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<Voice-over by creatorsgirlfriend
Incidental Music: " Welcome To The Pleasure Dome" by FGTH>
Previoudy on Gorden The Rabbit:
<snippetsfrom last episode of season one:
" A bit of sufferingisgood for the soul "
"That'sour David"
"No! Mrs. Wilberforce! Not thejelly!"
" Greetings Strangerst Welcome to the Chiltern Coney Commune!™
"Dadadedadededodo. Dedadededo" >

<Voice-over by Gorden actor

Incidental Music: " The Quest” by Willieand The Shakers>

GTR: These are the voyages of Gorden The Rabbit and hisintrepid band,
whose mission isto seek out the Golden Carrot and to boldly split infinitives that
no rabbit has split before.
<Roll initial credits>
Starring
Dennis Waterman as Gorden T Rabbit
Jim Broadbent as David " The Joker" Gerbil
Michael Horden as Plessey Snail (Wizard first class)
Alison Steadman as Cola

Special-Guest-Starring

Bill and Ben as Rob and Rod
Pinky and Perky as The Two Guards

Also Appearing
St Winifreds School Choir as fields of rabbits

Created by Nobby

<Music fades to chirping of birds and other pleasant country noises>



David and Plessey plodded down the hill towardsthe burrow entrance.

"Quiet, isn't it?" Plessey pointed out.

" Strange,” David replied, " We' ve passed *well* over three rabbits and none of them have
spoken aword to us!”

Plessey just nodded. It was strange, there weretens of rabbits working on the hillside, but
there was barely a murmur of sound. Plessey was unnerved by the lack of volume, but was
doing hisbest not to show it to hisrather excitable friend.

" Lookit!" David exclaimed " Gorden and Cola have gonein already! Why didn't they wait
for us?"

Plessey made light of hisworry.

"Maybe they wanted to hear other rabbitswinging, instead of you, for a change?"

"You're dimy sometimes, you know.." David replied.

The pair had nearly reached the burrow entrance, a largeimposing, dark holein the side of
the hill. To each side stood a prime example of a well-made buck, each one holding the
proverbial sharp stick. (Although it was proverbial thisdidn't stop them from both holding
separ ate examples of the stick..)

"It looksdark in there.." David began to whine.

Plessey muttered something under hisbreath, which we will not repeat here.

Asthey reached the entrance the Guardbucks lowered their sticks so that they crossed at
gerbil-head-height. David backed up a few steps.

"Um," Hesaid "We'rewith Gorden and Cola." The sticksdidn't move. " Thetwo rabbits
that you just let in." Not a sign of recognition from the guards. " We'retheir best friends!”
No emotion, no response. "We're harmless!”

" No lesser animalsthan a coney allowed." It had the sound of a rote saying.

" No space for larger than a coney.” David looked at himself.

"1'm *not* larger than arabbit!" David exclaimed.

" No lesser animalsthan a coney allowed.

" No space for larger than a coney."”

David looked sideways at the nearest guard.

"Aresayingthat I'm a *lesser* animal?" David said, eyeing the guard with one *evil* eye,
hisfists clenched.

Plessey did up behind him. " Dave," hewhispered, " Letsgo. They arealot bigger than
either of us.."

David's nose twitched. " They called me, called me, called me LESSER!" He whispered
back, " Don't worry about me. | can take them."

"DAVID!" Plessey said in asloud a whisper as possible. " Don't be stupid. Think of Gorden,
he'sinsidel”

" No lesser animalsthan a coney allowed.

" No space for larger than a coney." The guardsintoned, ignoring the frantic pair's
mumblings.

David turned at Plessey, fiststight, teeth clenched and eyes squinting

"They'd better not touch him. He'smine.. My friend." Plessey's eye stalks bent at David
and nodded.

" Come on David, let'sjust back off." Plessey had his'sensible’ voice plugged in.

David backed away from the burrow entrance, knuckleswhite. He was still backing away
twenty paceslater. " You're going dower than | can crawl." Plessey remarked.
"Thoseare*big* sticks. I'm not turning my back on one of them."”

"They'll leave us alone, we're the lesser animals, remember.”

You have probably never heard a gerbil growl. It'snot a nice sound by any measure.



Plessey " dragged" David up to thetop of the hill, all thetime David kept looking over his
shoulder at the guards, and then scanning the rabbits on the hillside. All the rabbits seemed
toignorethe pair completely.

"Theserabbitsare giving methe creeps.” Thegerbil said. "Why arethey so....Quiet..
Disinterested. Boring!"

" Thewhole place worriesme, " Plessey said, in itself thisworried David even more, " but I'm
mostly worried for Gorden and Cola.”

"1f they lay one finger on Gorden I'll..."

" Calm down David. W€'ll make surethey'll be safe. We'll get them out."

" Buggrit!" David said throwing himself to the ground asthey reached the edge of the woods
near thetop of the hill. They both turned around and looked down into the valley.

" Gorden," David said, " What have you got yourself into now?"

"Wewarned him." Cameavoice. "Hedidn't listen. They never listen." The voice came
from just behind them.

In aflash David was up, a small, but wickedly sharp-looking, knife clutched in one paw.
"Woah! Little Buddy" One of the rabbits said. There weretwo young bucks, both with
pointed sticks, both with a thin, plain white, bandana wrapped around the forehead.

"Who the hell areyou?" David asked, the knifetrembling in hishand as the two rabbits
stood next to each other. They were nearly as broad-shouldered asthe guardbucks.

"How do you be knowing Gorden?" Plessey asked.

Thetwo rabbitslooked surprised.

"I'm Rob." "I'm Rod." They chorused. Then Rob waved Rod ahead.

"We met Gorden a few days ago, he came through our small village on the way to meet up
with hisfriends.

"Weknow athing or two about that 'Chilern Coney Commune' that'staken him in, you

<Play out to thetune of " Part Of The Union" by The Strawbs>
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L ofty Ambitions

Two rabbits climbed up aladder in near-darkness.

“George” Said the lower one.

“Yes, Reg” Thehigher one said, so asto establish their names as early on as possible.
“Where are we going?”

George was silent for a minute, the only noise was the pad-pad, pad-pad of pawson the
ladder.

“Reg,”

“Yes, George.”

“We'reallowed ‘time off’ yes?”

Reg nodded. George didn't actually hear this, but continued anyway.

“So. In my ‘time off’, | explorethewarren. The closed bits. The dark bits. The bits dug out
but which were never used. The bits dug out but which became unsafe. Thelost bits. The
forgotten bits” Pause. (Pad-pad)

“Theinteresting bits” His hands cameto the top of the ladder and he crawled up.“ The bits
likethis!” He turned round and helped Reg up inta..

It was a large, well you'd haveto call it a spacerather than a room—the ceiling was rather
low and the two rabbits had to stoop all thetime. The floor was domed— and was criss-
crossed by wooden rafters. I'd have said it looked like a loft. Rabbits, unfortunately, dorit
know the word —their living space goes down rather than up.

In myriad places, small tunnelsled off the main loft space, too small for a rabbit to navigate.
Light streamed up into the room through a dozen or so small holesin the flooring.

“It’s safest to tread on the wood rather than the flooring” George said to hisdumbstruck
friend as he started off towardsthe nearest stream of light. Reg followed, tentatively
padding from joist tojoist.

“Look through here.” George said, pointing at the holein the floor.

Reg knelt and gently lowered his eyeto thelight.

Hejerked up with panic on hisface.

“We're above the Committee Chamber!” He whispered frantically. He started to nervoudy
finger the wooden ring on hisleft hand.“We could get in trouble for thisl No onés allowed
in the Committee Chamber unlessthey are summoned. We could loose our privileges’ He
held hisleft hand up, meaningfully.

“Don’t be slly!” George hissed back at him, unconsciously fingering hisring“How will
they ever know that we're here.” He sat back a little. “ Anyway. Therules are against being
in the chamber. Weére not in the chamber. Therésno rule against looking. They think no
onewould dare.

“And, provided that we are quite quiet, they worit ever know we are here!” He leaned
forward and patted Reg on the shoulder.“We' re supervisors. We get the Privilege Ring.
That meanswe get privilegesthat the massdorit.” He sat back again. “ Consider this one of
them.”

Reg still looked nervous.



“Anyway,” George began, he wasregretting bringing the younger rabbit up here and
needed to calm him down.“L ook again, see how high up we are. | bet you, you carit even
hear aword that they are saying down there. And, if you canit hear them, they can't hear
you!” Reg’s excitement overcame his nervousness and he smiled.

“Well, what they don’t know...”

“Won't hurt them.” George laughed — thiswas how the Committee talked about the worker
rabbits, and was how they explained their decision not to educate the majority of rabbits,
indeed how they explained their decision to deal with all external matters, even keeping
them from the supervisors. Using the phrase about the Committee was tantamount to
treason. But it was quite amusing.

“Well,” George said, encouragingly to Reg, “What’s going on then?’
Reg smiled and leant forward and put hiseyeto the hole.

“Wow! The chamber looks bigger than it did theday | got my ring. The Committee rabbits
are sat on the outside of a U-shaped table. There are,” He counted them as best as he could.
“Three and three and three and more. | think. That makes|ots!

“They havetheir grey robes on and have the hoods up fully. | carit even see one nose let
alone a face.

“Hold on the doorsare opening. Two guards are bringing a rabbit in.

