.
What skeletonsay waiting for her withii® ghosts and ghoulies wailing out of the maze
of its pages, rattling her out of the waking dream of her life?
She placed it with the blanket and other stuff and went back to the bins. Cleaning the

lenses with the soft cloth inehred light of dusk, she cast a gaze over her silver trailer far
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below. If she had any more nasty visitors she'd feel safe in her hidden sanctuary in the way
that her place down there no longer did.

Night fell like a trapdoor. Janey got a small fire goiogrefully out of sight of the road.
Pulling the blanket around her, she sipped some coffee.

London flopped at her feet, eyes lambent in the glow, tongue lolling. He loved nights in
the cave, and the fact that he always seemed very relaxed reassurednda@ethan
anything.

‘This is the life, hey comparfiero?' She stroked his smoky fur and sighed, feeling the
tension of the last twentipur hours ease away. Why hadn't she thought about coming up
here soonerPerhaps something to do with the amount of hoowhweed she'd consumed,
hmm?The sobering fact was her system couldn't take it like she used to. She knew she
needed to stop. At one point she had tried yoga and a better diet, herbal teas, méditating
whole nine yard$ but it didn't last. The trutiwvas she didnlike being straight in fact she
couldn't remember the last time she didn't have some kind of drug in her. Caffeine, booze,
grass, sleeping pills, uppers and downers... But the bottom line was her body felt like crap.
There was a sick fealg in her stomach that just wouldn't go away these days.

Face the music, woman, you need to clean up yoursaet could hear Shelly again,
ticking her off.Get your pretty butt on a detox regime before 1 kick it!

Hell, she knew the truth of it, but thersa terror stopped her: she was afraid about
what she might start to see. The last few days had been bad enough. She'd had flashes in the
pasti of little green men and the like, the usual acid casualty stodit nothing compared to
this, nothing that bdmed into her car, came cheitkgiocking, or left her strange packages.

Curious, she reached for the journal and opened it.

At first it was hard to focus on the writing in the flickering firelight, which seemed to
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be alive. She nearly threw it downdisgust, but somethiriga whisper from the back of the
skull; a sudden gust that bellowed the flames brighteade her persist.

As she concentrated the letters seemed to steady themselves.

I, Rev. Robert Kirk, do testify that the following is an hoest accurate account of
my sojourn (or, should | say, my misprision) here in Elfhame, as the Lord is my witness.
| pray that His gaze can penetrate the Walls of Horn that enshroud this place and veil it
from mortal eyes. There are things that exist har@ch transpire here, which surely

do not belong in His Universe.

Half the words were unfamiliar to her, but she caught the gist. Normally, anything old
timey would've gone straight in the bin. She was never much of a fiepdefierring only the
odd celd-biog picked up in a thrift store. But knowing this was apparently her ancestor made
her give it a go. The pull of the blood was too stronigke looking down a deep well and
seeing a reflection far below.

Janey gazed into the flames. What was goingroher life? It was getting weird
weirder than usual, that was. Normally she loved 'quark, strangeness and charm' as she put it,
singing the old song but not this. The shucks were bad enough, but the ghost of Christmas
Past, or whatever the futkatwas € ? Thi s was dark shit and she

Despite the gallon of coffee she must have drank by that point, her head lolled forward.
She was just able to roll out her sleeping bag, before flopping exhausted upon it.

'‘Keep the fire going, Londunnnn: she mumbled, before succumbing to the ineluctable
tide.

Janey found herself falling into a deeper sleep than she'd had in years, as though a
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backlog of weariness that had built up in her life hit her all at once. Here, in the cave, she felt
safe enoulg to finally, completely, let go. The last few days (weeks ... months ... years ...) had
taken it out of hei bingeing, eating badly, sleeping erraticalBister, your system is worn

outi it's as simple as that. It's like that wreck of a car of yduy®u need to give it some
TLC!S h e | | yidtentionee hettoring faded, until all that could be heard was the spit and
crackle of the -treamgipsand Londondés dog

The flames in her mind became swirling kaleidoscopes of Celtic knots. Faces leered at
her from the dark ancient faces, montaged into the shadows, beckoning to her with bony
hands.

'I'm not that old!" she protested. 'I'm not dead yet!

Yes you arehreathed the writhing wallslead inside.

She jolted awake.

The fire was low.

London spasmeih his slumber, dreafbarked.

The shadows were just shadows again.

She placed another log on the embers and drew the blanket around her shoulders.

Then the cave floor tipped like a portcullis.

Frantic, she struggled to crawl out, but inexorably it raiskmt.fingernails broke on the
stone and she lost her grip, plummeting down into the depthless chasms beneath the
mountain.

Like a pinball ricocheted around a machine, she tumbled along the labyrinthine tunnels,
past squat totems that came alive as she deareaking and splintering awake with a grave
breathed groan. They mumbled dark utterances in vaguely familiar languages, trying to tell

her something, if only she understood their tongue.
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A heartracing jolt and her descent abruptly terminated.

She openg her eyes but could see nothing at first.

The mountain pressed down upon her, smothered her with the chloroform and black
leather glove of its whispering shadows. Only the steady slop of water against a hidden shore
could be heard. Something slithered rolwer foot and she recoiled in disgust.

She hollered with rising panic until her voice was fiawed as the cavern, throbbing
with a crimson life, seams of rock pulsating like veins. As she gasped for breath in the stifling
closeness, the walls seemed xpand and contract. Unable to resist, she stretched out a hand
to touch the slimy surface and felt a sudden kick inside her, which made her keel over.

Suddenly, the bile surged and she retched violently into the black water.

When she finally stopped sheard a tiny sobbinfya child's sobbing.

Compelled, she ventured towards it.

The underground scene was illuminated by a visceral red light, and a pulse could be felt
through her feet. Yet the crying carried above it.

Finally, she located the source, ahdre, confirming her dread, was the figure of a girl,

a girl with copper curls.

Janey licked her lips, barely daring to speak the words.

‘Elly ... is that you ...?'

The girl stopped crying and slowly turnédevealing a face of seething maggots.

'Mommy, where have you been?'

She screamed herself awake.
Beaded with sweat, Janey tried to steady her breathing. She juddered as the waves of

the nightmare subsided. Blew out her che®®y, that was a rollecoaster! Never had one
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thatbad beforé

The fire wagdull embers and London was nowhere to be seen.

Taking a shaking sip from her cantina, Janey tried to compose herself. The temperature
in the cave was constant, but she couldn't stop trembling. The blanket had fallen to the floor
and she pulled it around he

Then she heard a low whine.

‘Lonny?'

She followed the sound outside.

The dogbdés gaze was fixed on the road that
was little more than a ditrack and nobody came up there unless they were visiting her,
which was rare. It was still dark, but there was a penumbra of light in the east, the pale
outriders of dawn high in the air. Clearly visible below were the headlights of a car snaking
its way up the track. The twitching beams swept across the hillside and idatiestively
ducked for cover.

'‘Down, boy! She pulled him down low with her.

In response to the distant sound of the engine, London let out a low growl, his body
rigid.

'‘Looks like we've got visitors, Lonny. Who'd come calling at this time...?"

Heart painding, Janey went back into the cave, kicked dust over the fire, and got her
shotgun and field glasses.

Then, crawling on her belly, she wriggled her way to the edge of the cliff and focused
her bins on the traileir now lit up by the cones of the headilig. The car had pulled right
into her yard, awkwardly parked. It was a long black Cadillac fresh out of the showroom. Too

fancy for around here. The engine cut, the beams killed and, when her eyes adjusted to the
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pre-dawn twilight, Janey made out two sbadsuited figure$ possibly a man and a woman,
although there wasn't much to goiowho stepped out of the vehicle.

Janey released the safety on the shotgun, and held her grip on London's collar.

Both intruders were tall, with long whitglonde hair tiedback tight over their scalps.
Their skin seemed to give off a soft moonglow in the-hglit. Despite the gloom of the
holler they wore shades.

One of themi” which sex it was hard to téll headed to the trailer with a slight limp,
while the other kept atch.

The rattle of a handle carried across the still night air; pounding.

Thank goodness she had locked it, she thought. Thatofifiggadlock should dio T

A flash, and a moment | ater, the thunder
the intruderkicked in the door and went inside.

Janey bridled at the invasion of her privadho the Hell do they think they ar@.

Finally the figure came out, shaking its head, and they continued their search of the
yard.

What were they looking for? Was this a gstbust?

Janey froze, remembering her stdshbut then realised the intruder was standing
directly on top of her hidey hole. Rubbing a finger as though from some wound.

These were not your usual FBI goons, Janey knew that much.

The other figure called owomething that sounded like a brdll and limped back to
the car.

Janey breathed a sigh of reliebut then the limper paused, took the Raybans off, and
scanned the surrounding hills. Olile, the head rotated and locked onto the ledge. The

figure seerad to stare straight at her ... and the eyes, the eyes were a fox's caught in the light
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of a flashlighti yellow burning slits.

Janey stifled a scream and dropped her Higésses. They landed on right on the edge,
dislodging some rubble, which clatteréawn the cliff face.

She froze, and tried to make herself smallgpulling London to her, covering his
mouth. She prayed to whatever was in the cave to protect her. There was an older magic in
the land and sometimes she felt it in these places. Her batrsbunded like a hall of
Japanese drummers. Surely they would have heard...?

Whatever those things were, she did not want to have them coaiking. She thought
about her options. Fight them off? Two against one and both of them probably deadshots? No
chance. Flight into the depths of the cave didn't exactly appeal éiiteeghosttrain even
more dangerous than staying. Hand herself in? But who knew what they'd do to her. They
looked like Men in fucking Black. Janey had watched too nméifyles, andread too many
abduction books. She didn't want to be experimented on by the Greys, thank you very much!

There was nothing for it but sit tight and wait for her whatever fate had in its barrel.
Janey wasn't of the religious persuasion, but in that momentsls willing to pray to
anything.

She closed her eyes, beetled her brow, but it was like ringing God and getting an
engaged tone.

Opening her eyes, their gaze fell on the journal.

She reached for it with her foot, and hooked it to her. Placing her shotgiap of it,
she appealed to her Reverend ancestor, wherever he was, to help her. She vowed to have faith
in his words. To believe in his story. To honour his memory.

Of the two dingbatters there was no sign, apart from the vehicle. Were they on their

way up? Using the john? Helping themselves to her coffee? There was no way of knowing.
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So, in the gathering light, with London vigilant by her side, she continued reading.

First, | must explain the motivation for my singular obsession. | had at first piesue
respectable, academic career, obtaining my Masters after a young life dedicated to the
study of the Word. It was with no mickle pride | accepted the position of Parish
Mi ni ster for Aberfoyl e. Stepping i nto my
culmnation of my life's path. What more could a humble servant of the Lord ask for? |
maintained a modest, sober household, attending to the concerns of my flock. | married,
and was blessed with the fruit of that union. Sadly, what the Lord giveth with nde ha
he can taketh with another.

My beautiful Isobel died on Christmas Day.

| lived on, if life you can call it. | am ashamed to say it pained me to see our
firstborn, Colin. It served only to remind me of my beloved wife.

| became a distant figure, lostimy hermeneutics and sermons.

And there | might have remained, eking out my days as a devoted minister
conscientious, yet not quite alive.

My heart may as well have been covered with a-sluset.

But the Almighty had other plans.

She looked up, butothing seemed to have changed except the strength of the light.
London was tense, but remained by her side.
know before they did.

She turned the page.
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| met Margaret at a dance in Edinburghit was a most rareccasion; that | should
attend that is. The possibility of this occurrence and of my meeting my future wife there
was of the slimmest happenstance.

It was the persuasion of an old college friend, concerned | was becoming a fusty
old bachelor widowerwhich tipped the balance. To make him happy | agreed fo go
to make a show of it. It wasn't that | did not find the female of the species beguiling and
mesmerising in their movements and moods (had | not as a student idled many a dusty
afternoon away, ldsin my inkstained daydreams? Ah, Miss Napier!), it was simply
that it seemed my constant studies and devout vocation did not allow for such
fripperies.

If I had but known it, such ‘frippery’ was to become my questing beast!

| made an effort to look theat, at least, and had received enough education to
know how to deport myself in such affairs. Yet however prepared | was, it was with
some trepidation that | entered the dai@dl of the newlycompleted Queensberry
House on the Royal Mile. Its owner, tBeike of Buccleuch, was preening himself,
pleased with his new purchase.

What a pelmell of peacocks and gadflies! | found my friend, to some relief and
allowed myself a glass of claret to steady my nerves. As | sippaaghing slightly at
the fulkbodied burr on my gullet | glanced coolly across the dance floor, unimpressed
by the pageantry and energetic flirting.

And that is when | saw her amid the Tripping Darlings.

By the time Janey dared to look, the sun, pale but defiant, was breaching the.skyli

Down below, the Cadillac's red tdifjhts vanished into the distance.
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Frantically she scanned the trailer in case one of them had stayed behind, but she could
see no sign of the intruders.

She slumped down in relief and exhaustiothe bowstring of her body suddenly
slack.

London licked her face, his whole body wagging.

6Lonny! My her o o-ivorki Bueno heedito det alGametiarial. Guie a m
t hat fussing! Down, boy! 6

She poured herself the dregs of her coffee and guzzled it down, watichisgn burn
away the mist and chase away the shadows.

Whatever was going on in her life, she wasn't going to stick around, waiting for more
trouble to come calling. Those spooks were after something... Then it dawned on her. She
held the journal up to ¢hlight breaching the fastness of the holler.

What secrets were held within its pages?

She'd gladly give it to them and have done with it.

But it was too late now. She had vowed to her ancestor. And something had protected
her. The power of its words, thie cave of whispers, had warded off that evil, of that she was
certaini for was she not still alive?

Yet how much longer, with heavies like that on her tail?

All she could do was runfind somewhere to hide out until things cooled off.

And looking up athe paintings on the wall, glowing brighter in the morning ligkhe

knew just the place.
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Janey's battered old piekp looked out of place on the Reservation these days. The cars were
often bigger and shiniér aggressively large fouwheel drives or gleaming people carriers.
She passed the pristine trailers and lovirtglyded yards with their plots of flowers and
veget abl es, kitsch signs (O0Home of t he Br av
06Shoots Firstao), St aNMation flagsdsnafping sideyeside imthed Cher
September breeze.

The odd rotting tooth of a dilapidated shack was a reminder of the hardship still
present.

Posters announcing a demonstration against governmenbffselbf native land
emblazoned the telegragoles. It made Janey so angry, the way her friends were treated.
But it was good to see they still had their fighting spirit, their pride. This place was nowhere
near as desperate as the trailer parks she avoided staying in.

Guess she had her pride toot en, she was halflood. Abreed.

A buzzing caught her attention. At first she thought it was some kind of gnat in the cab,
then she realised it was coming from above. Looking out of the rolled down window a quick
movement caught her eye. It was oneghafse drones. A couple of college kids were playing
with the controls from their porch. The camera on it tracked her progress.

She gave it a wave.

As Janey killed the engine the front door opened and her old friend appeared.

Quatie, dressed as ever in luenjack shirt, Levis and Crocs, was wWAtlpn with a wild
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mane of irorgrey hair. Janey always thought her friend looked like an old Patti Smith on a
bad day.

London leapt from the back of the truck and barrelled towards the arms open in
welcome. For a monme Quatie got down to the serious business of fussing him some.

Janey's heart felt like an ovepe melon as she walked up to her old friend.

Shielding her eyes from the morning sun, Quatie gave her visitor a hard stare. The old
woman said nothing simply held out her arms, and Janey fell into them.

The melon burst, and she found herself balling her eyes out like a little girl who had
grazed her knee or lost her pet rabbit.

Quatie hummed an old Plains lullaby as t6Fh
bony breast.

London yipped; licked his owner's ankles; then left them to it.

OAre you done yet? Youdbre making my shirt
wipe her nose, and nod.

0Better come inside then. I suspect this

Quatie's house was even crazier than Jaiidyls the chaos had a healthier feel: heplsats

ran amok, straining to the light; outsider paintings adorned the walls; the shelves were
punctuated with Old West ornaments. On the chairs, piles of books agdzmesi
something on the Qabalah on top of one; a celebrity magazine opened at a feature on George
Clooney on another. Oprah Winfrey blared away on her tiny old TV. A turquoise bead
necklace was in progresssimilar in design to the one Janey wore @t ¢igs. Curling around

the furniture, or ensconced in cosy corners, a dozen slightly feral cats accepted London with a

frosty insouciance: despite his goofy efforts, they never melted to his charms.
157



University of Leicester Thesis/K. Manwaring

The place as al ways s meavourgedchemdts. sage, cat s

Janey had tried to ring ahead, but Quatie had an erratic relationship with her phone,
sometimes leaving it off the hook for days, or forgetting to pick up messages.

Yet once again Janey felt expected.

Quatie gently placed a big steamingig of coffee in front of her visitor, alongside a
plate of her finest peanut cookies. 'So, in your own time, from the start.'

London trotted up and plonked his head on Janey's legs, looking up at her with his big
eyesi ice-blue ringed with black his gae occasionally flicking to the plate. She ruffled his
charcoal, rust, and silver fur and sighed.

‘None of it makes sense...'

"Tel | me about it. o6 Quatie struck a match
tip glowed. 0 | lew cut the pundemt dmokeiahdesat backSwvithea cdntented
sigh.

They both laughedQuat i e6s a husky cackle; Janeyds

Slowly, as though sipping at something scolding, Janey related the events of the last
few daysi stopping frequently and shiak her head, but Quatie's steady gaze and occasional
supportive squeeze of the hand encouraged her to go on.

When Janey had finished she was exhausted. 'Can | just lay here for a minute..?' Before

she knew it, she was fast asleep.

Later, Janey awoke, disentated. Her hair was mussed and she had sleep in her eyes. She
had slumbered deeply and dreamlessly.
Here, dreantatchers were more than just morsgynners.

A blanket fell from her shoulders as she stiffly got up.
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It was late afternoon and Quatie widdng something up in the kitchen, tunelessly
singing along to a noisy pop song on the radio, cheroot clamped in her teeth in poker player
fashion. London sat vigilant for scraps at her feet.

As Janey shuffled to the door, her hostess shrugged. 'Soatkiagvdead's back with
us, huh?'

Janey rubbed her head. 'Do you have any cowboy aspirin?'

Quatie turned down the radio. 'No, but | have a glass of water. Here." She filled a
tumbler from the chiller tap and thrust it into Janey's hand. 'Drink. A lot. néaa to flush
out that system of yours.o® She waited until
the booze this time?'

Mouth wide, Janey put her fists on her hips.

I didn't want to say, but you stank like a roadhouse when you came in. Thienwal a
and robe there. Help yourself to a shower before we all pass out.’

Janey bridled at first, but checked herself.

When Quatie was like this there was no talking back to her. She was usually right.

‘There'll be some food here when you come batkitd ondét t hink | 611 C
routine for | ong. |l 6ve got to write! Got the
Smiling, Janey shuffled off. Her friend had taken up poetry with the same wild abandon

she lived her life by. Her latest effoftswritten boldy in Sharpiei were pinned up around

the place and Janey enjoyed reading them as she undressed.

A little while later, wrapped in a big fluffy grey robe, towel around her hair, Janey sat herself
down at the table as Quatie came in carrying a big crock.

Tuck i n.-taillbtoth.sAn didi famiyrrecipe courtesy of-Ma r t . Therebds
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as well, if i1toés defrosted. 0
Quatie wasnot the greatest cook in the wor
Her friend returned with a couple of bottiesne dark, oa clear.
"Seltzer for you, l ady. You need to dry c
herself a glass of the red.
Janey went to complain, but Quatie stopped her. 'Look at you, you're a mess! If you
don't look after yourself, how are you goingdefend that breed hide of yours?'
'‘Defend myself?' Janey mumbled, between mouthfuls of broth.
Quatie took a sip of the wine, smacking her lips in appreciation. 'You're being attacked
by something ancient, something dark. You need to be strong.’
The hot faod settled into Janey's stomach, making her feel more centred. After the
shower, her body glowed but she still felt weak. The broth restored her strength, little by
little.
'‘Whatever is after you is bigger and badder than you are. But there's no rawayng
from it. No hiding in your liquor and drugs. You need to turn and face it.'
Janey blathered about the bad visions she used to get.
Quatie held her hand across the table, looking at her hard. "You've got the knowing.
You can't keep drowning it out fever.'
Janey snuck London a bit of gristle under the table.
'Hey! Don't act dumb. You know what I'm talking about!" She jabbed a bony digit at
her. 'It's in your blood.'
"C' mon. .. Il " m just a s-inmedgnerecoédst8rd.eé s hr ugagec
Quuati e snorted at this, rolling her eyes.

'Oh, Quatie, you know well enough. West of Asheville, mostly. The McEttrick's have
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always been Smoky Mountain folks.'

‘Tch, before that, dumb ass. Yaald kin...?'

'‘Well, Scotland | suppose... but that's waaay back. | don't even know from where...'

‘Matters not, young miss. Like | say, it's in your blood. Let alone the Red in you.'

Head down, Janey mopped up the broth with a heel of bread.

An awkward silence suddenly filled theam.

Changing tack, Quatie reached for her box of Kentuckys andboand matches. They
call them seers over there, don't they...?'

Janey scraped the spoon around the bowl. 'Oh, come on... I'm not the seventh son of the
seventh son, anything like that.'

"l can see that even with these old eyes!
is passed down tHfemaleline? Have you reckoned on that...?'

Janey scoffed at the idea. The notion she had inherited anything excepipsaaigd a
good head ohair from her mother and her clan seemed ludicroubatflot had the knowing
they didn't act like they did! Wilful ignorance seemed to be her family's speciality. They
seemed to have a particular genius for being ingenuous.

As though reading her min@Quatie added, 'It's quite common for it tcamerge in
later generations, skipping a few.'

Janey lay down her bowl of broth for her 'mobile dishwasher' to polish off, and
pondered this some. Certainly her childhood experiences suggested she had soafe kind
'gift', or curse more like.

She shuddered at the thought.

‘Well, it's felt like a whole bunch of bad luck since this darn thing turned up.' She pulled

out the journal and passed it to Quatie, who wiped her fingers on her jeans before accepting
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'Help yourself to more joe,' her friend gestured to the pot of coffee on the hob, ‘and let's
think this through."

As Janey topped up a mug, Quatie carefully inspected the journal, as though she
expected a rattlesnake to jump out from the pages.

'Mm. The words dn't make a whole lot of sense to me. Seems to be written in some
Olde Worlde gobbledigook.'

Janey placed the steaming mug on the coffee table. 'That's what | felt at first. But when
| concentrated upon it, the words kinda ... cleared up. Like muddy wadielenly running
Clear.'

Quatie nodded, handing it back. ‘It's your ancestor speaking to you, and you alone. He's
trapped on the other side of those pages, and only you can free him. These Yunwi Tsundi that
are after you clearl|l ySheéom'etst waretd whath ther h
contraband, sister, smuggled from the other sid@d they want it back. They won't let up
until they get it. But | suspect that until you accept your knowing, you will never find rest
anyhow. It's all paraandparcel of the same thing.’

Quatie examined a bit of tobacco that had got stuck to her teeth. 'l know all too well
about the shadow of our ancestors. You need to make peace with them, or they'll make war
with you. This land has seen that. Look around thisyartk of dream$ | see it every day.

The more we | ose, the more they steal from u
all we have. Do you want to end up like us?'

Janey sighed, ruffling London's fur.

Quatie put her long, thin arms around h¥ou need to get some healing, little sister.

Otherwise, you are not going to survive!'
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Janey was surprised to see tears in the eyes of her old friend. 'l don't want to lose you,
you, silly girl. I've lost too much in my life..." She choked up, and nowag vaney's turn to
hold her.

For a while, they just sat there, supporting one another, until London came along and
tried to nudge his way in.

6Want some too, |l ittle brother?d Quatie ¢
you great ldglJédné&Sh@es paomdedl don't want to
You can't keep running forever. 0

'‘Well thanks, wise oracle.’

Quatie gave her a pinch.

o0Y6bouch! o

'l have a more practical suggestion. We're gonna get you straightened out, but | need
you to agee to whatever | say.’

Janey looked unsure, but then she recalled how crap she'd been feeling lately. Her body
was needing a break and, now, more than ever, she needed to think straight.

'‘Okay, you got it.'

'‘Good. First you're gonna fast; and then yogoaena sweat sweat for a vision. My

(@)}

Sioux friend is visiting soon, and she

the Mothers.'

That evening Janey rested, curled up on the sofa with the journal, London at her feet. She

could hardly movéner arms to turn the page:

| have never seen anyone dance like her in all my time on the Lord's Earth or after. She
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was Terpsichore herselfswirling, skipping, curtseying, swaying, in perfect synchrony
with the music and the other dancers. Such grageh goise, such elegance! She
radiated a natural, unaffected beauty which all the other women aspired to.

'Whoi who is she?' | stammered to my friend.

He could see | was smitten and smiled. 'Ah, that belle is Margaret Campbell. |
ken her folk hail from ta Ettrick Valley.'

Her luxuriant tresseg a cataract of red against her mogale skin, her
glittering necklace, hypnotised me. Her profile, caught in the briefest of pauses between
movements, was of the most exquisite refinement. She seemed to bieg @ity
into the room.