“Strange, | don’'t recognise him. He s quitetall and carrying a large staff.

“Wow! That’s staff ispretty impressive—its got metal shod ends. And it lookslikeit's
glowing. Just a little. But it stands out from the room or the rabbit.

“He doesn’'t look like a worker-rabbit — he's standing too confidently for that, but | dorit
recognise him and | don't think | can seearing on his hand.

“That’s strange — he' sfar too confident. If heésnot wearing aring he should be cowering in
front of the committee, not standing like that. Defiant, thatsthe word | was looking for.

“I think it’sthat staff. | think it'smagical.” Reg sat up for a second. And looked at George.
Georgewas grinning at hisfriend.

“1 think we've picked an interesting timeto relax in ‘the supervisorsburrows'.” He
sniggered.

Reg lowered himself to the light again.

“He stalking to them—1 can’t hear a word he s saying, but he doesn't seem cowered by
their power at all. Weird.

“He s stepped towardsthe table! They won't allow that.

“Hey, | don’t think the Committee have said a word yet. I've not seen one of their heads
moving.

“I can seethe paws of a couple of the Committee members. Clenched fists! Their ringsare
faintly glowing too.

“The air above the committee looks strange, thicker almost. | think they are using magic on
him!

“His staff is glowing, you can seeit clearly now in the dark, and there are sparks on the
wood! How can wood spark! Ouch!” Reg jerked hishead up and rubbed his eyes.

“Spark! Lightning! That was bright!” He closed his eyestight he couldn’'t see anythingin
the dark loft, not even George. He closed his eyes again and counted to three. Then opened
them and dropped to the hole again.

“Therabbit islying on thefloor! His staff has dropped from his hand! One of the committee
has left the table and has walked up to him with hishood down! Ishe? No hés not going
anywhere near the staff. Don’t blame him. | wouldn’t touch that staff with a long staff! Hes
helping the rabbit up.

“Therabbit doesn’'t seem the same as he was. Hé s cowering properly now. Hishead is
bowed and hésshaking it dowly. They’ve got him! Another valuable member of our
community! Doesn't it make you feel proud!



“They have a number-tag for him! The committee member is putting it on him. Why do the
committee use those big numbers? They are the only ones who can read them?

“Oh I’d love a golden ring.

“They have called the guards and they are leading him out the chamber.

“They have called another guard to movethe staff! | think they are scared to touch it” Reg
started laughing. “ The guard can’'t pick the staff up!

“How heavy can it be? The other rabbit carried it almost like a small twig.” Reg lifted up
for a second.

“It he'sthat strong | want him on my work party!” Then back down again.

“They’ve called another guard in! The two of them together carit move the staff!

“The committee member who got down isushering them away. Are they going to leave it
there? They can't do that!”

Reg wasjust leading hiswork team out into the afternoon sun.

“Reginald!” Called a voice. Heturned, behind him was a cowled figure, followed by atall
rabbit.

“On Behalf Of The Committee” The cowled figureintoned,

“May the Committee be Praised.” Regreplied.

“I have a new addition to your work team. Hés quite strong. You should call him Buck
Thirty-Seven.”

Reg ran the unfamiliar syllables around his mouth a couple of time. Only supervisors had
real names. The masses were given weird long ‘Numbers and the Committee member were
just ‘The Committeg.

The cowled figure turned and left.

Reg shivered. ‘Buck Thirty Seven’ wasthe rabbit from the chamber earlier.
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Going Underground

“S0,” Rob said. “When they first dug the warren they used mice, gerbils and hamsters as
labour —thewarren isvery complex and very deep. But they made the smaller animals dig
ventilation shaftslinking all the burrows.

“Their magical power doesn’t affect non-coneys.

“So a small animal, say a mouse or a gerbil, could run through the whole warren without
being seen or sensed by the Committee. This, well for sake of argumentswéll call it a
gerbil,” He said smiling at Rod,

“This gerbil could scout the whole warren out, find out in which burrow particular rabbits
were housed and spy on the committee. This gerbil could even take aring such asthis, he
said holding up a wooden ring sized to fit on a rabbit s paw, “to a friend of hiswhom was
under the influence of the Committee’”

Rod, Plessey and David nodded. David s head suddenly jerked up.

“’Ere,” Hesaid, “ Thishypothetical gerbil of yours. Heisn't called Dave is he? Because if he
is, heé' sgoing to tell you where you can stick your small dark tunnels. And what you can
stick up them.”

Thereisa certain convention in low comedy that immediately after a character is
involuntarily volunteered for a nasty task, the character proteststhat they would not be
caught dead performing said task. The director must then cut to the next scene where the
character in question is carrying out the task mumbling dark words under hisbreath.

| hateto break with convention. | love a good cliché.

“Buggringforkingblurrybuzzardsfeckingbigrabbitsshouldputthelotoftheminastew.” David
muttered to himself.

Behind him you can see a circle of speckled sky - black with stars aswhite spots, likea
Dalmatian in negative. David was in a small tunnel, not much wider than himself. Hewas on
all foursgingerly, dowly padding, along the tunnel.

Hewasn’t happy, by any chalk.

A few yards head of him a small spot of light of light shone from the floor. David s eyeswere
focussed on that spot. His head was locked in on it like a hawk on a rabbit. In Davids mind
he was the hawk —the spot of light was a rabbit called Rob, and the tunnel was the whole
wide open big and blue sky.

David’s breath camein short hard pants. He counted to himself to help him focus
“OneTwo Three’.



Pant.
“OneTwo Three'.
Pant.
“OneTwo Three'.

Hereached the light and stopped. He counted to three again and peeked down.

Below him was a brightly lit corridor. Torches hung from the walls every few rabbit-strides.
Therewas no sign of any rabbits.

David looked up. He was blinded for a few seconds whilst his eyes got used to the darkness.
A few feet in front of him the tunnel split into two, one heading up and seeming to follow the
line of the burridor below. The other bent off to theleft. A speck of light came from each
one.

David edged over the hole and a little way towardsthe fork.
“Buggrit” (*)

Thelight in theleft fork seemed dightly nearer than thelight in theright fork.
“So. Left it is” David said to himsdlf. “Blurryrabbits.”

Hereached thelight and could seethat thetunnel ran straight for a long way. At intervals
along itslength little spots of light could be seen. He took a few deep breaths and looked
down.

The room was empty of rabbit, but full of other things. There was a desk with paperson it
and a bed which looked much more comfortable than the piles of leaves that David has
spent the last week sleeping on.

David shook hishead and, muttering things to himself, started towards the next light. Ashe
neared thislight he was pleased to hear voices.

“Have you managed to move the staff yet? Said one of the voices.

“No. It's still lying on the floor of the Committee Chamber” A second voice said. “ If two of
the guardscan’t pick it up then it sa magical problem. W€ll leavethat to Nisand Méela, it's
their area.”

“Wonder where he got it. Looks like a real wizard’s staff to me, hedidn't look like a wizard
tome”

“No, he probably stoleit. What' s happened to him?’

“We ve put him towork in the fields. Héstoo dangerousto be given supervisor-freedom.”
“He s number thirty-seven now yes?” A grunt, “ That means hisberth isquite deep in the
warren. In the second chamber, yes?’

“Thelower heis, the nearer heisto the Source. So the more control we have over him. We
made sure he sassigned to one of the close work parties. It wouldn't do any good to have
him any distance from the Source. He might be strong enough to break free without the
staff.”

“And the doe?

“She'swith Mela.”

“Dirty Doe. Didn’t you want her for yourself?”

David reached thelight and peered carefully over the edge. Now, thiswas a comfortable



burrow. Two rabbits sat at a polished oak table, glasses of wine by their hands.
Therewasa ‘chink’ asone rabbit picked hisglass up to take a swig—the sound of metal
against glass—the sound of aring hitting the glass.

He closed his eyes and threw his head back.

“She’'svery inteligent.” He said, righting his head, “ She could count up to ten you know?
“I can count higher than that”

“But you're enhanced by the artefact. | mean she could count to ten without any help’
The other rabbit took a swig of wine, nodding sagely.

“South dopes?’ He said nodding at the glass.

Their talk turned to vintages, boring David immediately.

“1 want nothing this society sgot.” He thought to himself.“ Deeper on it is. Whereisthis
‘Second Chamber’?” He wondered.

Helooked forward towardsthe next light. It was twice asfar asthelast gap.
Grimacing, he started again, as quietly as he possibly could.

About halfway to the next light hisfront paw suddenly fell straight through the floor!
“Buggrit!” He exclaimed, then pulled hisarm back and clamped his paw over his mouth.
Below him something stirred and with a‘phsssst’ a light came on.

“Isthere anyonethere?

David pulled back from the hole.

“Hello?”

Thu-Thud.

Thu-Thud.
Thu-Thud.

“What’sthat noise?’ David thought frantically. “ Shit, it’smy heart!”
Thu-Thud.
Thu-Thud.
Thu-Thud.

David closed hiseyes. That made the dark feel dightly better. Friendlier, almost. Histeeth
started to chatter so he clenched hisjaw shut. His claws dug into his palms.

Thu-Thud.
Thu-Thud.
Thu-Thud.

“Oh I’'m dreaming things again.” Came the voice from below. A quieter ‘phssst’ noise.
David opened an eye, sure enough the light had gone out.

Thu-Thud.
Thu-Thud.

“Wait ‘till he'sadeep.” David thought.



Thu-Thud.