My friend made introductions, following the usual etiquette, and | asked for a
dance, rather stiffly. Her book was nearly fulbut she might just fit me in. | think she
found my stuffiness rather amusing. When we finally daskedvas surprised by the
lightness of my feét but had | not been brought up a true Scot, weaned on ceilidhs
since | was bairn? She had a bright mind, | noticed to my pleasure, and we danced with
our wits as much as with our feet. She continually wifmoged me& metaphorically,
challenging my views, making me see things from a different angle.

| was smitten.

| left that night reeling and soon made enquiries as to the likelihood of visiting
her, and her receiving me favourably. | was invited to tea, eitperones of course,
and thus began our courtshipa strange and somewhat terrifying terrain of which 1
had very little experience. Isobel forgive me. | threw myself, against all reason, on the
mercy of Ero$ the one insensible act of my life.

| was sgll-bound.
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OWel come to the Moon Lodge.d Quatie, dr e
gestured to the low bender made of birch poles with several tarps lashed over it, sheltered by
a grove of birch trees from the edge of the Reservation.

Janey gavehe construction a wary look. Nearby, a palette with a mat on beneath a
sprinkler hanging from a tree served as a shower; and a makestiifibbhaxt to it steamed
invitingly. A |l aminated sign warned: OANy ms
Have a nice day! o

0Looks charming. 0

Quatie poked her. ol t ainot me ant to |l oo
matters, is all. ltés a place to sweat your
Janey chewed a bitgbf.ékin on her thumb. ¢

O0Now, prepare yourself!d6 Quat i-applefaeed ked o
woman tending the fire, her face lit up by spunks of flame in the gloom as she stoked the base
with a long pole.

Janey had done her bit in helping build the ritual fiee neat stack of logs interspersed
with rocks. It had been going all afternoon, the sun setting in alignment with it and the Lodge.

As the wood slowly burnt down the rocks were deposited, piping hot, among the ashes.

Nearby, around a smaller fire, the Mot r s 6 dr um <ci r cliethewas i1
thrombotic basdine and the ululating voices of the singers making Janey sway on her feet,
light-headed as she was from lack of food in her body. The nettle soup and beetroot

smoothies of the last few days haddig staved off her hunger and today nothing at all had
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passed her lips beyond a sip of water. Her belly was a tight knot, but it was from more than
lack of a square meal.

Prepare yourselfJaney was feeling anything but. Weak and raggsde plucked at a
loose thread of the poncho she wore. Unravelling, like her.

The night sky was a deé&ide drum, the full moon hidden behind its skin of clouds.
The Jlunar tide tugged at her |l i ke a butche
through her body. Shead a terrible urge to howl.

London, standing guard, eyes effulgent in the flames, would likel that there'd be
plenty of time for hollering later.

Abruptly, the drumming and singing stopped, the flaps were thrown wide open and
oneby-one the women resfrom the circle, disrobed and shuffled ungracefully on their
hands and knees into the dark opening.

Finally, only she and Quatie were left. Her friend gave her a stern look. "You must
kneel as you greet the mottieMother Earth.’

Janey took off her poho and stood naked and shivering, even though the fire roared
nearby, its heat warming her flanks.

The maw gaped before her.

Gulping, she bent down and entered, the darkness embracing her.

Inside, Janey sensed rather than saw the other wbrleis of hetin the dark. They
shuffled along and she was offered a place.

On her hands and knees Janey awkwardly wriggled into her slot, sitting down with
relief, her back against the damp tarp. She wanted to make a quip, to break the tense silence,
but she stifed he ur ge, sensing it wouldnét have gon

There was something primal about sitting there, naked in the dark. It should have made
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her feel spiritual, but it just made her want to scream.

Quatie entered, borthin behind a curtain of iregrey hair,bringing a rush of chill air,
the dank smell of the night, and a blast of resinous woodsmoke. The flaps were quickly
closed behind her. She proceeded to smudge herself and the space, before passing the
glowing bundle of sage around the circle. Janey ttak smudgestick and wafted the
pungent smoke over herself, hoping i1itodd cast
take more than a bit of incense to do that.

0Si ster s, |l et us make our <circle,® Quatie
in the smoke and shadows.

Without further prompting, members of the circle took turns to call in the seven sacred
directions.

Quatieobs Sioux friend, Sitting Fox, a qu
prepared the medicine pipe with due reverence, tagamg that it did not touch the earth.
Once it was filled and lit she took a draw, blew the smoke in each of the directions, passing
the pipe over her head each time. Then, the pipe was refilled and passed around so each
might imbibe its sacred warmth.

Jarey, despite being a toker, still managed an embarrassing cough, but the women
gently laughed it off.

Then the flaps opened, and the bright roicked ingots carrying the secret heat of the
Earthi were passed in on a shovel by the firekeeper, who cardfwllered them into the
central pit. Then, the empty shovel was withdrawn and the entrance sealed.

A pause, t hen, from outside the tent the
maintaining a slow, steady beat.

The Sioux woman, anonymous in the gigomade prayer in her native tongue as she
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doused the rocks with a large ladle from a bucket. The rocks hissed, spat and onei caacked
they glowed a fierce red, and the tent was quickly filled with steam. The women made
appreciative sounds as the helasted out any aches and pains.

Soon Janey was dripping swéathe women either side of her held her hand as she
shook, the toxins exiting her body.

Quatiebs voice cut through the shadows:
supportour sisteriher struggle. 0

Janey chewed on a raw bit of finggkin in the dark.

The silence was pregnant, pressing in on her as the women patiently waited, listening.

'I'm just a musician ... | don't even know why I'm here. You've all been so sweet to me,
but ..."Her voice constricted to a choke.

Another dousing sent a blast of steam rising through the tent.

Quatie's strong voice was a lance to her pain: 'Our sister is beset by dark forces. A
beast, a ghost, sinister visitors... What are they trying to teaclbbeitiey bring medicine or
sorrow? We ask the ancestors to guide us, to show us the way to protect our sister. We ask
the dark to show us the light.'

The temperature suddenly, inexplicably, dropped.

OHey, close that flap!d somebody hissed.

01t i s, hi@per@d) dostesté¢o the entrance.

The stones flared, as though caressed by a breeze. An icy hand swept across the naked
bodies of the women. Janey felt it brush against her brow and recoil.

OWhat theé?bd

Outside, London growled. Then his barking split tinght.

A human cry and a heavy thud.
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60h my God? Whatés going on?d6 breathed one
0The firekeeper. Somethingdés happened to |
6Dondét open that!déd Quatieds voice, |l oud art
Panic rose thnagh the women. Someone starting sobbing, another praying.
60Hol d hands. Chant! Loud!déd Sitting Fox thi
Janey was paralysédout not with fear, with guilt. 6
6Dondt even MtEkrickh Xourisisters atk avithgou. Whatever is out there
wi || have to deal with us first.® Quatie | ea
Londonds barking became snarling. Sounds ¢
OMy dogds out gedtbveardetheddood buhveay pulledi back by a couple
of the Mothers. OPleasel! 0
OHol d her!d Quatie commanded. OKeep singir
A yelp, then silence.
6Lo6aA
Something heavy landed on the tent.
The chant died.
The poles creaked and the fabric started to rip.
Inside, the women crouched, naked in the dark, breath freezing before them, eyes white
in the dull light of the stones.
Somebody started to scream, and the hysteria spread through them like wildfire.
6Stay strong!é Quatie snhowtudd Salmgve t he di
Janeyodsbclvemarceand | oud, split t hrough t he
shaken but determined. Then others joined in, a cosptt to the fear.

On the other side of the tarp sonmgetinhi ng p
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They sang until their throats were radwor how long, it was hard to tell. They sang
anything that came to miridfrom chants in the old tongue to pop songs, hymns to camp fire
classics. Janey shared s ome rendgthirmteermelodyg théh er 6 s
lyrics. She tried not let her anxiety for London, for the firekeeper and for the safety of her
sisters overwhelm her . I f anything had happe
she knew that it, and the wall of sound itpeel create, was the only thing keeping whatever
was out there at bay.

At times the womends voices became a keen
sorrow, by all that the darkness hé&lda frail skein of voices in defiance of oblivion. The
sound br&e open the grief fossilised inside Janey. In the dark, blips and chevrons of light
started to play across her vision, pulsing to the sound. Slowly, the lozenges of colour

coalesced into a necklace of rainbows.

Eloise ran under a sprinkler in the sunshine, laughing and squealing as Janey chased after her
with a camcorder. The scene shattered into a thousand shards as an enormous black bison
broke through it, bellowing furious with eyes of blue flashing lightdaktering heartbeat

became the submarine beep of adifpport, tubes erupting from a small broken body. Janey

held a little hand, praying for something, anything to save the fragile life within. "Take me
instead €é just save amdoveragait The EGiimoniitgr wentrdeatd t er e
and the music of the world corrupted into feedback. Janey, in hysterics, pulled away as the
doctors descended, white crows circling for carrion. The unbearable cliché of a funeral. An
undersized coffin, like someing out of Alice in Wonderland lowered into the ground.
Surrounded, smothered, by friends offering support, sympathy, when all she wanted was to

be left along to throw herself into the ground after her girl, to be buried with her. Let. The.
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Earth. EatMe. Up.

Janey howled her grief and the women keened with her.

Slowly, the waves of pain and sound subsided.

The attacks became weaker and weaker. A hurricane to a branch in a gale, creaking and
tapping against a pane.

Then, finally, all was stillness arsilence.

The women, exhausted. Only their ragged breathing was left to dare thé dark
even that eased.

Outside, a bird sangt he br i ght notes of its colours
canvas. Something had compelled it to start, an instinotdaas Creation. And now it was
joined by others, creating a weave of melody to capture the gathering light.

00Our | ittle brothers greet the new day, 0
made it. o

They listened to the electrophonic chorus buildstrength and complexity, hot tears
streaming down cheeks. The stones had long grown cold, but the atmosphere was no longer
icy. The simple, human warmth of bodies in close proximity took the edge off of the dawn
chill.

Quatie crawled over and lifted badietflap.

The women held each other tightlaney supported amid the huddle. She had no fight
left in her; she could barely move.

Quatie got out and stood up, bones creaking.

OA sister out here needs our help,d® she c:

Janey was helped out, the dead weight of anxiety in her belly.
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As the Mothers rushed to the aid of the firekeeper, who lay prone on the wet grass,
Janey cast about the clearing. O6London? Lond

A stirring in the undergrowth made everybody freeze. Quatiked and fierce, slowly
reached for the staff by the firekeeperos bo

Then out of the bushes burst the Alaskan Malarmugarking at the sight of Janey.

He barrelled into her, and she collapsed on the floor with him in a blur of fur and

tongue.
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Janey stared at the smouldering ashes of theiliyérying to make sense of it all. Someone
had placed a steaming mug in her hands, a blanket around her shoulders. The sharp autumnal
day did little to banish the knot of guilt in her belly. erMothers had tended their fallen
friend until the ambulance came, and now the remhantho se who hadndt r et
safety of their homes to sleéphuddled together in twos and threes, offering soft words and
strong shoulders.

Londonds ulkelaysbyg ler feeh ¢lis dnat was covered in burrs, leaf mould,
and mud, but apart from a few scratches he was none the worst, thank gdojuisesiog
tired.

600Out for the count, hey?d6 indicated Quat.ie
dowiths o me shut eye too?06 Her friend sat down |
around her, cheroot in hand.

They put their free arms around one another.

60Strange. I feel wi de awake. Running on f
point. 6

OWmet he adrenalin wears off. & Quatie took
in her mouth before blowing it out in a slow

Janey shook her head in disbelief.

Quatie |l ooked at her Waerd,attrackreidn gu.s &L iws
thing was €é it wasnét your fault. o
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Janey went to protest, but her friend sto
and youodore not to blame for all of them. 6 Qu

0 B ubroughtitt o your door. The firekeeper éo

Quatie took a long dr aw. ol admi t |l 6dm wor
believed in. She was guarding the circle, an

what sheds made of.n Thhtowdhd a&aokt hter ShAsd Dbecr
andéd She poked Janey Ilightly with a boney
Quatie smiled fondly down at London.
Janey chewed her | ip. O6But €é& these women.
Quat i e s hr hadglmd scared i3 dll.eAgmittedly, our lodges are not quite so
€ spbakular.d She cackl ed. O0But ités a good
held the darkness at bay. And you, your Vvoic
Janey lookd at the cooling ash. A breeze stirred it, and a skein of grey was snagged
away. She sipped her coffee, and shivered as
better than caffeine and helped to take the mortal chill from her bones.
OListemobotwegudite get to do everything we
saw your daughter é6
Janey suddenly stiffened, but Quatie placated her with a firm hold of her free hand.
0And | wanted to offer you this osftfaréy € it ¢
Janey | ooked up, her eyes glistening. 06Go
6Grandfat her Rock whispered to me a story,
back and the yetb-come...
6ln the time before time, when the rivers

was young Bravé the best hunter in his tribe whose bright young star was doused in tears
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when his bride died on the eve of their wedding. The Brave had bested every beast on the
Plain, but he could not beat Death, who took his wife to be, leaving himbreean.
Whatever any said or did, they could not stop his tears, could not stop his sorrow. His heart
was a gloomy tent. He refused to eat, he refused to sleep. When his brothers called for him to
join them in the hunt, he did not hear them. Every daypleatsby the grave of his bride-
be, as though he was a tree about to take root.