“Wait until you can hear him snore. Then creep onwards” He told himself.
Thu-Thud.

“What if hedoesn't snore? | could be here all night!” He started to panic.
Thu-Thud.

Thu-Thud.

Thu-Thud.

His eyes clamped shut.

“I’'m safe.

“Hecan't see me.

“Hecan’'t hear me.

“Hecan’'t hurt me.

“I want to have control.

“I have control.

“I am in control.

“I’'m safe.”

Thu-Thud.

“| am safe.”

Thu-Thud.

From below a gentle, snoring sound could be heard.

David released hisbreath. Héd been unaware that héd been holding it.
Slowly, carefully, quietly he crawled past the hole towardsthe next light.
Thenext light showed a rabbit sitting up in bed reading.

Thenext light showed a rabbit sleeping with thelight on. David looked at the comfortable
bed and sighed, clamping his mouth over hisface as soon as herealised that he had made a

noise. There was no changein the deeping rabbit.

The next light was a long way away, so David was very dow, he managed to gauge how far
the hole would be and counted paces. Thirty paces.

He wasreally pleased to find the hole just where he expected it.
Smiling he made off towards the distant next light.

David started off at some speed, counting his steps. Unfortunately after ten stepsthe ground
dropped away and became a vertical shaft.



David heart had timeto beat thrice before he managed to get some control over his descent;
his paws began to scrabble at the walls as he dropped. Hiseyeswere widein terror and he
screamed out loud as he fell.

Thu-Thud.

Thu-Thud.

THUD. David hit bottom.

“’Uck.” He said before passing out.

(*) Millennium shrimp aswell, probably.

Links
Going Underground
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Tight Enclosed Space (not a good title for a song)
Jailbreak (That’s better)

Thu-Thud.
Thu-Thud.
Thu-Thud.
Thu-Thud.

“So. I'm either aliveor in Hell. If thiswere Heaven it wouldn’t hurt so much. AND
SOMEBODY WOULD TURN THE BLOODY LIGHT ON!” David opened his eyes. Dark.
Deep black. Silence. He began to laugh. Not a pretty laugh. Not a jolly laugh. Rather an
insane laugh that would make you reach for the door and say“|’ve just remembered I've
got an appointment I'm latefor. I’ll catch you on another day.”

David began shaking. Hiswhole body involuntarily trembling. Hisheart Thu-Thudded in
hishead. Red blotches danced in front of hiseyesand the taste of blood filled his mouth.
He hugged himself with hisfront paws, rocking back and forth.

He was at the bottom of a deep shaft.

In the dark.

Alone.

No one knew he was here.

Waell, the only people who knew he was here could not help him.

A deep, grunting groaning noise came from histhroat.

“Aaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.”

“Aaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.” (Do you know my spelling checker didn't like that word. But it
couldn’t suggest a better one so I'll stick with it..)

“Aaaaaarrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.”

The smallest part of David' sbrain started to talk to therest of him.
Sun.

Sky.

Little clouds shaped like Cola.

David’s arms clenched tighter.

“I’'m in awide open space”



Then again hetried:
“I’'m in awide open space I'm standing I’'m all alone and staring into space.”

His heartbeat sowed.
He spoke the mantra to himself over and over.

He stopped rocking.

Thered blotchesin front of his eyescleared.
He swallowed.

He opened his eyes.

It was dark.

Hewas at the bottom of the shaft, in quite a large space.

He stopped hugging himself and dowly stretched hisarms out. He couldrit touch the walls
from where he was! He shut his eyes and clenched histeeth.

Sun.

Sky.

He suddenly realised that he wasrather uncomfortable. He seemed to be sitting on a pile of
twigs covered in dust. Not dust, more ash-like. And twigswouldr't be here at the bottom of
a ventilation shaft. Silly gerbil. They're not twigs, harder. Smoother. More bony. Like,
bones.

Yep bones.

Bones covered in ashes.

“AAAAAAAAAAA@a832ar FIrrrrrrrrrrrerrrrrrrrerrrrrrrrgggggggggggaggggggghhhhhhhhhhh
it or not, my spelling checker ignored that one)

David stood up. Hishead didrit hit anything. His only thought was quite ssmple and
concise. He screamed:
“I HAVE TO GET OUT OF HERE!”

Clenching hisfront paws he stared up at the ceiling.
A faint breeze did past him up to the shaft above him. He reached up but couldnt feel a
ceiling. He counted to three.

He edged forward, dowly. ‘Inched’ isnot the right word, ‘Millimetred’ would be best to
describe his progress.

After twenty paces, hisoutstretched armstouched a wall.

Cringing, he reached below himself and picked up a bone. He shook as he scraped it up and
down on the wall, scouring a near-vertical linein the earth.

Once he was confident he had marked the wall and could recognise the mark he started to
edge clockwise (not that he could tell the time) around the chamber.

After ten or so paces hishandsfelt a tunnel leading off. Histoes, however didrit. So the
tunnel started, hefelt around, at knee height. Strange chamber.

He kept going and counted three more exits until he came back to his marked wall.

So hewasin aroughly circular chamber, with four exitsroughly evenly spread out.

“Call me sentimental” He said to himself. “But I’'m going to take the first onel found”
He edged round to it and clambered up into the tunnel.



Therewas no sign of light. Hetook a deep breath and started forwards.

After three or four yards, the tunnel bent sharply to the left and Davidcould see a faint
glow at the end.

“YES!” Hewhispered asloudly as he could.

Being careful not to rush forwards, being wary of vertical drops he made hisway towards
the light.

Carefully. Slowly. He edged to the holein the floor and the light. He peeked down.
Hishead jerked up and he hit the ceiling with a loud‘bump’.

He swallowed.

“Hellfire.” Hewhispered under hisbreath.

“Well,” He thought to himself.“1’m not getting out thisway!”

He edged back slowly.
Back to the bone-chamber. Next tunnel to theright.

Again after three or four yardsthetunnel bent. Thistimeit bent upwards. David stood on
his hind legs and felt along the shaft.
He breathed a huge sigh of relief. There were paw-holds on one of the walls!

He started climbing up slowly. These paw-holds seemed to fit him perfectly. He thought
about what Rob had said about the builders of these tunnels and made a chilling
connection.

Thinking of the bone-chamber.

“Well. | know what happened to the diggers of these tunnels’ He shivered and nearly lost
hisgrip. “Not now David. Not after all of this. Not with all this still to do”

He climbed up and was soon happy to find his head popping out into a horizontal tunnel. A
tunnel with evenly spaced spots of light. He grinned to himself as he clambered out of the
shaft.

“Thisis something | can copewith.” He smiled to himself and scuttered to thefirst glow.

Below him was a long room full of bunks full of rabbits. These segping accommodations
were not asluxurious asthefirst few rooms he' d perused. This must be the sleeping
quartersfor the masses.

Gorden could be here!

So, instead of just peeking and passing onto the next hole, he sat there and stared around
the room. Luckily the rabbits dept with a small amount of lit torches so he could see.

He scuttered carefully to the next ventilation hole and spent a few minutes staring, looking
for Gorden.

He scampered and scuttered from light to light until héd passed along the entire length of
the room. No sign of Gorden.

Thenext light was over a burridor. The next light after that was quite a way away. And
David had learnt from his past adventures. He took it very slowly.

Partway to the next light he found a handle! Feeling around he discovered another.
Feeling brave, he carefully lifted the handles. The trap-door came up in his hands. Below



him was a small storeroom with a door, which wasjust ajar enough to show him this. He
nodded and lowered the trap-door.

Still carefully, he crawled to the next light. It was another sleeping chamber. He scanned the
rabbitsin the room and passed from light to light dowly and carefully.

Herubbed hisforehead. No Gorden in thisroom either. He scratched an itch on his back
and made hisway to the next light —it was over a corridor. Carefully, looking for more trap
doorsand vertical shafts heinched towardsthe next light.

No trap door thistime, he could see straight into a room full of sleeping bucks.

One of the rabbits caught hisattention. It was big enough to be Gorden. David scampered
to the next light and peeked down. Ready to be disappointed.

“Gotcha!” He said to himself. Then“How the hell do | get to him?

“If I go down into the storeroom I’'ve got to walk through an entire room full of rabbits.
“Héellfire.”

David backed up and traced his paddings back to the trapdoor and the storeroom. He lifted
thetrap-door and dropped down. He stretched out. His hand hit a vertical pole. He grabbed
it asit fell to the floor and he smiled.

A few secondslater, mop in one hand and bucket in another, David strode confidently from
the storeroom.

Heturned into thefirst sleeping room and marched through it. Not looking left nor right.
Barely breathing.

Hereached theroom with Gorden in and aimed straight for hisfriends bunk.

He shook Gorden awake.

“Gorden, come with me!” He whispered hard.

“Go away.” Hesaid “Who' s Gorden?” David was shocked for a second then remembered all
that Rob had said.

“What isyour number?’ He asked thetired rabbit.

“Number Thirty Seven.” The half-adeep rabbit durred.

“Good.” David pushed the mop at him“On Behalf of the Committee, | wastold to get Buck
Thirty Seven and bring him.” If you looked closely you could see that David sfingerswere
Crossed.

Gorden, or rather ‘Buck Thirty Seven’ stirred and sat up. “If the committee wills.” Buck
Thirty Seven took the mop that David proffered and followed when David led him off,
bucket in hand.

David thought back to thefirst room with rabbitsin all those hours ago.
“We have been asked to the Committee Chamber$ Hetold Buck Thirty Seven.”You can
lead the way.” His gamble paid off and Gorden strode off, leading the way.

Outside of the chamber, two guards stood. Buck Thirty Seven had been primed for thisand
walked up to them.

“We've cometo clear the messup.” Hetold them, showing his mop.

The guards shrugged and opened the doors and let the two*workers' didein.

David let a deep breath out—the chamber was empty. If not then they would have been in
real trouble.



“Buck.” He said to Gorden, “Hold out your hand.” Buck Thirty Seven did as he wastold.
David did the wooden ring Rob had given him onto Gorderis paw. It had an immediate
effect — Gorden fell over.

David was on him at once, apping hisface.

“Wake up you great lummox!”

Gorden stirred and sat up.

“What?” He said. “Where?” He continued. “How?"

“Oh shut up and listen to me’ David began, “ Can you pull the head off that mop?
Gorden did as hewastold, but thistime he was Gorden and questioned everything.

“Not now...” Wasall David said.

A few minutes later they pushed their way out of the chamber.

Nodding at the guard Gorden couldrit help to add:

“Cleaned that up easily, Bye now.”

“Beseeing you.” The guardssaid as Gorden and David walked away.

David was hoping against all hope that the guards didrit realise that the mop now had
metal-shod ends. And that the head didrit fit properly.

Gorden led the way out of thewarren.

At the warren entrance two guards stood.

“We ve been asked to clean up some mess” Gorden said and strode out into the open air.
The head fell off the mop.

“Hey!” Shouted one of the guards, Gorden swung the staff round and hit him in the belly.
Hejerked the staff back and hit the other guard (behind him) with the end.

“Run!” Shouted Gorden. Leaving the stunned guards, they raced up the hill beforethe
general alarm could be raised.
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IsThisA Carrot | See Before M e?

Gorden and David reached the wood s edge to be greeted by Plessey, Rob and Rod.

Rod shook David' s hand and Rob turned to Gorden and opened hisarmswide to hug him.
Gorden jumped back

“Who areyou?’ He asked this seemingly over-friendly stranger.

Rob looked at Gorden, head askew.

"It’'sRob,” Hesaid, unsure of himself, “ You cameto our village a few days ago? | warned
you about the Commune..”

Gorden shook hishead.”1 don't remember.”

“Fools!” Plessey brokein, “I told you he hasa holein hismind” The snail turned to Rab,
“He hit hishead very hard and took a whileto remember David and Cola and I! He would
have meyou on that day”

“So, | know you?’ Gorden asked Rob who nodded. Rod came over to Gorden and offered a
paw.

“I’m Rod, hisbrother. You know metoo.” Gorden shook the proffered hand and his head
at the same time”

“Oh, sit down you lot.” David said to all of them,“I’m getting a crick in my neck watching
you.”

They sat.

“So,” Gorden began, “Wejust haveto get Cola and then we can be on our way”

David shook his head.

“No” he whispered.

“I think | have a plan for that too,;” Rob said, not hearing David,“ A quick in and out
tonight and none will be the wiser.”

David shook his head.

“No.”

“They’ll be on their guard now, though.” Rod said, everyone seemed to beignoring David.
David lost it.

“NO YOU BUNCH OF FIDDLING FOOLS!”

Eyeswide, everyone turned to the excited gerbil. David regained his composure.

“They’'ve got thecarrot.” He said, quietly. The othersleaned closer.

“You mean?’ Gorden asked gingerly.

David nodded. “Well, | suppose there could be two five-inch long carrots made of gold in
thisworld.” No one said a word, stunned to a male.“ With silver leaves.” David finished.
Gorden shivered, thiswasthe description héd been given from the monk svision.

“Oh bugger.” Rob finally said.

Gorden sat back.

“The Golden Carrot.” He said to himself. “1’d been hoping it was further away.”

David shook his head.

“I found it whilst | was searching for a way out of the ventilation tunnels” Hetook a deep
breath before adding, quietly, “You don’t want to know what else | found.”



“Has anyone got a spare eyelash and maybe a bit of gum arabic? Plessey asked. The others
looked at him strangely. “1 have a spell which will be useful, for a little while anyway.”
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Things Exploding

It was early in the morning. The sun had risen, and thefirst few birds had decided to punish
thelater-rising animalswith arather boisterous dawn choruswhich a stone from David s
hand had little chance of stopping. The two guards had only been on duty a few minutes-
last night’s graveyard shift had been rather busy and had stayed on duty later than usual
trying to find some runaways (to no avail) and were currently being dressed down (if not
salted for the winter months). Dan and Al were surprised when two rabbits seeming came
out from behind them.

“Got him.” Said thefirst of the two rabbits smiling a happy grin— obvioudly a supervisor by
hisring. “He gave us a pretty chase but, well, you know how it is” The second rabbit
(rather alarge oneto boot) was on the end of a short tether held in the supervisor s front
paw. Strapped to the back of the large rabbit was a metal-shod staff.

Dan stood aside to let them through.

“I thought the guards here gave up the search? Al asked.

“They did.” The supervisor explained, “ Then they called mein. I've had experience in the
outside world you know.”

Al nodded sagely and stood aside to let them through.

Al hopped up as something trod on hisfoot. He looked down, there was nothing there.
Looking from side to side, he shook his head and moved back nearer Dan.

“Al,” Dan said, “What wasthat dithering noise?’

Al shrugged his shouldersthen lifted his back-right paw up from the ground.

“Urgh.” Hesaid, “1'vejust trod in some snail-dlime!”

Dan screwed up his nose.

Rod waited until they had got a couple of feet into the main entrance before tugging Gorden
closer.

“Well aim for Mela’s quarters. That’sthe last place we know Cola to be.”

Gorden nodded. One of hishandswas held around the rope-the other hand was wrapped
around thefirst to hide Rob'sring that he was still wearing.

“They’realong here.” Rod said, leading down a side corridor.

A shadow followed them...

Rod stopped outside a door, nodded at Gorden and then burst through the door, dropping
Gorden’sropeto let it hang loose. Gorden and the shadow followed.

“What do you mean by thisinterruption!” Said a wide doe, probably M ela, as she stood up
from her table, seated at the table opposite here was Cola, calm and quiet and ignoring
everyone else.



M ela looked askance at Rod,

“So, you' ve come back,” She said, “I always knew we’'d see you again. Did your girlfriend
kick you out once she got her free-will?” M ela moved around the table as she talked.
“Wejust want Cola.” Gorden said, “ There sno reason to be nasty about this’

“Oh, | think thereis” Mela said, and then as quick as anything she had a knifeto Colas
throat.

Thelight on the table flickered. Shadows moved around the room.

“Comeon Mela,” Rod said, “ She's only one doe. Y ou've got hundreds moreto play with.”
“I quitelikethisone” Mela began, “ She's quite, urgh!”

A wandering shadow had split in two— one snail-shaped piece stayed dark and nearly
invisible, one small gerbil-sized piece jumped onto M eld s back with a scream.

Mela's paws went for her throat, but David had got therefirst. A wire, held in hisfront
paws, was wrapped tight around her neck. Mela s eyes bulged and she began to choke.
On her back David was wide-eyed and frantic.

He was muttering under hisbreath* Gerbilkillingbunchofbussards’

He had climbed up her back and was virtually standing on her back, hisback paws at the
top of her back, hisfront paws holding onto the wire for grim death, hers.

Mela clawed frantically at her neck asthe wire bit deeper and deeper.

“Stoo..” Shetried totalk.

“David!” Gorden shouted, “ She'strying to surrender.”

With a grunt David stretched, stood up and fell off Melds back. Mela sumped forward, her
neck severed by thewire.

Rod paled.

Gorden turned and threw-up his breakfast.

David stepped back slowly from the body, dropping thewire at his side, shaking his head.
He grabbed at hisleft shoulder and massaged it, still muttering.

Rod went to the bloody mess that was until recently a committee member and pulled the
gold ring from her hand. He was going to put it on Colds hand when Gorden stopped him.
Shaking hishead Gorden said” Let’sleave her under the spell until we ve got away from the
body —it might affect her more than you or I” Rod nodded.

Gorden turned to David, “ That was a little...” Then shook his head, hisfriend srage had
left his speechless.

“David,” came a disembodied voice from the shadows,” Grab hold of my shell again.”

David tottered around the room, circling, keeping the dead doe asfar away as possible.
Then hereached the shadow that was Plessey, touched it and faded from view again.

Gorden picked Cola up by the hand,”“ Come with us.” He said looking into her eyes. There
was no sign of recognition; of Gorden nor what had just happened.

“Areyou sure you know where we are going?” Gorden asked Rod.

Rod shook hishead.“I’m not sure,” He said, “but | do know of a locked corridor which |
was never allowed near in my time here—and this corridor leads near where David
described.”

“Okay,” Gorden said, “Let’sgo.”

Rod led the way out into the corridor. They had gone a couple of turns away from Melds
room when Gorden stopped and motioned towards Cola. Rod nodded and, taking her hand,
did Mela’s Committeering on.

Cola blinked, her eyeswide. Then she looked around the corridor and saw Gorden and Rod
asif for thefirst time. She pretty much lunged at Gorden and threw her hands around him



and squeezed. Gorden was pushed back a step or two, then got his composure and started to
pat Cola on the back.