6And an old bent tree he might well have
thing to mourn, but it is another to die in life. Sorrow, orjoyou still haveto get on with
the business of living.

O0What <could be done?

oWel |, one day, he was busy doing nothing
overheard a bunch of elders nearby having a lively discussion about the way to the realm of
the spirits. It appared the way led far to the south, to the lodge of a medicine man, who could
guide people there and back.

OHearing this, the Brave's ears pricked wu
to heart.

060The old people wandered off.

0 The Br av sitatel Hisl heartovas pbueding. He knew what he had to do. He
packed some provisions, leapt upon his horse, and galloped south.

60The old people watched him go and smil ed.

O0He journeyed for a week, and the |l and st:

O0He j our ney e dandfstlthe land cemanedeak lse,had known it all of his
life.

OMaybe the ol d peiotphey alwaysasad cpay tthings tand whowddn g
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have known better!
6By this time, he was | ost in a forest a
emerged ito a plain of great beautytall swaying grasses, great herds of buffalo, a winding
river, everything blessed by the sun, by the rain, by the wind. There, ahead, he saw a humble
dwellingi it was no more than a tumbledown hut, hardly the home of a wise Amal yet,
as he approached, an old man appeared. He seemed to be expecting him. He smiled gently
and gestured for the Brave to enter his lodge. The Brave wanted to ask the way to the realm
of the spirits there and then, but the old man wasn't havingfahyHe just smiled and held
the rickety door open. Inside, there was simple straw bed. The old man gestured to him to lie
down.
60Suddenly the Brave felt very weary. He w
by death, but he was overcome withraaj fatigue rendering him incapable of speech. The
old man smudged him with some sage, and beat his drum over him, sending the Brave into a
trance. His body felt lighter, and he felt himself rise through the smoke hole of the lodge, and
float over the plam. He passed over this like a bird, until he came to a place of reeds,
enshrouded in mists. There he found a birch bark canoe. The Brave got in, and pushed out
into the water. For a while all he heard was the plashing of his oar. Then he heard other
canoes. Shadowy forms in the mistall paddling in the same direction. To the Isle of Ghosts,
hidden in the mists of a great lake. And then he saw he bride! The Brave wanted to call
out, but he could not. All he could do was match her stroke for stroke.
60So they journeyed alone together to the
OWe enter t hi s andaoe retdrn tb the GreatrSpirg &dnd. It is by our
deeds alone we are judgédand if we have led a good life, we are allowed to reach the

island.
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0 Y e t all make it.

OA great storm swept across the water, to
taken by the chill, dark waters. Yet when the Great Creator looked down upon the Brave and
his bride he could see their love was strong and their heartsgeete And so he held the
storm at bay for them, and they passed through its fatal veil.

6Beyond the tempest gat e, t he waters wer e
clear. Ahead, they could see the islandnd a lovelier place neither of them hactrelaid
upon.

0They mad alitle way afaraftoin each other. The island was brimming with
flowers in bloom, with birds in song. The springs were sweet, the fruit was ripe.

0The two | overs were reunited aoedi ahdifat di s
the tears outnumbered the kisses, or the kisses the tears | could not say.

0 Fi nal-Inyand, they walked along that beach of soft sand. His bride leaned her
head upon his shoulder and they sighed with happiness. They could have &kiaybdt|
forever, but it was not to be.

6ln the distance, the Brave thought he he:
wind, from far away. He asked if his bride could hear it, but she could not.

60But the voice was i uderiugtititeeermed toledho agrossthe | 0 u ¢
sky. It was the voice of the Great Creator him$etelling the Brave it was not yet his
privilege to stay upon the island. Unlike his bride he was still alive. He had been allowed this
sweet reunion but now he musturn.

0The Brave wept as he told his bride. He

heedless of what sacred law he broke. But now, she kissed him and gently told him he must

go.
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6She would be waiting for him.

6And so sadly, tdiiuraminly was éoudsr nqwaas theeBdave gat im®
his canoe and put out from that golden shore. His bride waved until he vanished from view.

The mist descended, and once more he was amongst the reeds, then flying over the plain,
descending through the smekele i into his body, waiting below.

O60He awoke. The old man stopped his dr umn
thoughtfully. The Brave thanked the medicine man, leaving him a gift of tobacco. He left the
lodge, climbed on his horse, and rode north, badckd@eople, where, it is said, he became a
great chief, living a full and long life, happy in the certainty that his bride was waiting for
him, and one day when the Great Creator deemed it rigtite would join her again on that
distant, golden shore.’

Quatie finished her story and took a final drag of her cheroot. 'You need to go on a
guest édé6 She flicked the butt into the fire p

‘But to where...?'

‘To the land of your ancestors...'

'Scotland?' Janey relll the word around her mouth. She'd seen it in the mbowidsat
was that one with Mel Gibson in a red wig? It seemed like a helluva long way ... and
expensive.

As if reading her thoughts, Quatie said, 'Whatever it costs, whatever it takes, you need
to getyourself theré otherwise these hungry ghosts will consume you.'

'‘But what has this to do with Elly?'

'She had the blood, same as you. Perhaps she wadtdaarseo f it . A gi ft |
comes at a price.' The old woman's eyes glittered with stariidaybe you'll keep paying it

until you come to terms with it.'
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Janey wanted to rage at this idea, but something in Quatie's gaze told her it would be
pointless to try the old woman's thin, humourless face spoke of a lifetime of trying.

‘There is no wy of hiding from your destiny. You can do all the dancing you like, but
it'll still sting you on the butt. Trace that blodide back to its source. There you will find
healing; there you will find meaning. Something has followed you here from théne
convinced of that now. Won't let you go until you've faced it. You've been sent that journal
for a reason. Someone wants you to return. And when your ancestors-&onekeng, you

don't ignore them, girl.'
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Monday morning and Janey wasck at work. It felt weird after what she'd been through
these last couple of weeks, but it was kind of reassuring too. The same peeling posters on the
wall, the same dogared customers, the same tired injokeslthough her boss was even
grumpier thanusual. He had taken exception to her sudden absence of leave. 'l am a
reasonable man,' he said, emphasising his point with a skunk trail of stogie smoke, 'but this is
watering the owl.'

Raddle (short for Arnold Marion Radowkovitz) was corpulently eweaing, a
constant smell of onion bagels about his breath, and damp patches perpetually under the
armpits of his Hawaiian shirt. Beneath, a white string vest strédimegious salt and pepper
hair protruding like nettles through a barbed wire fence. He marbdsiness like a drug
dealeri keeping odd hours and poor standards of hygiene, giving credit to favoured clients,
striking the fear of God into unsuspecting enquirers, tradesmen, and officials, hanging out
back with his insalubrious cronies, a neeadng game of poker on the go from which the
reek of beer and cigar wafted out with the occasional colourful curse othewlfto the
confusion and dismay of virgin browsers.

He was standing in front of Janey now, the counter taking the weight of his-Miller
sponsored gut as he leaned towards her, jabbing his butt in her general direction. He liked to
think of himself as some kind of mafia bas the spirit of the late great Gandolfinbut he
came across more like Sergeant Bilko. 'You throw a sickyHerdayi sure, it happens.
Women's problems. Man flu. Whatever. But then you take off a frickin' fortnight! Give you

an inch, and you think you're a ruler! Jeez!"
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'I'm sorry, boss. I've been going through a tough time..."' she curled her hair round her
fingers, and gave him those big green eyes.

‘Tough time! Yeah, and the rest of Western democracy! Have you seen the state of this
street recently? Half the shops boarded up. The other half, fighting off bankruptcy. You're
lucky to have a job at all. This isifrickin’ summer camp!'

'l know. | really appreciate it. | love working here, you know | do. I'm happy to work
extra shifts, whatever you want...'

Janey leaned towards him and gave him a generous flash of cleavage.

'‘Okay, okay. I'll let it go this once. Bthis is your yellow card, Janey! He waddled off,
leaving his skunkrail. 'Anyways, you're looking better, whatever you had. It done you good.’

Janey relaxed as her boss slid like an octopus under its rock back into his pungent, porn
channelitden.Se 6d be safe now hedd done his bit of

London barked.

'l know. Yes he is.'

She cranked up some Neil Young, singing along to the chorus of 'Keep on Rockin' in
the Free World' and smiled. It was trueshewasfeeling better. Her time ith Quatie had
really helped on many levels. Sure, the attack on the lodge had rattled her, rattled them all,
but her head felt clearer; she felt stronger. She'd cut back on the booze and smoking (but not
entirely), and started to eat more healthily.

And she had a mission.

Somehow she had to get to Scotland. That was clear. Althbaghexactly was
another matter... It seemed like a fool's quest: a kooky journal turns up out of the blue; batshit
crazy things start happening; and she is compelled to get®lth Country to lay to rest a

ghost somehow connected to her lost daughter. Right.
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Go with it, Janey. Sure beat the daily grind! It was true that life had lost some of its
sheen since she'd got back. Everything looked so beaten up; folk, plain tiréhdutow,
she had glimpsed something behind the threac
be.

Crazy Horse thundered through the end chords of the track. Thank God for rock'n'roll!
There and then, Janey knew what she had tofohal some live musi andplay. Dammit, her
fingers were getting itchy. It had been too long.

Making a mental note to herself, she sighdzhck to work for now, girl.

As she went to sort through the latest deliveries, she noticed thé Bk to the top

of the pile. Théhand of Rani was unmistakable, though it was even shakier than usual.

MIBs came looking for you. WTF!?
Scary dude/sses (?) but kinda cool.
Kraftwerk, we reckon...

Watch your butt! R

Janey gripped the edge of the counter, kicking it again and again.

London rubbed up against her, licking her ankles.

She knelt down and buried her face in his fur, holding him tight.

Her eyes caught sight of the dark barrel.

Thank goodness she still had the shotgun with her, kept under the counter when she
was at work nowa constant friend.

' won't let the fuckers frighten me,' she vowed to London. He yapped.

You have to keep on living, girl, otherwise they will've won.
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She stood up, took a sceptical | ook at t he
She opened the fire escape andufit while London sniffed around the scruffy yard.
Taking a long, slow drag, she blew away her fear and guilt. She could imagine Quatie
wagging a finger.
6Screw it all. 6
Making a decision, she pulled out the journal.
How could a single book be the causesofmany problems? She flicked it open to the
crow feather she'd found at Quatie's, saved for a bookmark. Sinking down onto the step, she

started to read, escaping into its pages:

Within half a year | betrothed to her and felicitously, she accepted. AlgiEa we
were married. | accepted a position in my native Aberfoyle. We moved inte Insch
Alladineimy f at her 6s f or mer manse.

A little nervously | stepped into his shoes.

Doon Knowe loomed opposite, where | was to take to walking ... but that was yet
to come.

My new wife made it a honiieputting the womanly touches to it of which | could
never conceive. We were comfortable. | enjoyed my work. We had tea with pleasant,
interesting people, making ourselves part of the community. Like aexerlised
hound curling into its familiar corner, we settled into our provincial life with a
contented sigh. Our lives had led us here and we need go no further.

How were we to know then that we had reached thetidghof our happiness?

The wave of our newlyed bliss boke upon those fey hills.

As | noted from the first time | had met my darling wife, Margaret loved to dance
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T and in the social round there seemed plenty of opportunities, enough to sate a normal
appetite. Or so | thought. But for my dancing bride it wasenough. She would dance
around the house as though music was the elixir of life, and not simply a pleasant
cordial to be occasionally sipped. | joined in with her now and thé&er gay spirits

were infectious. But | always had work to do and soondaudistracting, toil being

more to my taste than triviality. | asked her to restrain hersethile | was at home
working at least. When she still did not desist | forbad music and dancing in the house
altogether.

This was hard’ until then | had not déed my wife anything and caused a
chilly atmosphere between us. Could she not see how unreasonable her behaviour was?
| asked a consultant physician friend of mine and he agreed that it was abnormal. He
agreed to examine her. Afterwards, he reassuredhaiethere was nothing physically
wrong with her, and put it down to a nervous distemper. He proscribed rest, a calming
atmosphere, a gentle hobby, cold baths and regular brisk walks. The latter would prove
to be disastrous for mei and yet the doctoradvice seemed to work, at first.

The dancing stopped in the daytime, and | was immensely relieved. Margaret
seemed, on the surface, contériut | sensed her demure manner took effort. She did
her utmost to please me, but curtailing her desire placeduhder a great strain if |
had but known it. Our lives seemed to 'normalise’, reaching a moderate equilibrium
like Goldilocks' porridge; neither too hot nor too cold. This suited imay work
demanded a peaceful domesticity. | had been translating thie Bito Gaelic, to
spread the good word of the Lord amid the heathen north. The devout contemplation
that my profession demanded meant peace and quiet were essential. Yet the house,

however welimanaged, seemed to grow chillier and sadder. Our weddindpéeaime
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an icy wilderness nothing beyond the politest of small talk or the chastest of kisses
passed across it. Yes, a child was produced of our union on one of the rare occasions
when our bodies remembered what our minds had forgotten, and for a winile,
delightful daughter Marjorie distracted her.