He grabbed her shouldersand pushed her away from him so that he could see her face.
Tearswere streaming down her face. He stared into her eyes.

“You'resafe now.” He said in a calm and strong voice.“We're here to take you away from
this.”

“Did.” Shewas speaking in fragments. “ They.” She sobbed. “ She.” Sob. “Oh Gorden” She
hugged him again.

“Gorden,” It wasRod, “We can’t stay here, they will discover M ela soon. Then we will have
the whole warren after us.”

At the mention of M ela s name Cola burst into tears“Did David Really...” Shetried to
speak but failed.

Gorden squeezed her.

“Cola, we've got to go. It'salright I’'m here and you're safe.” She nodded so he continued.
“We ve got to go or elsewewon’t be safe. And Plessey’sinvisibility spell won’t last forever —
threerabbitsin awarren can get around easily, but if thereisa Gerbil and a Snail we will
get all sortsof questions.” His hands patted Cola, on the head and on the back. He nearly
patted her ass but decided against it. She was nodding at him. He looked into her eyes
again. “And Cola, you have a committeering. This makesyou very intelligent and makes
any rabbit we meet subservient to you. We need you to bein control of your self”

She gave three deep breaths and stood up straight away from Gorden.

“Any rabbit?’ She asked, a twinklein her eye shone through the tears. Gorden nodded,
dightly worried.

“Gorden,” Rod said tapping him in the shoulder,“ Thisway.”

Rod let off.

“Ah, isn’t that nice Came a snail’ svoice from a shadow, “ They're holding hands.”

“No,” came a gerbil’ stones from the same shadow, “Rod istoo far away from Gorden to
hold hishand <Ouch> That was my foot!”

Rod led them to a long corridor, which spiralled gently downwards.

It ended in aflat wall —a dead end.

“I thought there was a locked door you were taking usto? Gorden asked.

Rod shook hishead.“So did I.”

Therewas a shimmer from the shadows, Plessey and David appeared.

“The spell was nearly through, and | don’t think we Il be getting much company down
here.” Plessey said, explaining his appearance. “L et meto the front, | want to seethisend”
He dithered past everyone and stared at the wall.

Heturned to the group.“lllusion. Rod isright —thereisa door here. It'slocked. Wizard
Locked.” He began to chant — everyone else took a step back, except David,

“Can | seeplease?” He asked plaintively.

Suddenly the wall, bent, and a door was plainly visible. Gorden shook his head.
Plessey moved to the door and pushed it open. He did in and everyone followed him.

Beyond the door was a small room. Everyonefit in it, but only just.

Therewas no sign of an exit.

“Any moreinvisible doors here?’ Gorden asked.

“I’vefound it!” Called David. Surprised all turned their headsto see him tugging at a
handle on thefloor. “ They like their trap doors here, you know.”



With a shuffle from everyone the trap door was open. Below them was darkness. David
dropped a small stone which went Thud quickly.

“It’snot deep.” He said.

“I’'m going first.” Gorden stated. David nodded in a'you wouldn’t catch me going first’
manner as he stepped back.

Gorden lowered himself down into the darkness, dropping to the floor so that his head was
just visible.

“What’sit like?” Rod shouted down.

“Thereislambswool under my naked feet.” Gorden began, “ The wall is soft and warm —
gives off some kind of heat.”

“Stop singing and tell uswhat it'slike.” David shouted back.

“It'ssafe.” Gorden shouted back.“ Come on down.”

David extended hisfront paw,

“Rod The Rabbit, Come On Down!” He said. Rod jumped down.

Cola followed, then Plessey floated into the hole. Before his shell disappeared he stopped
and offered his shell to David.

“Jump on then my laddie. I'll see you safe to the bottom.”

The corridor was carpeted, but wasn't as nice as Gorden had imtimated. Small insects were
crawling all over it, giving David the creeps.
“Why aren’t you glowing?” He asked Plessey, who motioned him to silence.

At the end of the corridor was a short staircase leading down. David was suddenly aware
that their entirejourney has been downwards. The weight of earth above his head suddenly
seemed rather real and histeeth began to chatter.

“Stop it!” Plessey hissed. “ Stay close to me behind the conies. Thisiswhereit sgoing to get
difficult.”

At the bottom of the staircase was a door. This one was not locked and Gorden opened it
and rushed in, Rod and Cola rushed after him. Plessey didrit rush in. He made David peek
in first.

Thiswas the chamber with the carrot. When David saw it last it was on a green baize cloth
in a glassdisplay case on a stone dab.

It was still on the green baize. It was still on the stone dab. It wasn’t covered with a display
case and, even more importantly, the room was not empty.

Standing at the head of the stone dlab was a robed committee member, laughing.
Gorden, Cola and Rod stood, frozen in mid-step.

The committee member’ s front hands were hovering above the carrot. A glow of magic
surrounded him.

“You fools!” He cackled in truevillain style, “No ring can protect you from the full force of
the carrot wielded in person!”

David was impressed, thiswas a real baddie— he stood in the correct World-Dominating
pose. He talked in the correct World-Dominating voice. He was dressed in dark, voluminous
robes. Ah, he must have been to Baddie School. All he lacked was the swivel chair and the
white cat, but hey, no onés perfect.



“And moreimportantly,” David thought to himself,“He s going to gloat.”

Gloat he did. The committee member stood up straight and laughed.

“Y ou thought you could steal the Golden Carrot away from us? Fools! We have cosseted the
carrot for generations. Protected it from generations of ambitious conies. We have used its
powersto create a peaceful, harmonious community of rabbits who are committed to
serving us.” Helaughed the correct manic laugh and began to pace the correct world-
dominating pace.

He even turned away from the frozen rabbits and threw hisarmsinto theair in a perfect
pose.

" A good candidate for the cover of thismonth sissue of World Domination-By-The-Book.”
David thought as he moved.” Not.”

David rushed from behind the rabbits. People forget gerbilsthey haverit seen. And this
committee member didn't know that a snail and gerbil followed the rabbit. Plessey’' s magic
spell has hidden them from all the rabbitsthey had seen.

And the carrot allowed it’susersto sense all coniesin the vicinity.

David launched himself into the air and onto the stone dab. Hislittle paws grabbed for the
carrot and lifted it high. In front of him, the committee member heard the noise and turned.

Too late.

David swung the carrot and hit the rabbit in the side of the head. The rabbit went down
immediately and David jumped on top of him and swung the carrot at his head from the
other side.

Therabbit made a sickly crunching noise asthe carrot caved hiscranium in. Davids
muttering came to the fore and heraised the carrot and slammed it down again and again
onto the committee member's head.

Blood and rabbit-brains seeped from the cloth and David kept on hitting until the rabbit
was mashed beyond recognition.

Breathing heavily, the carrot held in hispaws asif hewasat Lord swaiting for therun up
from a West-Indian spin bowler.

“David,” Plessey spoke, “He sdead. You can stop now.”

David turned to face Plessey, his eyeswere wider than a bush-baby sand hisfront was
splattered with blood.

David scanned the room. Gorden, Cola and Rod were still immobilised.

Heraised the carrot up high.
“AAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRHHHHHHHHH!" hecried ashe swungthe
carrot down.

Therewasa great CLANG asthe carrot hit the stone ab. Then another. Then another.
David bashed the carrot at the stone harder than hed hit the rabbit.

CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG.
CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG.

The carrot started to give, started to bend in the middle.

Plessey stood back, fully aware of what happensto powerful magical artefacts when you
break them.

CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG. CLANG.



CLUD!
The carrot was definitely bent, David turned it around and began again.

Suddenly it broke! A blinding flash of light filled the room. David screamed out asthe
whiteness hit his eyes and blinded him. Plessey had had his eyes shut since David started
with the carrot. Gorden, Cola and Rod were still paralysed when the blast came and they all
fell over in a heap and held their pawsto their eyesasthey groaned.

David stood, a pathetic sight of bedraggled and sweating gerbil. Covered in blood and
shaking, one end of the carrot in his hands, hisknuckleswhite with strain. Panting heavily.

Plessey cameto him first.

“David.” He said as matter-of-factly as he could. “ Give methe carrot.”

David’s breath croaked.

“Mine.” He spoke.

Plessey shook his head, eye-stalks waving from sideto sidein a hypnotic patterm.
“No. Put the carrot down. It can't harm you any more.”

David’ seyes shut. He dropped the carrot and then began to cry.
Eye s shut he stood and sobbed to himself.

Therabbits had begun to recover. Groans could be heard in three different rabbit voices.

Gorden sat up and rubbed his head.

“Oh Bugs!” He swore.

Toward off evil Rod spoke “What'sup Doc?’
Cola laughed.

Thethreerabbit helped each other up. They didrit seem to have been aware for the last few
minutes because as soon as Cola stood up she saw the dead committee member and retched.
Gorden held hishand over his mouth, eyeswide as he looked at the destruction of the
rabbit. Rod gulped then picked up the carrot-top end of the golden carrot.

“Isthiswhat you're after?” He asked, handing it to Gorden.

Gorden nodded.

“I think s0.” Gorden walked to David and picked the pointed end up off of the floor.

David still stood there with his eyes shut, breathing heavily.

Gorden waswondering what to say to David when the floor shook and nearly knocked him
off hisfeet.

“What?’

“Lordie!” Plessey exclaimed. “Itswhat | hoped | waswrong about.” He turned to Gorden.
“They must have used the magic of the Carrot to sheer up their building work! Gorden
blinked, not understanding. Cola did.