But as the year passed | knew that Margaret lived a secret inner life hidden from
me.

We became strangers to one another, as though we dwelled on either side of a
widening rift.

Then one night | awoke to inMargaret gond the cotton sheet still warm and
scented with her clean body. | took a candleholder and got up, exploring the dark
house, its wooden bones creaking in the hoolie that rolled off the mountain like a
galleon at sea. And that was when | sgied from the top of the stairs.

She danced on the landing in a rapturous ecstadyont door flung wide,
allowing in the restless air and the moon's ragged light. | called to her, but this did not
arrest her motion. My patience rapidly evaporating, |agsled and went to grab her
arm. Then | realised that she was sleeglking, nay, no ordinary noctambulos, but a
sleepdancer! Aware that awakening her could prove risky, | feigned to dance with her.
She softened into my embrace, sighing with desire. Frooraent | remembered, with a
pang, that first vision of her. | choked back the tears, overwhelmed with love, and with
sorrowi at the chasm that had sundered us since.

Gently, | waltzed her back to the bedchamber.

In the morning | questioned her about tm®@ondancing, but she claimed to not
know anything of her lychnobious pursuits.

Disturbed, | once more consulted my physician friend. He wondered if there was
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something in her family history that might explain her condition. | knew very little of
her backgound other than she hailed from the banks of the River Ettrick, which runs
close by Carterhaugh. She is apparently descended from the former owners of that
place. So, of good stock, it would seem. Yet, looking into her genealogy, it turned out
that her god name had fallen upon hard times after a series of misfortunes. Some
muttered that a curse lay upon their blood. When | asked the nature of this, my
informants would make their excuses and leave.

| am all too familiar with such fear and superstition.

Being born a seventh son | had grown up in its shadow. In the Highlands it is
kenned that a seventh child bears the Gift (though some a curse would have it) of dha
shealladh, the 'two sights'. It is true | have long suspected that | had something of the
like; but now confronted with the reality of the Sith in my life | was forced to accept it.

Had it been in some way responsible for my being drawn to Margaret, blood to
blood?

Both terrified and intrigued, | plunged into the arcane of the Fayrie Folke
Secré Commonwealth of this land, a-o@arrative hiding in plain sight. | researched,
with scholarly diligence, the folklore, tales and customs of the Lowlands and Highlands
as a way of understanding my wife's condition and in hope of finding a way to free her
from it.

Love drove me on...

Janey's mind raced. Kirk's revelation was like a lightning strike. Had she too inherited this
'gift"? What did he call it? The two sights.

All the visions she had seen, thatlyhad hat
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make sense.

Perhaps she wasn't crazy, just fighting her own inheritance.

Quatie was right. There is no way of hiding from your destiny.

She stubbed out the roach, and went back inside, closing the fire exit firmly.

Pouring herself a coffee, she thoughe'd better do some more work.

She needed grounding and time to think.

Flipping the disc, she finished the deliveries. Next, to a bit of Crosby, Stills and Nash
she went over to the door and started pulling off old posters. Once a month they would clear
out any owof-date ones. As she worked her way through the mulch of events that a city like
Asheville attracted, one caught her eye. Partially hidden behind a flyer for anaetatimight
she spied a Celtic spiral. Uncovering it, she saw that it wagtaing a Folk Jam and open
mic downtown, MCed by someone called Allen Raven. Checking the date, she realised it was
happening in a couple of days. She took a note of the address and time. She'd heard about
these 'sessions'there was a big traditional e scene in the town, which her mother had
been into, but being dragged along to them as a kid acted as aversion therapy and she had
steered clear of them. Too many Aran sweaters for her liking, a wannabe rocker.

She folded the note and put it in the badcket of her jeans.

Maybe it was time to reconnect to her robnd Mister Raven's event might be a good

place to start.
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The Sneaky Hooch Salodnsituated in the backroom of a store and entered through a shady
sidedoor frequented bye'erdo-wellsi was filled to the brim with culturgultures keen to
savour the ambience when Janey arrived, hauling her guitar.

'‘Ah, a musician. Most welcome!" The man sitting behind a table arranged with leaflets
and pamphlets by the door sported sesitmk on his arms and neck, and a wglbomed
hipster beard.

'Hi. How much is it ...?'

"I'n many ways pricel eisjstabuch’e gri nned, 0ébl

"Wow, that's a good deal. Priceless is a bunch more affordable these days.’

'Sign o' the times, myriend. You have to become a member because this here is a
private club. See the lady atthebar t 6 s her pl ace. She' || sign
I'm just running it tonight. If you want a slot let me know.' He gave her a winning smile.

She thaked him and walked to the bar.

‘Scotland.'

'Sorry?' Janey caught the eye of the landlady who held court behind the counter. She
wore a vibrant headscarf and strange-glypolyps entangled in her dreads, as though she
was a barrier reef. Piercings conktdd her face.

'l pick things up. Got that as soon as you walked in.'

The other clientele propping up the bathe cast of a grungier version Gheersi just

shrugged and carried on nursing their cold ones.
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'Must be myBravehairi bit of a giveaway, guess!" Janey joked nervously.

The landlady just gave her a knowing look. 'If you say so. Here's the membership form.
That'll be one dollar. Welcome to the mad house.’

It was hard to get a seat and Janey manoeuvred her guitar case awkwardly through the
onlookers towards the stage end. Sitting in front of it in a loose circle, the session was already
in full swing, with three fiddler$ two black, one white; a couple of bamayers in baseball
caps and smart jackets; a pilgh box player with heavilyinged fingers; a bald man on a
bodhran looking like he meant business; and a South Korean clacking on bones.

Janey lingered on the threshold with her guitar ¢akalf-expecting someone to spot
her as the interloper she wasintil she was offered a seat ayfriendly woman with a big
smile and unruly purple hair.

‘Your first time?' she called out across the din. 'You'll do finlelk here are real
friendly.’ She offered a hand, 'Wanda.'

‘Janey.'

'Hey, haven't | seen you around somewhere...?"

Just then theune came to the end and immediately a young woman got up and started
singing acapella, with a clear bold voice like a mountain stream cascading down through a
pine forest. She sang an old Appalachian baillaBury Me Under the Weeping Willow'
and the dect, Janey thought, was spitingling. The concentrated attention of the room,
suddenly fallen silent out of respect and appreciation, intensified the magic of the moment.

Janey, who was used to drowning out the catcalls of a rowdy crowd with a loud PA,
was impressed. She closed her eyes and let herself be taken by the melody, the words sinking
into the mulch of her mind. If she heard a song dntistened to it with her whole beirg

she could 'capture it'. This was one of her gifts, picked up fromuagyage. Hearing the
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singer minded her of her mother who would sing unaccompanied, as was the mountain way.
Songs of misery, more often than not, usually involving a pregnant woman getting murdered
by her lover. As a rebellious daughter she had mocked timeelenting gloom, but was
starting to feel an empathy. Life was tougl
tightened the knot in her belly. Irritated, she rubbed away the burn of tears in her eye.

When the young singer ended, Janey joined in thpéaape with gusto.

Blowing out her cheeks, she caught the eye of Wanda, who nodded emphatically. 'How
about a tune from you?'

Everyone suddenly seemed to be looking at her. 'Well, I...'

'‘Go on, you look like you can handle that thing.'

Calls from the crowencouraged her, and so she pulled out her guitar and fiddled with
the pegs while she thought of a song. Most of her material wouldn't seem right fortbere
fast, too loud, too moderh but she had a couple of slow ones, and she was feeling sad
inside.So she chose a ‘choker’, as she referred to her stock of heartbreak ballads, and poured
it out. She was a bit jangly at first, but soon got intb finding the right vibe for the room.
Her heart beat wildly. Why was this more neweacking than on a age? She felt exposed,
and the experience triggered memories of her childhood, of her mother. Suddenly, she found
herself doing what her mother used toidarobably at her age with a young Janey sulking at
the back, bored, thinking of boys. The sensatmmich could have broken her open suddenly
made her feel stronger somehow. As though she was surrounded by the Mothers in the sweat
lodge, wishing her well, praying for her, singing with her, drumming her back into her skin.

The last chords floated intodtlair like a star winking out.

And then the room erupted in applause.

Janey was patted on the back and offered drinks. She could get into this! Something in
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the craic stirred the Celt in her.

A reel was struck up and the session continued in edirribstspirits raised. The room
seemed to take off, 'away with the fairies’, as Wanda joked when they bumped into each other
in the Ladies. 'Hey, you did good! And | remember seeing you perform with your taed
Jackalopes, isn't it? It was at some biker b&oy, that was one rough crowd! They didn't
give you the respect you deserved. Well, | hope tonight has made up for it.’

6Thank you. Thatés kind. d

Janey beamed as she checked her hair. Oh, how she'd missed the pleasure of
performing her music! This sharegkperience was a whole different bgdmei more
communal, with no 'stars'. Everyone was equal, everyone got a turn.

Unlike the band.

She thought back to the roadhouse and grimaced. tlatywas a stinker! Apart from
an irate text from EZ the day aftehe hadn't heard from any of them since. She may as well
have fallen down a black hole for all they seemed to care. She caught herself frowning. Not
good. She didndét want to develop frown || ine
needed to try ahpatch things up with them and arrange a rehearaall, boy, they needed
it! All of them were getting too complacent. Perhaps they'd known each other too long. And
having to put up with her ... mess. She scrutinised her reflection in the smudgedndlass a
sighed.

She returned just as the last reel died to cheers and calls for fresh rounds.

Musicians slaked their thirst, stretched, or adjusted their tunings.

Just then the hipster by the door stood up behind his table, tapping the mike in his hand.

'‘Good &ening, Ashevillains! It's great to see so many of you here tonight. And to have

some very talented new faces as well." He nodded to Janey and everyone cheered. 'As many
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of you know, | took a trip to bonnie Scotland this summer. It was mainly for the &Edimb
Fringe.' He waved down the eadlls from the floor. "Yeah, yeah, | know, lucky bastard. I'm
writing it up for the News. While there | managed to go backcountry and do some exploring.
And this is what | stumbled upon. It's a Border Ballad called "dsotine Rhymer"..."

Janey listened in. This was getting interesting.

The man explained the contéxsomething about a character, no, a real person called
Thomas of Ercildoune who lived in the Twelfth Century, and how he received the gift of
prophecy fronthe Queen of Elfland herself after meeting her on the Eildon Hills, near the
Scottish Border. The host boasted that he'd been'therd had spent a night sleeping out on
those windy hills, although 'he wasn't as lucky as Thomas', he added, which ggh.aHa
had found the Rhymerés Stone though, and mac
launched into itT and Janey listened with rapt attention to the strange and powerful
symbolismi ‘the milk white steed' of the fairy queen, the journey ftakdl ‘wading through
blood red to the knee', a 'magical tree with forbidden fruit', the vision of the three paths ... she
was hit by a powerful feeling of recognition, which riveted her to the spot. And here was
someone who knew this place, who knew tiagitions.

Someone who could be a guide.

She stared at him so, that he couldn't fail to notice-didg, he smiled warmly back
and carried ofi lost in the trance of its narrativeuntil the end. He bowed to the applause,

and sat dowii raising his glasto Janey.

Janey nipped outside for some fresh air to calm her nerves. She resisted the temptation to
light up her emergency reefer. Enlightenment hadn't come to North Carolina yet.

She leaned on the railings, trying to get her head in ar@gumbledryer of thoughts
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and feelings, hopes and fears.

The sidestreet was empty and quiet.

Too quiet.

Then, from the shadows opposite there was a crash.

Janeyobds eyes f 1l i ck-bkirdgtpped untlehtbe sedaspool ofethe A t r
lamp, its rippd contents spilled, caught in the devil of wind.

Janey froze, knuckles white on the cold metal rod. Her shotgun was back in the car. She
wished London was with her. She'd left him back at Quatie's for the day, so she could attend
the session.

She was on leown.

It was just her, and whatever was on the other side of the dark.

There was something moving there, in the shadoslaulking low to the ground. Feral
eyes, catching the light.

Suddenly, a fox darted across the road, slipping inbetween the buildings.

She breathed again, releasing her dgaih from the metal railings.

Her heart sprinting, as-wesehdaney aughetMowi ybu
jumping at shadows!

And then, sliding obliquely out of the dark pool between the street lightsad black
Cadillac, its angular mass throwing harsh shadows.

Beams off. Dead slow.

The shaded windows kept the occupants invisible, but she could feel them watching
her.

Janey knew her time had come.

Drunken laughter behind her made her jump. Some afrthed spilled out, pulling out
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e-vapes or chatting on phones.

The Cadillacbébs headlamps came on in a
night.