“Thewarren isgoing to collapse?” She asked. A piece of earth fell from the ceiling.

“I think we'd better get out of here and up to the surface, pretty quickly” Rod added.

A wall started to shake and a crack appeared.

“Quickly!” Gorden said.

Water started to seep through the crack.

“Oh Roger!” Gorden swore for the second timethat day.



He went over to David and put his paws on David s shoulders.

“David. You saved us. Come on. Weve got to go. This place will be underwater soon. And |
know you can’'t swim.”

David opened his eyes, bloodshot and full of tears. He stared at Gorden, then nodded.

Rod led the way, followed by Gorden and Cola. Plessey told David to ride on his shell and
the small gerbil was not about to complain.

They went through the carpeted corridor, through the trap door and along the long and
winding corridor. Asthey raced along the corridors shook and earth fell from the ceiling
and walls.

“Thisway!” Rod shouted, pointing to a corridor which they had definitely not passed along
on the way down.

In fact the corridor seemed full of rabbit going in the other direction.
“Areyou sure?” Gorden shouted.
“Trust me!” Rod shouted back as he pushed hisway through panicked conies.

Thisburridor led downwards, and started to get damp. Pretty soon they were splashing
through bigger and bigger puddles until they came out into a large cavern.

Thiswas an underground dock area! Theriver flowed past them, in front of them, inches
away.

“Thisdoesn’t look good, Rod.” Gorden said, “I think you'll find that none of us can swim.”
“I can.” Cola added, her first wordsfor a few pages and anxiousto get back in thereaders
mind.

“Smartypants.” David added.

“Wedon't need to swim to ride one of the rafts” Rod pointed. Gorden would have said that
these were just planks of wood. But Rod insisted that these wereriver-worthy rafts. He
found some long poles and a couple of honest-to-goodness oars.

“Comeon.” Hesaid as he started to untie one of the'Rafts. The water was over everyone's
feet now.

Some noises came from David. The sounded a little like” Duck thisfor a game of soldiers.”
They sounded like.

The party squeezed on to theraft and Rod let go of the last rope. The raft suddenly realised
it was free of the dock and that there was a lot of water here. With a current.

The raft was swept out into theriver.

Unwilling to let everyone else have a go, David lost the contents of his sscomach over the side
of theraft.

***
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Dreading Water

Theraft rushed out from the underwarren docks and flew out into theriver like a cork out
of arather well shaken grand-prix bottle.

Rod had hold of an oar and used it to steer theraft. Thiswas not an easy task. Everyonés
attention was on Rod as he fought with theriver. Then he stopped and nearly dropped the
oar. Hismouth dropped and he pointed back the way they had came.

“Héellfire!”
“Wugga-wugga!”
“Amazing!”
<Stuck for words>

Thewarren was imploding! What was once quite a large rounded hillock was slumping—
the Committee must have used the power of the carrot to shore up all the tunnelling because
the whole thing seemed to be collapsing. Rabbits streamed out of the warren though a
million and one (new) holes(*). All the rabbits seemed rather confused— most of them had
grown up under the influence of the golden carrot and didrit understand this strange
feeling of freedom.

Rod’sgrip on the oar tightened and he called” Gorden, grab the other oar we have to get
thisto shore!”

Gorden looked around and picked up the shortest stick.

“Not that onel” Rod shouted as hetried to paddle shoreward—with only him rowing the
raft wastrying to go round in circles. “ The one with theflat bit!”

Bemused and confused, Gorden picked up the oar and rushed to the side. He then
attempted to do what Rod was doing with his oar. To some degree of success.

Cola went to Gorden and grabbed the oar and showed him— push the water with the flat
bit! They held the oar together, Cola aiming, Gorden supplying the muscle. Together they
managed to match what Rod was doing and between the three conies they managed to push
theraft towardsthe bank.

Rod’s corner beached first —hethrew hisoar to terra-firma and them jumped ashore
holding one of the mooring-ropes and one of the short poles. He wrapped the rope around
hismiddle and held the raft still with hisbody weight. He leaned against the short pole and
it dugintothe soil. He used the pull of theriver to help him bed the mooring pin in.
Finally, satisfied, he hitched the rope around the pin and breathed a sigh of relief. Then he
noticed that Gorden wastrying to emulate him, without actually know what was going on.
Rod quickly rushed to Gorden, who was just about to be pulled into theriver by the raft
and between the two of them they managed to pull Gorderis corner of the raft back and to
ground the second mooring pin.



Oncetheraft was secure David rushed ashore and bent over and kissed the ground. His
armstried to hug theworld, or the ground at least. Plessey floated ashore and Cola hopped
onto solid ground behind him, carrying their spoils of war.

Gorden sat down facing the collapsing warren and shook his head. Cola sat to one side and
David to the other. Rod turned to look at the flood of rabbits as they swarmed from the
safety of their burrowsinto the strange free world.

Rod turned to others, shaking his head.

“I’ve got to go and find my brother. Wéve got to help these rabbits” He gave a cracked
smile. “They’ve got to learn freedom. It took me a year to understand what it meant”
Helooked at Gorden, “ Will you be alright with the Carrot. | think it's pretty harmless now
it’sbroken.”

Gorden nodded “1'm not surethisishow | expected the Quest to end” He looked down
sheepishly at the two halves of golden carrot in hislap.“| think | was supposed to find it in
one piece.”

“Look,” Rod said, thinking hard,“if you take the raft down river you'll get to theemway in
about two days. | think. Isthat quicker than it took you to get here?

Cola nodded but managed to ask an important question” Can we get under the emway on
theriver?”

Rod nodded. “It’show | left the Communein thefirst place— Rob and | were swept away
on araft and we got freedom of thought once wed travelled far enough from the Warren —
far enough from the Carrot | supposed | should say. We were knocked off the raft just
beforetheriver went under the emway. So | suggest you takeit easy and try to keep near to
the edge”

“I’ll say!” David interjected. Everyonelooked at him.“Well, | can’t swim, you know!”
Gorden shook his head, smiling.

“I’ve got the idea of the pushing poles, and the poles-in-the-ground now” Gorden said.
“We call them oars, and mooring pins, but; Rod added smiling, “No one really minds what
you call them.”

Rod bent to Gorden and offered hishand.“ Good luck.” They said smultaneoudy, then they
laughed.

Rod took Cola's offered hand and kissed it, he then patted David on he head and bowed at
Plessey.

With onelast “Good Byeeeeeeeee!” herushed off to find hisbrother.

“Consdering all we've been though.” David began. “ All the places we've been and all the
strange things we' ve seen and all we've done.” He paused, “ Do you know what?’
Everyone left looked sideways at the small gerbil, expectant.

“I"m quite hungry now.” David finished. Gorden smiled. Cola laughed out loud and
Plessey’ s shell shook with mirth.

“Well,” Cola said, tapping the Golden Carrot in Gorden'slap. “Wecan't eat this” She
stood. “1’m going foraging. Plessey,” She looked at the snail,“Would you help me?’
“Delighted, young lady.” Plessey said with aflorish.

David tapped the Golden Carrot.

“Wonder what the Great Buck isgoing to say to this? He asked.

Gorden shrugged. “Weweren’t on a Quest for him. He only took control of the quest after
we'd begun.” He gave a sigh. “If hewanted it in one piece he should have said?



David looked at theraft.“Can we really sail this?” He asked.

“I hope so. It'd be nice to cut a week off of our journey home’”

“Do you think we get our jobs back? David asked.

Gorden went to speak and then stopped. He closed his eyes and shook his head sowly.
“Bertram.” He said in a low voice, thinking.

“Bertram’snot in charge anymore.” David said.

A creaking noise came from the nearest mooring pin—Gorden’s one. Gorden jumped up
and rushed over and pushed it hard into the ground. He turned to find David holding out
the blunt end of the Golden Carrot.

Gorden looked from Carrot to mooring pin and back again. He smiled, took the half a
carrot and used it to bash the mooring pin firmly into the ground.

Plessey and Cola weren’t long foraging, and returned with a good selection of carrots and
other green vegetables.

“We'renot far from some of the Communes fields.” Cola explained.

“So the hunting isgood here!” Plessey smiled.

Cola made an early lunch, or late breakfast.

“Arewereally going to travel on thisraft-thing?” David asked once they had all eaten their
fill and were digesting.

Gorden nodded.

“You dorealised | can't swim, don’t you?’ David finished.

Gorden nodded.

“Just checking.” David said quietly to himself. Then he jumped up.

“Well, itsthetale of Joker, Plessey, Gorden and Cola and the Quest to take the Golden
Carrot BitsHome!” Hismouth curled. “Doesn’t flow aswell asit used to...”

Gorden stood up, helped Cola up and then ushered everyone onto the raft.

Gorden and Cola cast off then jumped onto the raft, grabbed an oar each and started to
steer the craft down theriver.

To home.

(*) We know because Plessey counted them.
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Ra-Ra-Rasputin
Nope, wrong dude

By mid morning the next day they had grown used to theroutine.

Gorden and Cola connied the oars. (You know the score—it’s like manning the oars, but
done by rabbits) They couldn't exactly row the raft, but they could use them to direct the
way in which it drifted. Plessey stood near the front (You could call it a prow if you wanted
to, it just doesn’'t seem pointed enough to be a prow) and offered advice asto whether
Gorden or Cola should be pushing at any one moment.