O60Hey, lady. You knocked 6em dead! 6 cal/l

60Thanks, &6 she mumbl e dreturibto thessafetyofithefpaa.st i n

"So glad you came back. That's always a

She turned to see the man who had performed 'Rhymer".

'‘Let me buy you one,' she said, giddily grateful for this return to normality. "You blew
me away with that ballad. Wéw!

The MC considered this, and nodded. 'You'r@ dmt I'll get the next round. Bring 'em
over to my office.' He gestured to the table by the door.

While she waited to be served, Janey tried to calm down. She was turning into a bug
eyed paranoid, jumping at shadowet a grip, womah

Minutes later, Janey carried the chilegaded bottles over and put them next to the
mixing desk.

'‘Why thank you kinty, ma'am. Take a seat.' He reached out a hand. 'Allen Raven.’

'l knew it! And I'm Janey ..."

'McEttrick. | know.'

O0Real |l y? Whathe spsywdlsi ol aaleon?d

He considered this with a smile. Smbkgybe
Mountain NewsDid a writeup on your last gig in town.'

She pulled a face. o661 6m allergic to rev

Dondét worry. It was positive. Didn'"t s
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She shrugged.

6Shame. 1"'"ll send you a copy..."

Janey gave him a look.

6But only i f ystraighwack at hedwithHae operg lwokest dace.

There was something solid and reassuring about him. And, hell, she needed some of
that right now.

‘Cheers,’ she raised her bottle and they clinked.
Musicians clicked cases shut. The ngteetgo-thewind regulars were ushered out onto the
cruel asphalt ocean of life by a brisk landlady southerly. 'That's all folks. Now skedaddle!" she
boomed. 'Some of us have a store to run, come morning.’'

As the Folk Jam wound down Allen suggested they had a beer toeimbrner at his
second favourite watering hole in town, the Green Jack.

Trying to get the measure of him Janey gave him in a hard stare, which wasn't easy
considering she was seeing double by then. 'Why not?'

After a protracted series of goodbyes to imaining contributors they finally left the
landlady to lock up and walked up the road, Allen offering to carry her case.

0ltds okay, thanks. |l 6m used to hauling

OHbay, | ady! Should have figured ttiolat .
distance, stiffly, arms behind his back, until they started sniggering.

Downtown was lively with folk piling out of bars, calling cabs, or hanging out on street
corners. It seemed perfectly safe.

Janey remembered the Cadillac with a shudder, anaeslipn arm through his. He was

a big guy, and the ink and metal he was displaying would make anyone think twice.
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Allen seemed to take it in his strifleas though a gorgeous redad hooked him every
day.

Janey scanned the shadows and every dark cartisgd past made her tense.

6You okay?b5o

6Sure. Just need a drink. o

OWell, youdre in luck. Voilal!é

They had arrived at the Green Jédks cheery glow inviting in the dark.

6Just |i ke a British pub!’

Janey peered into the dimliy wooden interiordecorated with swathes of hops hanging
from the beams. A bluegrass trio were playing in the corner. The mood was chilled, with
small groups of friends huddled together over beer and nachos in the alcoves.

They went to the bar.

'What are you having?'

Janeysmiled. 'Whatever you aiieand raise you!

OFind us a table. I 61 1 be right over. 6

She claimed a little cubblyole with a couple of empty stools and a table made of an
old barrel. She slid the guitar along the wall and sat down.

Well, Ms McEttrick. Here ware! Shelly would be pleased for her, but Quatie would be
furious. Al t hat good work undone, but ¢é
you met a poet. One who has recently been to Scotland at that. And, she was having a ball,
dammit! Forgettingall her worries of the last few days.

The fear in the dark.

He brought over a pitcher of dark ale to the table she found. 'This is from the Green

Man Brewery.'
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Janey looked at him and grinned. 'Like it already.’

He poured them both a glass. 'A toast.’

They raised their glasses.

‘To ... new friends.’

Janey made a show of pondering this, before breaking into a smile. ‘New friends."

They listened to the band, grooving on the sound of fiddle, banjo and dmagsdeuntil
the young musicians finished their s&& the applause died down, Allen folded a note into
their tips jar. He thanked them for a great set, and took their details, offering to do them a
write-up. A few friendly handshakes later, he was back.

'My, you're a real wheeler and dealer, ain't yowgto'

‘All part of the job.' He refilled their glasses.

'S0

'Here we are.'

They blew out their cheeks at the same time, which reduced them both to hysterics.

Finally, they were able to compose themselves.

Janey looked at him as she sipped her pint. '‘Okeggtery man. Let's cut to the chase.’

He feigned embarrassment. 'Really? We've only just met.'

‘Not that' She laughed. Tell me about yourself.'

Allen supped on his beer, pondering this. Slammed it down. 'Right. You asked for it! In

media res then.'

Janey stopped him ... 6No, itdés okay. Let
eyes...

O0What ? Youbre going to read my palm inst e:

6ltds a helluva | ot quicker.. .6
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Allen squirmed, but tried to | aughoit off.
O6No. Just buy me another drink. But, shhh!
She closed her eyes, focused inward. Shebod

a thing, but she was relaxed.

0l 6m getting é fish. o

6Come off it!é He pulled away. OYoubre pul

Janey held auher hand, and he finally replaced his. She closed her eyes again, a
mischievous smile on her face.

0The sea. A fishing portebo

She could feel his pulse quicken.

OA raven € on top of a pile of books. 6

She opened her eyes and looked straight into his.

Helooked at her with wonder. 6Youbve read m

0Youdbre an open book to me, mi ster . 0
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Somehow they had got back in one piece, Allen leading the way in his black and yellow Ford
van, which had embl azoned o n-esguehabdRriivmgenext Bo o k s
to a stylised corvus corvus and, undernegitrveyor of rare & secontand looks,
recordings, & ephemera
She parked up next to his van, outside a-gescript towrhousei nothing to the
exterior to suggest the abode of a poet or a serial killer. But in her experience Janey often
found the more normal someone looked on the oeitsite weirder they would be inside. By
which logic, Allen Raven would be Joe Normal on the ingiged, hell, she could do with
some of that right now. That moment of contact with Allen back in the Greeri Jadke 6 d
made a joke of it at the time, butesh hadndét expected anything. A
rarely go handn-hand. But shéadreceived a flash. A lifestory, in an instant. Too much to
process, just a strong sense that the man before her was, despite a desperation to disown his
past &, ordatleast tmying to be.
But could she trust herself? How often hac
Killing the engine she hesitated, finger hooking the door lever, scrutinising herself in
the reatview. In the cab light she already loakguilty. She pondered if she should just scoot
whileshecould r ever se out of there and get herself
Allen tapped on her windscreen, waved, and made a gesture for coffee.

She smiled back and found her seclaff fgeea tntei. ndg

They stumbled inside, squeezing past the stacks of b&ets and WritersThe Paris
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Review Smoky Mountain Newsnanuscripts, and random objects that looked like props from
some dodgy Seventies fantasy film.

'‘Well, here we aré be it ever 8 humble...'

‘No place like home," Janey rejoined, caught offguard by the undertow of the phrase.

Despite the apparent clutter, Allen's pad was remarkably clean and there was an anorak
logic to his 'filing systemi books were stacked according to subjeetiter, magazines by
date, vinyl by artist. He was a clear aficionado of Appalachian niusad and modern, with
all sorts of obscure gems that Janey oohed and ahhed over, as he proudly introduced his
collection, slipping a precious disc onto his turigab

As Allen clattered in the kitchen, preparing the coffee, Janey conducted a sly inspection
of his placei ostensibly admiring his bookshelves, but also, despite the voice in her head
which said this was just a friendship, checking for evidence of aldepr@sence a
territorial, almost feline instinct for rivals. There were photos on the mantelpiece ofia dark
haired woman, with a bdiyclearly her sofi and groupshots of them together in a park.

‘That's Louisa, my sister, and her kid, Cal. Love 'efnitsd He's the closest I've got to a
son.' Allen placed down a tray of steaming mugs of coffee and brownies.

‘Never wished you had any?' Janey asked boldly.

Allen sipped his coffee, eyes downcast.

'Sorry, that was a bit forward of me...'

Allen sighed. 'I's a long storyi and I'm not sure | want to go into it tonight. We're
having such a ball.'

'Sure, | understand. | really do." Janey sensed a pain there, and did not wish to probe. It
was a sore point for her as well, to say the least.

Allen went to examia the turntable, blowing on the needle before placing it carefully
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back down.

'‘Bit of fluff there." He gave her a vulnerable look as he slid next to her. Dunking the
slightly-burnt brownie in his coffee, he changed tack: 'Anyway, tell me about this &cottis
thingi what's your interest?"

Janey started skinning up. 'Do you mind?'

Allen shrugged. 'Go on.’

00h, wow! Christmas has come earlyl 6 All el
could say the work of Robert Kirk has been something of an obsexsiine for a while...’
He turned to her, balancing a pile by RJ Stewart, John Matthews, Michael Hunter, Lizanne
Henderson and Marina Warner. 'If that's the real deal you've got something very exciting
there.'

She lit up her reefer and took a long slowvdréeaning back on the sofa. She blew the
smoke towards the lighti t t i ng, watching the | azy spirals
talk about it with someone whanderstandsMakes it feel more real. | was starting to think
| 6d 1 magi ntehdi ntghle6 whol e

Allen sat on the edge of the sofa, rocking a little. 'I'd love to seewen if it's just a
facsimile of the real thing. I've only read transcripts..." He flattened theea®gl cover of
one of the books.

Janey pulled it out of her bagfere.'

0Gut enbergdbs ghost! Really? Are you sure?:;
the Holy Grail, holding it in the flat of his hands. He examined the spiral motif of the cover,
tracing it with a finger. The spine next, with its rough vertelwheaddlestitching; the

smooth back and ragged epdpers; then, with a lick of his lips, he slowly parted its stiff
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leather cover.

"l took one |l ook at it and thought wh
me, at first anyway."'

Allen booded over each page, turning them s
il l egible.d He | ooked at her with amazement.

She shrugged. 6l't was I|like a doctorés har
then, it seemedtoclear. Geth easi er as | read on. 0

Al l en whistl ed. 0ltés | i ke he was trying
read by prying eyes. 6 He scr at c hTa Sedrat s hea
Commonwealthwhat gives it its special magic, is the factvias written by a Presbyterian
Minister.'

Janey looked nonplussed.

Allen accepted the joint from her and continued. 'Kinda Protestant max. Council of
pokerfaced Elders. Lots of forbads and Thou Shalt Nots. Basically, not much fun. Anyway,
researching andollecting fairy lore was pretty eccentric hobby to haweven back in those
days. But our man was one of a kind, that's for sure.’

'Must be my ancestor then...' Janey mused, chuckling to herself.

Allen sat upi looked at her hard. "You mean..?'

‘Well, it's not definite’ but there's a possibility | could be related to him..."

Allen took a long draw, exhaling slowly. The journal in his hands seemed to vibrate.
Nearly choking, he held it at armdéds | engt h.
ca ch his breath. Shaking his head, he reach
alright. 6 He |l ooked at the journal nervously

‘A bedtime story?'
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"l doubt i1todos going to make me sl eepy, b ut

Taking a draw, she balanced the joint on the edge of the aslkaey and s at up
since youbve been such a fine host éo

OMy pleasure. 6 Allen sank into the sofa si

Janeyopeneditatherplasear k er and began to read?é

That was what served as the catalyst at least, but my obsession, for that is what it
became, grew out of all proportion to what the circumstances demanded. | visited rare
libraries in search of volumes on Fayrie lore. | consulted with Lord Tarbat on matters
of the Second Sight. He was knowledgeable, but in truth there can be no authority on a
matter so chthonic. | feared it was a bottomless well into which | gagetll could not
cease in my enquiries.

| visited any Fayrie site | heard of, talking to rustexsd gentry alike. | hoarded
arcana like a miser does wealth. | began to neglect my parochial duties, and took to
wandering the hills above Aberfoyle. The affairs of my flock seemed as idiotic and
inconsequential as the sheep scattered acrossthe glery. Ddili f e f aded, f el
Only my wife shone out, and now | finally began to understand what drove her, what
made her want to dance like one of the flitting creatures of folklore. The world beyond

the world was a strange and magical placand | couldhear its music calling to me...

The banshee wail of police sirens interrupted the reading. Blue flashing lights swept
across the ceiling.
‘What's going on?' blurted Allen, rising.

6Sounds exciting, what ever it ry Revatendl aney
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To be continued. 0
6Let s check it out édattedlwihdom gest ured to tl
Out on the street half a dozen police cars had cornered two-duédeki figuresi a
dozen weapons had them pinned down.
Lights flicked on in bedroom windows.
A man with a louéhailer told them to put their hands above their heads.
Above, the sky roared, whipping the avenue of trees alive. A cluster of lights
descended, dazzling thénits spotlight suddenly rendering the tableaux in sharp shadow.

OLooké&selybke ot a chopper filming it too,

Janey went pale, and held out her hand to stop herself from collapsing.
'What's wrong?' asked Allen, concerned.
I ... I know those people!
‘Them?' Allen clicked the blind apaahd looked closer. They both had long white hair
tied back, and wore Raybans and black gloves

"They might be both.' Janey reached for A

foll owed meéd Thlel acmacgreuiosfi ntghepaCsatdisuddenl y

sorry. | shouldnét have |l ed them here! o
O60What is i1it? | donét get iit. Janey, tell r
Wild-ey e d , she shook her head. 6l wish | kne

indreadWhat shock and awe had she rained down
Black were bad enoughbut now half of the NCPD seemed to be on his doorstep too.

61l d&dm €é bad news. You donoét want to get t
curdled her stongh. The attack on the Lodge, and now this.

Above, the roar of a helicopter split the night, its cyclopean eye swept restlessly across
204



University of Leicester Thesis/K. Manwaring

the scene.
O0Hey, normally youdd have to pay for a st
didndédt change b&Mm, expwoensieo é6 Al l en reached

the news channel. 'Hey, check this out!

The breaking news depicted the same scene, but from the perspective of the helicopter.
The rolling headline stated: THE VAMPIRES OF ASHEVILLE CAUGHTLIive' flashed
in the corner of the frame, as a news commentator described the gripping scene. In a
thumbnail an interview with a waitress was looped, as she breathlessly described the strange
customers.

‘Jeezus, it'thent’

Janey was bewildered. 'The vaines of Asheville...?'

'"Where have you been?b56

Janey folded her arms.

He held out his hands. 60Sorry. That's wha
kept being discovered withered like empty wine skins. They've been hunting them for days.'

Her headwvas spinning. 'Those are the ones who ... who came to my trailer.’

'‘What do you mean?'

Janey bit her lip. 'There's some stuff | didn't tell you.'

Allen watched the scene on his doorstep with wide eyes. 'No shit.’

The intruders were forced onto the groumdl ebrutally cuffedi which made them
scream and writhe. It took a scrum of officers to subdue them. In the scuffle, the sunglasses
were knocked off and the fire of their eyes left a hieroglyph of trace patterns in the dark as
they were dragged away.

'‘Look, there are more of them.'
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'Christ, don't say that!"
‘No, look." Allen pointed to a dark Cadillac pulled up behind the Incident Control
wagon. Standing watching the whole scene were two-slatkd figures.

"Feds, 6 he snorted. Ialehoowereyamute t he real f

It took a stiff drink to calm them down after all the vehicles had finally left, returning the
street to relative peace, although many neighbours talked excitedly on their porches in their
dressing gowns and nightwear.

They withdrewto the living roomi its apparent sanctuary as brittle as the thin light
breaching the rooftops.

Running on adrenalin, Janey related the rest of her experiences tal@@ved Allen.

The ice had more or less melted in her scotch by the time she had fmid . ol f th
cops hadndét turned up wh eHfloeinloreyshudderthg as the S h e
cold liquid sluiced down her gullet.

0 But did. Naiyhave an angel looking over you, Janey McEttrick. Get some shut

eye. 6 Al |l en g ardundunpis eupboards ®raarsieepirey dag.

Overcome with exhaustion, Janey let the wave of sleep engulf her.

Janey woke up, not exactly sure where she was. Somebody's sofa. She sat up, regretted it. A
heavy sleeping bag, unzipped and placed on top oflbpped onto the floor.

Looking around at the shadtriped room, scratching her head, flashes of the night
before started to come back to her.

Daylight could be glimpsed behind the blinds.

'‘Ah, it lives." The lamp clicked on. It was Allen, dressed in a navy blue flannel robe,
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looking grizzled and carrying a glass.

Janey pulled unruly tangles back from her face, rubbed her face, trying to straighten

herself out. OWhat time is it?0

6l toésf lpoedre an early bird; or early, i f
He yawned and | ooked again. 6You |l ook a bit
drink this seltzer. Coffee's on. Bat hr oomoés

As she splashed waten her face, she remembered the scenes of the night, lurid and
surreal. What would have happened if the cop
she have an angel | ooking over her, or a den
sometimesit felt as though she had little say over her lif@n actor, repeating her lines,

nothing more.

Janey shuffled into the kitchen.
‘Top of the day to you! Feeling better?’
She mumbled something.
0What was that? Coffee? Coming right up!©d
After Allen hadfed her pancakes, eggs, fruit juice and severalufmgpof Beanwerks
coffee, she felt a little more human.
‘That was quite some action we saw last night, huh?'
Janey nodded, looking a little pale.
"Don't worry. They got 06 &youheroaight?rAed yeua f e .
can stay as long as you like. Okay?' He held her shoulders, gently but firmly.

She nodded, eyes flicking to the journal that lay on the side.

Allen cleared the breakfast things away, and wiped his hands clean before picking it up
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He pulled up a chair next to hers.

'If this is the real McCoy, and from all that | can see it is, then it's incredible!" He
opened it at random and shook his head. 'l still can't figure how you can read this scrawl, as |
can't make head nor tails of it.'

Janey looked at the handwriting. Although it was spidery, it was legible. As she ran her
fingers over it, she could hear the scratch of a quill and quickly pulled her hand away.

It was too early in the morning for weird.

I found it hard to sleep aftergtepisode of Crime Scene Live! last night, so | did some
research. Let me tell you about this dude. The far out thing about the whole thing is he is
thought to have stepped into a fairy ring and ... disappeared. Puff, like that..." He blew across
his coffee and the steam dissipated.

'Disappeared?’ They were now slouched comfortably next to each dikemld pals,
or loversi she could feel the warmth of his body next to hers. It felt good.

‘Uh huh. Taken to Fairyland.’

"You're kidding me...?

‘Swapped vith a changeling...'

'Sesame,’ Janey whispered.

Allen smiled. 'A substitute. Something which looked and acted like Kirk, but seemed ...
soulless.

'‘Because his soul was elsewhere...' Janey gazed into tkdistaidce.

'If you like. Bit of a zombie. ZombierBacher from Heli now there's a schlock movie
concept for you!'

They both laughed. Allen got up and put on a redosgdmething suitably mellow for

their delicate state. The strains of Sunday's Child drifted through, John Martyn's subtonal
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murmurings angublime chords weaving their magic.

‘The awesome thing was ... Kirk was said to be trapped in Fairyland but could be freed
by a living relative...’

A tingle went down Janey's spine. She sipped some coffee. 'Go on...'

"The first chance was at a weddingCirk appeared. If the bridegroom threw a dirk over
his shoulder at the phantom, it would break the spell of Faieyries hate iron by the way
and release him! They failed. The second chance was when a female descendant became
pregnant. If she went tashrectory, entered his study, and plunged a dirk into his study chair
T this would also release him. For whatever reason, neither of these was achieved. Perhaps he
didn't get on with his relatives, who knows? But the thrilling thought is...'

'He might stil be there.' Janey got up suddenly and paced up and down. The vision of
the ghostly preacher came back to her...

'Wait, waiti this is baking my noodle. If this is all true...'

Allen lifted up the journal. 'Kirk existed. His monografltine Secret Commonaléh of
Elves, Fauns and Fairiesxists. And you have this... You're his blood, man!'

‘Then, if Kirk is still trapped...’

Their eyes locked. They stared at each other, barely able to contain themselves.

You can free him Janey, you can free him!" He harmedhe journal back.

She looked at the intricate spirals of the cdvertangled knot that she could unravel.
'Oh fuck!'

They hugged each other, laughing and trembling with excitement. It was almost too
much. They fell onto the sofa in a pile. THeynd themselves drawn into each othdaut as
they went to kiss, they banged their heads, which broke the spell.

Both collapsed in hysteridgspartly through relief.
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Wiping the tears from their eyes, they lay there in a tangled mess, trying to compose
themselves. 'Oh Jeez...I think I'm still strung out from last night. That was quite a session.’
Allen said. 'I'm sorry if...?"

'No, it's fine. We're cool. | like you, Allen. | like you a lot. But for once | don't want to
rush things.’'

‘That's fine with me,ahey. I'm a confirmed bachelor and I'm not ready to give up my
nation statehood yet! Like Scotland, | clamour for independence!’

They punched the air together. 'Freedom!

The sudden awkwardness was diffused, and they were both relieved.

Allen lit up the renains of a roach to calm them both down.

Janey accepted it, taking a draw. She let the warm smoke linger in her mouth before
exorcising it. ‘Do you really think | can free this Kirk?'

'Who knows? But wouldn't it be one helluva of an adventure to find out?'

Janey thought about it. 'This sounds crazy, but ...’

‘Crazy, schmazy. What's normal anyway?'

‘All my life I've been haunted by ... visions. I've been told | have the knowing. But
that's stupid! | don't even remember when to put out the trash.’

Allen shookhis head. 'These gifts are hereditary, apparently. Strong traits are passed
down through mitochondrial DNA...'

'‘Woah there! Mitochrond ... what?'

'Sorry. The female line...'

'My mother? Come off it...""

You never know, Janey. Blood is thicker than wateru need to get your good self

over there, lay this ghost to rest, and learn to accept your gifts."
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'‘But where do | start?'

Allen pondered this, as he finished off the roach. 'Well, 1 would be happy to try and
figure this thing out and do some rootingand for you,' he stubbed out the butt and took a
sip of his coffee. 'Find out the places and people you need to see.’

'‘What about me...?'

'l think you need to go and speak with your mom.’

'l don't think that'll work..."

Just as 0 Spenabauttobepie thdrneedle stutk. wa s

" don't think you have a choice. & He got

keep repeating the same chords over and ovel

and slipped it back in its sleeve with lavg c ar e . 60Someti mes we f al
even i f i1tdéds really sad. Think thatos all t
the record back in its correct place. O0But

stack.. ®8Ah, yes
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10

Whenever Janey visited Sunnyside Carehome she felt guilty in some way, as though she
should be doing something more for her mother. But webald she do? She barely held
body and soul together as it was. Fortunately, her mother's carevergscovered by
anonymous monthly payments. Just as well for Janey barely had a bean, no matter how hard
she tried to economise. Budgeting effectively just wasn't @k she was born with. '‘Born
poor, but rich at heart," her mom used to joke. "Shet'McEttrick girls.’

Squeezing Mickey into the last free space at the far end of the visitor car park, she
grabbed the flowers from the passenger seat, ancCitieenTimes whose headline had
caught her eyé 'Goldsboro Crash: East Coast Armageddon Narrowly Averted." Recently
declassified information had revealed how close they had actually come that day to being all
blown to kingdom come, and the news was full of it, ugyihe ‘'vampire' story, which was
destined for th&lational Enquirer

Janey was a little worried what her mother would make of the revelation. The
catastrophic events that transpired on the day of her birth had led, indirectly, to the reason she
was a reslent of Sunnyside, as though her whole life had been defined in a single blinding
flash.

The sharp October sun glinted off the revolving doors as she entered the lobby.

The receptionist looked up from her magazine, breaking into aogdped smile.
OAl wamice to see you, Miss McEttrick. Howo s

Janey rolled her eyes. 6Had better, Br end:
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The receptionist leaned close, thickighled eyes, halénlarged behind the bifocals,
flicking across her visitor hungyilas though hoping to find clues there.

Questions fizzed in the air Iike flies, b

Brenda gave her a mock hurt expression that failed to get a response, so she tore off the
card and slipped it into the laminated wallet with itsylard, handing it to the visitor.

6Seeya. 0

The receptionist frowned. She buzzed and
now. O

The security door closed behind her. Janey walked along the antiseptic smelling
corridor to her mother's ward. Everythimgs anaemic: insipid pastel décor; functional and
offensive in its inoffensiveness; vague watercolours in safety glass frames; plastic cheese
plants; watery coffee; piped muzak. Medicated zombies shuffled around in robes, gazed out
of windows, drooled inttairs, or rocked themselves in front of daytime TV, watched sternly
by the whiteclad wardens.

The place gave her the creeps.

Buck wup, Janey girl! At | east youdre not

She would try to be as breezy as possible. Hard, after recent.eSbntsvas still in
shock, if truth was told, but Allen's solid presence and cool temperament had been a lifeline.
She still couldn't believe her change in luck, and tried not to tempt her usual kind of fortune
coming back by dwelling on it too much.

Janek nocked, waited for a beat é then gentl

Marsha was sitting up in her bed, reading the Ndédional Geographicshey let her
have. For someone only in her early fifties she looked shockingly old. She'd 'let herself go’, as

they iked to say in such places. As though people held themselves up by sheer will, trapeze
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artists in |ife's circus. But thatdos how it
up a bit, brush her long silvering hairshe still had a fine marieand painting her nails. In

her day her mother had been quite a looker, and still mischievously flashed her legs at the
wardens. 'These pins of mine used to drive the boys wild!" she'd laugh naughtily.