David lay face down in the middle of the raft, eyes shut, holding on astight as he could.

Suddenly something blotted out the sun— a sharp-edged shadow passed over theraft, and
the exactness of the edge caused them all to look up.

Obvioudly, all except for David.

“What the hell’'sthat?” Chorused two rabbits and a snail.
David, eyes still tight shut, mumbled something under hisbreath which could have been
“It’safleet of flying saucers, what do you think it is?’

Hedidn't know how right he was.
Waell, not about the"fleet” part.
And it wasn’t exactly saucer shaped either.

“It’ssquare!l” Cola exclaimed.

“It’spointed!” Gorden cried.

They looked at Plessey.

“Isit abird?” David whispered to himself.

“It'sa pyramid.” Plessey said.

“I’ve heard of them,” Cola said, “ Are they supposed to fly?’

Plessey shook his eye-stalks, “No. Look —it’s getting lower!”

“I don’t want that landing on mel” Gorden worried, “It’srather large!”

The pyramid did over them exactly the way that huge stone edifices normally dorit and
seemed to be aiming to land on the shorejust a short way in front of the raft.

Plessey barked orders; Cola and Gorden pushed and oared and steered theraft to bring it
closeto theriver bank. Gorden jumped ashore with arope and mooring pin and, expertly



thistime, hitched theraft up.

David shuddered astheraft jerked to a stop. He whimpered a little. Just a little.

Gorden raced to the other end of the raft, Cola threw him another rope and he held the raft
until she could jump off with another mooring pin.

A few seconds later Plessey was diding off the raft. David clambered over him to reach solid
ground first.

David threw himself at the ground.
“I LOVE YOU!” He shouted, trying to throw hisarms around the world.
“Careful!” Cola shouted to him,“You’re getting close to The Edge!”

“Wow!” Gorden exclaimed, staring at the pyramid.

It was an impressive sight. About fifty rabbitstall, it dwarfed any structure Gorden had
ever seen. It appeared to made of stone; perfectly carved stone blocks, each one of which
would weigh more then ten rabbits.

The outside was pock-marked with a million small indentations, none exactly regular but all
roughly circular.

It seemed out of place on the bank of ariver, next to awood, in England. It belonged
somewhere else.

No one present had any idea where it would fit in.
Entranced, the four friends stepped carefully towards the misplaced object.

A sharp crack appeared in the side of the pyramid, a thin splinter of bright pure white light
shone out.

Gorden gripped his staff tightly in hisleft paw, he raised hisright hand to shade his eyes.
The crack spread and the light seemed to race a semicircular path, peaking about three
rabbits high. With an industrial KER-SHUNK theinner part swung inwards. The light
attempted to blind them all, suddenly the light was dimmed- a large shape appeared in the
doorway and a voice boomed out:

“I say,” It began, “Doesthis happen to be the Nile by any chance?

David recovered from surprisefirst “Neil?” He said in a characteristically hard-of-hearing
manner, “No ‘Nel’shere?” He paused for a second and tried to make out the shapein the
light. “But if you turn thelight off, we might be able to think enough to help you find him
“Good idea.” Cola said, squinting.

“Oops, Sorry there chaps,” Said the voice, he barked a command back into the pyramid
and thelight cut off.

Barked wastheword. The‘creature’ wasa small dog.

“Hello there,” he said advancing on the four adventurers,“l’m looking for a king, oh what
was hisname?’ The dog frowned for a second or so, looking down, “ Ah! *‘Rameses That
wasit!” Helooked at the four bemused animals,”“ Anyone of you chaps, oh and chapp-esses,
sorry theredidn’t notice at first, my apologies, happen to be him? Heread their looks. “I
takeit the answer’sno?’

Gorden nodded, then stretched out a hand in greeting.

“I’'m Gorden.” He begun, “Thisis Cola,” he nodded to the young lady in question,” Our
half-deaf friend is David,” David took a small bow, “ And the esteemed gentlemen to my
right is Plessey, wizard extrordinaire.” Plessey nodded his eyestalks at the dog.



“Wewereon aquest.” He suddenly realised how silly it seemed to mention this. It sfineto
be on a quest. But when you're on the way home and the object of the quest islaying in
piecesin a bag on your shoulder it can be a mite embarrassing explaining matters.

“Oh a quest!” the dog said, excited, “ You must tell me how it went! Oh | love quests! Used
to send people on them all the time?” Then he remembered. “None of you know a king called
Rameses?” All shook their heads. “Or ariver called the Nile?” Again the negative.

The dog sat down. “Oh Bother!” He said to himself. “ Just because | got a little distracted
and lost track of what thetimewas. | knew | should haveturned left at that sea. Oh well”
He motioned for the friendsto sit with him.

“So,” He asked, “ Tell me about your quest!”

“Well,” Gorden began sheepishly, “We were on a quest for the Golden Carrot.”

“Golden Carrot!” Thedog interjected, “My my! Do you know,” They didn’t, “My Brother
is still looking for one of those you know, It'sthe only one he needsfor the set”

“Set?” Gorden asked, so far beyond ‘confused’ it needed a new word to describeit. Pity my
thesaurusisn't up to findingit.

“That’sthe one, do you know him? The dog rambled on, “Oh, my favouriteisthe
Magnesium Mange-Tout, areal whizz at a party.” Thefriendswerelost, “ Guaranteed to
break theicethat one!” He looked thoughtful for a moment,“But then again, the Platinum
Pear isaltogether the prettiest to look at.” He stared hard at Gorden,“You don’'t know how
many packets of crisps my brother has eaten trying to find a golden carrot” They didn't.
The dog laughed.

“Oh well,” he said standing up,“Can'’t sit around here chatting all day. Got a king to find.
Or at least ariver.”

He seemed to have ignored them completely.

“Ta-ra!” Hesaid asheturned hisback on them and walked back to his pyramid.

“Did anyone understand a word he said? Gorden asked.
“Thewords, yes.” Cola said, " The sentences. Not one”

“He seemed a nice enough fellow ‘though.” Plessey added.
“Wonder wherethat Neil hé slooking for is?” David added.

The dog entered the pyramid and the doorway KER-SHUNK ed behind him.

A few seconds later the pyramid hopped up into the air like a frog. Well, a frog made of
stone and weighing the odd-tonne or so.

It seemed to whooosh and then flew rapidly off into the distance.

David looked at the diminishing shape.
“How about lunch?’ He asked. Cola giggled.

The dog padded about his pyramid. Theinterior was a galaxy of colour. Hed have wanted
you to say so because that's where he bought the interior fixturesand fittings.

Thefloorsweretiled in sparkling stones taken from the beaches on a hundred worlds, the
work actually done by *Phisnab And Sons of the Andromeda-cluster.

From the walls hung a thousand works of art from a thousand orbital habitats, the zero
gravity artists were the best, he always thought.

ThelPE (**) sound-system was a gift from the arch-duke of Regina from the time hed
fought behind the Zhodani line.

His pilot’s seat was crafted in the asteroid belts of Sirius (one of his favourite places).

He padded up to a seemingly blank wall and touched it, Here and Here. A doorway opened



and he passed into a small, darkened room. He waited until the doorway had shut before he
barked “ Shirak!” A bright light sparked to life.

Hetook a deep breath and smiled. Thiswas histrophy room and héd worked hard for
every item. He walked over to one wall.

He stroked a silvery-white looking rather flat seeming pod of peas. He moved to a shiny pear
which was encased in a glasstedl case and smiled. Then he stood back and looked up at the
wall.

Hung on the wall, crossed, at head height, were two carrots, gloriousin their goldenness.

“Oneday,” hesaid to himsdlf, “I might sell one of these to Sett. But héll haveto be niceto
me for a few hundred yearsfirst.” He smiled, then turned to leave.“Wonder what those
chapsare going to do with their one?

(*) In-Pyramid Entertainment, of course.

A couple of the thingsripped off or commented on belong here:

Trying to Throw Your Arms Around The World

Rasputin
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Raiders of the Tombs of the Lost Crusade

Plessey dithered towardsthe front of theraft. He reached the front (Alright, I'll call it a
prow, if it'll make you happy), stretched his neck and looked up to the sky.

Huge cotton-wool cloudsfilled the heavens, grey and menacing to the South, light and wispy
to the North. The wind was blowing from the South. Plessey smiled a wry smile asthefirst
drops pattered down on his shell.

"Tobein England.

"In the summertime.

Helooked down, " Close to the edge.”

Happy to have got the first obscure reference of the episode in, he turned back to the middle
of theraft and hisfriends, determined to monopolise the episode

"You know," Hesaid, " Thisreminds me of thefirst raft-trip | took in my youth."

Hewas silent for a second, then smiled " But that one was not *exactly* the same.

" For a start wewerein a Central American jungle.

" Secondly it was hot....

It wasthe sort of heat British air-conditioning companies dream of. Where you could order
Extra-Chilies on your pizza and not notice.

The stoat, Derek Peartree, sorry, the Esteemed Stoat *Sir* Derek Peartree, wasin charge of
the expedition. We wereto bring back riches and jewelsfor King and Country.

| somehow doubted that the Country really wanted the trash we could pillage from the
savage natives.

We had a guide- 'Thai Tenning' he called himself, but | doubted he'd ever seen *that* side
of the ocean. His Spanish was flawless. Pity about his English; pity about my Spanish. So we
didn't talk much. We started the journey with seven native bearers. They left usthree days
into thetrip as soon asthey realised the direction we were taking filching half our supplies
at the same time.