Marsha was prone to random snippets of conversatsgveral threads often running
concurrently. Sometimes she would answer something from a conversation held in the
previous visit, or preempt your question before you'd finished the sentence, rolling it around
in her mouth like a boiled sweet, amused attédste but never answering it. The drugs they
pumped her with definitely didn't help matters, and Janey frequently implored them to reduce
the dosage, but they said o0it was for her mc
had been | emgesepedodést emsued, which I eft h
became agitated, swore she saw things that weren't there, and grew hysterical when the
wardens tried to calm her down, calling them: 'Fucking. Bastard. Imbeciles.’

'Hi Mom," she called bezily as she peered around the door. 'It's Janey.’

Slowly, a flicker of recognition.

Marsha had been told of her daughter's arrival, but always acted surprised and
delighted.

'‘Ah, my dear! Fancy seeing you here. Hearing you see. Seeing your hear.'

'I've brought you some flowers.'

A twitch of the head. 'Hours, it was. Hours.'

I'll put them in a vase for you.'

‘Ah, that's nice. Ah, that's nice.'

Janey hummed to herself as she arranged them, trying to stay positive. 'So, how have

you been...?'
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'‘Been? | havehbeen anywhere, silly girl! I'm stuck here. They won't let me go. | have
to go to Washington. | have to...'

Janey sat on the edge of the bed and held her mother's hand. 'l know Mom, | know."' She
tried to channel calm, loving energy through her handshetomother's which were still
slender and smooth.

They used to play the guitar so beautifully.

Finally, her mother looked her in the eyeand grew calm. Janey saw a flicker of
lucidity there, of fear, shame, vulnerability, and remorse.

'm so sorry..."

'‘Shhussh, Mom. It's okay.’

Janey started singing one of Marsha's favourite songs, 'Where Have All the Flowers
Gone?' and her mother started to join in. Together, they harmonised and for a while they
could have been at a folk club, or peace camp.

When theyfinished, they were both cryirigbut it felt good.

Janey remembered the newspaper, and flopped it on her mother's lap. 'You're not going
to believe this... Look, it's official. They've finally admitted it, after all this time."'

Her mother stared at ithaking her head, then turned away, chewing her thumbnail.

‘This was what you were trying to prove, wasn't it?'

Janey remembered the endless hours her mother had spent in dreary libraries, the
complicated discussions on the phone, the long letterqild® of photocopies, the bulging
folders, the room filled with her obsessive resedram search of the truth. Marsha had met
with another Carolinian family, from the Southhe Gregg$ who had experienced a similar
calamity, and a support group haceheset up. Others came forward and shared their stories.

Apparently it wasn't the first time there had been scary nuclear mishaps on American soil.
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For a while, her mother had been a tireless campaigner, driving their search for truth.

Hard to imagine nowBut the truth she had been after was now public knowledge. The
media was full of it.

But it did not seem to make her mother happy.

'l thought you'd be interested...'

Marsha shoved the paper away until it fell on the floor.

'‘Oh, Mom!" Janey bent down tocgiit up and noticed an old box underneath the bed. It
looked too intriguing to ignore, so she pulled it out. 'Hey, what's this...?"

'Giveithere, giveithere, giveithere.'

‘Alright, alright. I'm not going to run off with it." Shaking her head, she placed the
bed, and her mother snatched it up protectively.

'What's in it, Mom?'

Marsha turned away, flinching.

Janey tried to look nonchalant, chucking the withered flowers away, and emptying the
stagnant water in the sink. 'If you don't want to tell met'sHfane. Hell, we all need secrets.
And | bet you don't get much privacy around here.' She cut the stems of the fresh flowers and
placed them in the vase with some fresh water. 'There." She placed the yellow roses on the
windowssill, where they caught thgght. 'Ain't they a pretty picture?' Janey turned and saw
that her mother had opened up the box and slid something out.

Noticing Janey looking, she slid the box shut quick.

'My! Gone all Watergate on me?' Janey smiled, sitting back down. 'What's 'that...?

Marsha shoved a handbill at her. It was yellowing and fragile. Janey wrinkled her nose.
'‘Well, what have we here...?' Inspecting it closer, she could see it was an aldafiyer

from the Eighties, announcing a '‘Ban the Bomb' peace march. Janeyigidgaed. 'Mom, is
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this what you used to go to...?"

Marsha nodded, tapping Janey's brow. 'No. Know.'

Janey was used to her mother's strange requests. 'Allrighhttt." Feeling a little foolish,
she closed her eyes. The fragile handbill crinkled in her andhe wall, the clock with its
flowered numerals, ticked like a bomb.

Somewhere, a fly buzzed itself into a fury, head butting the pane.

Janey wanted to get up and let it out. But it wouldn't go away.

It was inside her head.

The buzzing stopped.

Janeyopened her eyes and blinked, feeling a little faint. The handbill lay in her palm.
She looked around, relieved to find the room exactly where she had left it. "'What the...?'

Her mother was looking at her with gleaming eyes.

Janey gazed into them. And kneiinew that her mother knew what she had just seen.

Marsha snatched the handbill back and snapping the box open, quickly placed it inside.

With a trembling hand Janey reached for the glass, filling it with water, and managing
to spill about half before firly get its contents, cool and soothing, to her lips.

The shock of the birtlvision had unsettled her, and she took a moment to compose
herself.

Janey had a thousand questions to ask. But she could see her mother shaking her head,
and so once again she faliherself having to reassure and console when that's exactly what
she needed herself.

'I'm sorry, Mom. | didn't mean to upset you. Here, let me fix your hair for you.'

She brushed in silence. It never failed to soothe them both.

'I have some better newls." ve €é me ti aila folkinight, camyon believe it?
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Me, going to one othosé | actually enjoyed it. And we got chatting. He's a poet; runs a

bookstore. It's early days yet, but | ... like him. Anyway, he's helping me. You see, | have to
gotoSot | and. I want to...0 She tried to find
mot her 6s hair i nto braids. O6Reconnect with

ain't we? I've been sent this wacky jourhalut of the blue. It's apparentilyritten by the
onewe-neverspeakabout. Freaky, huh? But, a bit of an adventure as well. | don't know how

I'm going to manage it, but | just have to go. | thought you'd like to know. If there's anything

you can tell me , a ny Hrenchplait ielooking at.thé pafteanrhargy f i n i
in the hope she might find some meaning in i

Her mother stiffened, started trembling.

For one awful moment, Janey thought she was going to have a stroke or something.
‘Mom, are you..."?

Suddenly, her mother burst out singing.

Marsha still had a fine voice, and now it was warmed up, it had shaken free the
hoarseness. She sang verses of a Scottish ballad that Janegcbaifised from her
childhood, but she couldn't rememiibe name. Something about a fairy knight and an euvil
Queen of Elfland. The shajphanging section was always very thrilling, as was the final
reaction by the jilted queen. Janey had been called after the female protagtamsti but
had been called day since a child by family and friends and it had stuck.

Somehow, her destiny was tied up with such material.

When her mother finished, Janey clapped.
to weep, weep with joy. Her mother was still in there, andesivnes she came forth and
shone and all was well again.

"Thank you for sharing that. But how...?"
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All of a sudden, her mother was the admonishing parent, folding her arms crossly. 'Use

the songs, silly girl. Use the songs. They will carry you across.y®ugelf back home.'

Back at Allen's, they discussed the Goldsboro news excitedly over iutiEh Kirk journal
forgotten for a moment by the rush of Twentieth Century history bursting into the present.
Allen had spent most of the morning online, follogithe fallout of the formerly classified
information coming to light. According to him, the social media aftermath was ‘white hot'.

Janey related her own personal connection, augmented by the contact with the handbill.

Describing the scene, so fresh in h@nd, made it seem almost naturahe way she
had received the intense download of memory from a piece of paper (a key detail she
carefully left out).

Allen sat back and took it all in. 'Wow, that's ... mioldwing!" He tried to figure it out.
'So yourmom...?"

'‘Was born the very moment her pop, my grandfather, died.’

‘That's just ... too tragic. I'm sorry.'

‘It kinda set the tone for my Mom. Life in the key of A."'

"No shit. 6 He Dblew out his cheeks. O0Somet!t

'Mom madeit her mission to find out the truth. It wasn't easy to get straight answers."'

He shook his head. 'l can imagine.'

'My grandfather, having been a veteran of Korea, honourably discharged mind you, in
his last few micreseconds of lifé' Her voice caughtWould have recognised the payload
from the B52s.’

Allen nodded vigorously: 'Big Boys. -Bombs, but with a payload of twentgur

megatons. More than two hundred and fifty times more powerful than the one dropped on
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Hiroshima, with a one hundred per c&ilk-zone of seventeen miles.’

Janey looked at him, slightly horrified, but she couldn't say if it was what he was
saying, or the fact he seemed to be relishing the details.

'If it had gone off, it would have exceeded the yield of all munitions ever detbna
outside of testing in the history of the woridthe blast of all the TNT, gunpowder,
conventional bombs and the Hiroshima and Nagasaki blasts combined." He paused for
dramatic effect. ‘It would have created a Bay of North Carolina.’

They both spent amoment absorbing the gravity of this information. It was sobering
shit.

Allen started to skin up. 'A genuine, solid gold miracle.’

Janey put her hands together in mock prayer. '‘God looks after his own.'

'l wish He would look after our fucking bombs.’

Theymade some more coffee and returned to the sofa.

Lighting up, Allen continued: 'lIt was all hushed up of course. The press were spun the
usual bullshit. The bombs were unarmed and couldn't have gone off. Smoke and mirrors.
Apparently the whole area was sehtdf, farm included, so the evidence could be discreetly
removed, though flooding prevented retrieval of the bomb. Its core was embedded twenty
feet down.'

Janey shook her head. 'You're loving all this, aren't you?'

Allen held up his hands. 'My bad. | gagh on the facts. | should be more sensitive. It's
been a long while since | had company.'

Janey folded her arms. 'l can tell.'

He put his arm around her very carefully, as though she was the unexplored bomb. 'l

can't imagine what it must feel like.'
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‘You're right there.'

It's just this shit makes me smgry. Everyone needs to know about it. If you ever
wanted to tell your story, I'd be happy to write it up for @msokyor Xpress

Janey could see he was being sincere. Perhaps bringing this stuft@ube light
would be ... healing. She took a deep breath and made a decision. 'Okay.'

Allen pulled out a Dictaphone from his jacket pocket, placing it on the coffee table.

When Janey nodded, he turned it on.

She accepted the joint, took a thoughtful toked, exhaling the pungent smoke, started
talking: 'My Mom was ... a child of the Sixties. She came of age in the Seventies, and
graduated in the early Eighties with a major in Political History. She was the first one of her
family to get to university, r&d it was right here, in good ol' Asheville, that she became highly
politicised, joined societies, attending rallies, demos, marches apartment given over to
placard painting, to earnest meetings, and to the production of handbills and posters for
numerous causes. Coming from mountain folks, she had inherited the singing tradition from
hermom, and had turned her gift to protest songs. Growing up in the shadow of the Cold War
had made her highly aware of the threats of MAD and nuclear Armageddong &ée $p to
CND, then the Women's Peace Movement, joining her sisters in their camps outside bases.'

Allen made an 'O" with his fingers.

Janey took a deep breath. ‘It was hitchhiking back from one of these, that she got picked
up by a handsome Cherokeefdtier who fiswept her off her f
describingi always vague, always oveomanticising the details.' Janey picked at her nails, a
guaver of anger in her voice. "Later, she
agent, who had charmed his way into her life as a way of discovering information about

covert activities by the protesters.'
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Allen raised his eyebrows, mouthetdhn.

Janey took another pull on the reefer, her hand a whitekled fist around its
smouldering fuse.

'She had found herself pregnant and single, but this didn't stop her. At the age of
twenty-one, she gave birth to me, and continued her lifestylgking me to protests in a
buggy, and later folk evenings, where she sang ballads. Sharwas erratic but loving
motheri want ing to give me a firounded education
kinds of risky situations. Breaking into airbases to damage expensive fighter planes. Stuff
like that. Oh yes, quite an Amazon in her daswny Mom! She was prone to getting busted,
to the point t hat t he | ocal Sheriffds offic
makeshift créche for little baby Janey. But on one occasion she was grilled by FBI officers in
a way which bhteedt her ¢é traum

Allen waited patiently for her to continue.

"I't was there, in the cells once again, S
One of her interrogators. Afterwards, she became twitchy at the sight of anyone in uniform,
in a suit for that ratter. She swore she was being followed, being bugged, being monitored.
The Feds held a file on her, as an activist, as they had on poor old John Lennon: shot down
the year | came into the world...

'By the Nineties, she was showing signs of whattheyl | ed O mé sweaing i | | ne
it was something they were putting in the water. | was looked after by Grandma Dotty more
and more while she was still alive, until they declared my Mom unfit to be my guardian, and |
had to be placed in a home. Her dagsa political firebrand were over. And to this day, she
resides in care. | suspect she's not the only one to have suffered due to the seedy actions of

undercover agent s. |l 6ve never met my ¢é f at he
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