Thisdid not faze Sir Derek, he seemed to have been expecting it.

So therewe were, Sir Derek, his badgerservant Wellings, Thai Tenning and myself, rafting
along a tropical river following a map that Sir Derek would only show to Tenning, a map
Tenning professed to being the only one who knew it's secret.

There we were searching for Eldorado. The city of Gold.

Therains begun. They begun every afternoon at 2 dclock. If | had a watch | could have set
it by thosefirst drops.

Suddenly Tenning pointed in front of our raft and shouted: " Water Dragon!" We rushed
from our polling to see the beast.

Thewater dragon of Central Americaisa water-bound cousin of the flying feathered
serpentsthe natives worshipped as gods. Seeing the bulk of this serpent | nearly caught
their religiousfervour.

"1t'sfifty yardslong!" | exclaimed.

"Ach!" Tenning spat, " Only a baby."



| gulped. If thiswas baby | didn't want to meet mum.

" Seel" Tenning shouted to Peartree, "It isas| said - the meaning of the rhyme!"

Sir Derek nodded, his eyeswide and green.

"1 can almost *smell* the gold!" He smiled.

"Ah,"” Wellings pointed out, " | think it'sme. I'm terribly sorry sir, but when we saw the
serpent | just lost control.”

"No worries, Wellings old chap," Sir Derek said sapping the agéd badger on the back.

" Everyoneloosesit once in awhile."

"Fork!" Tenning shouted.

"No need to berude!" Sir Derek said.

"No," Tenning said pointing. " Fork."

Theriver was splitting - the main flow continued on, but a thin tributary led off to the
south.

Sir Derek nodded to him and the two of them started polling ustowardsthe tighter path.
Theriver dragon had made three or four hundred yards past us, but suddenly turned and
headed straight for the raft.

Tenning screamed and he and Derek attempted to pole us out of the way. But they didn't
have the speed or the flexibility of the dragon and it reached usin no time.

The serpent's head erupted out of thewater and it lunged for Sir Derek.

Waellings jumped at his master and pushed himout of theway just in time. The serpents
mouth chumped around Welling'stubby body and the badger servant gave one final, long,
odorousfart asthe dragon bore him away.

The raft was soaked and we were all knocked awry by the dragon’'simpact. The raft spun
out of control and aimed straight for the southern bank.

| recovered in time and cast a Boing! spell on theraft. We hit the bank and then bounced
straight back into the middle of theriver. Thisknocked usall over again, but we managed
to get up and get control of the raft.

"And Then ThereWere Three." | said to myself.

" Rather weak, | thought,” Sir Derek said, adding, " | much prefer Trick of the Tail."
Tenning didn't understand what we were going on about. L uckily.

We moved down the tributary, thisinvolved alot of hard work aswe were moving up a
rough stream now.

The sweat poured from usin the heat of the afternoon. | was praying for a decent rainstorm
to cool us down.

Sir Derek didn't approve.

" Get off your knees and help us!"

" Show me your enemiesand | will make them tremble!" | said going into my schpiel. " Show
me your friendsand | shall lighten their load!"

| waved and gestured and cast a spell. Derek nearly fell over.

"My God snail! | feel strong enough to fight a lion!"

"Don't say thingslikethat!" Tenninginterjected, " Remember that we are moving into
lands where words are power!"

"Good," | thought to myself, " I'll hit you around the head with a dictionary..."

Half an hour later theriver had become a stream.

Half an hour after that the stream became a trickle. The raft grounded.

"It'son foot from now on." Derek said with a cheery smile. | grimaced. Feet maybe fine for
them, but | hadn't yet learnt the floating spell | use these days.

So | was dithering my fastest through the jungle, getting further and further behind the
other two.

The undergrowth wasthick and | could only 'see’ where the other two had gone by the noise
they made.

Therewas a sharp scream - but only one - then silence.



| gulped and then pulled myself together and dlid in the direction of the cry.

Without warning the floor fell from beneath me and | rolled into a steep tunnel!

| rolled hard and fast. | was bounced from sideto sdeand | tried to keep track of how far
and in what direction | wastravelling. Unfortunately, apart from knowing for surethat the
dideway branched at least twice; | had no idea where | was.

| rolled out into a deep pile of feathersand started to catch my breath.

A shrill " Squark!" brought me round. A vicious looking beak thrust in my face. | jerked
backwards.

Getting a good look at my companion in this fluffy bedding | was surprised to seeit wasa
small feathered serpent. | shivered, thinking about its cousin we met earlier and | backed
away from the squeaking, squarking animal, looking for a way out.

Therewerethree exits. Two soped tubesleading out- | think 1'd entered through one of
these. Another tube seemed to lead downwards. The top of the nest was open to the skies
but I could see very little up there - thetop wasfar far away.

| looked forward to meeting the white rabbit.

A flapping noise assaulted my ears from above. M other was coming to see her baby.
Luckily thisdistracted the small serpent and | rushed past it into the downward leading
tube.

Thiswas not a steep sope and | managed to slide down, in control, quite easily.

| cameto the end of thetube and | peeked carefully out.

It exited eight feet up a stonewall. The room below was about forty feet long and ten feet
wide. A trail of bare flamesled along each wall. One end of the room held a pair of great,
heavy wooden doors. The other end held a stone altar, stained brown. Tied to the alter was
Sir Derek.

The brown didn't look like gravy powder.

| was about to jump down when the doors creaked open.

In marched seven hooded figures, the onein front carrying a cross held high in the air.
Helaid the cross down on top of Sir Derek.

"Thisisthe Supper for the mighty one!” Heintoned, holding a wavy-bladed knife up.

| knew that voice - Tenning.

So. He knew all along.

| could see one way of saving Sir Derek. | had *one* spell left.

With my last magic words of theday | jumped from my hiding place.

At my word the flamesflared up and inwards! Each of the robed and hooded figures
panicked asthe flameslicked at their clothes.

They caught alight like tissue paper, turning into living torchesin moments.

Tenning turned to see me.

" Cursed wizard!" He shouted, and rushed at me with the knife. | was out of spellsl Through
the flames he jumped and stabbed down at me with that evil blade. | ducked and the blade
hit my shell, shattering into a thousand pieces. | used my last wisp of power to flare thefire
near me and he crackled in the heat.

The place was full of the smell of burning flesh. | held my breath and dithered up to the
altar.

" Jolly Good Show, young fellal" Derek said. | began to wish I'd been slower.

| loosened his bonds.

"Theré€'ll be more of these chappies along soon.” Derek said as he massaged hiswrists.
"We'd better be on our way."

Heled the way out of the room at speed, so | was shocked to bump into him as soon as|'d



left it.
Beforel insulted him | looked forwards, and upwards.
Wewerethere - Eldorado, the golden city!

Aboveuswasatiered city, built from golden bricks' The walls shimmered - we were
stunned by the sight. But not so stunned asto missthe sight of a few hundred natives
rushing towards us, knives at the ready.

"Thisway!" Peartree said rushing off to theleft. | didn't know what he'd spotted, but |
hoped it was good.

We piled into a crude elevator. It was a huge basket full of rocks. A ropeled up and | could
see another basket hanging far above usfrom the other end of the rope. We began throwing
ballast out.

The basket started upwardsjust asthefirst angry native reached us. He jumped for the
edge of the basket and managed to grab hold, the basket stopped itsriseand | felt the panic
risein me.

Sir Derek didn't hesitate - He jumped at the man and shouted

"Your shoelaceisundone!”

The man looked down at hisfeet and Sir Derek stamped on hisfingers.

With a yelp the man let go and we resumed our ascent.

| worried that natives at the top of the lift would attack us- or even cut therope. But the
lift-top's didn't know what was going on. We jumped out into a group of five natives
waiting to go down.

"Beware!" Sir Derek shouted to them, " They'll be coming up behind ug!”

Fools. They fell for it.

Derek and | rushed out. Finding ourselves at a small dock area at the side of the main river.
We jumped into the nearest boat.

A proper boat with proper oars!

Travelling down stream, we were out of the junglein two daysflat.

Sir Derek and | parted company soon after that. We vowed to tell no one of our discovery.
| returned two yearslater at the head of an army of mercenaries paid in promises.

We met up with Sir Derek and *his* army of mercenaries holding the same 10U.
Therewas a short and bloody battle, which led to a quick ceasefire, oncewe'd let the

mer cenaries whittle themselves down.

We headed to the place we'd found.

Therewasno onethere.

No docks.

No lifts.

" And certainly no Golden City."

Plessey sighed and shook his head.

"1 bet you wish you'd taken some gold thefirst time." David said, entranced by the story.
Plessey shook his head.

"No," hesaid, "1 wish I'd taken enough to line the outside of my shell aswell astheinside!"

Plessey turned to face the prow (Happy now?)
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Tales of the Riverbank: The Next Generation

Thedrizzle had been going for nearly half an hour when David came over all strange and
took it into hishead to cheer everyone up. He decided to live up to his nickname and tell
some jokes. Some of them would even be repeatable in polite company.

“So the badger says‘But they all comein blue.”” David stifled a giggle as he told the punch
line. Gorden roared with laughter, Cola closed her eyeswith a broad smile on her lips.
Plessey gave an almighty cackle.

“’..and minésfallen off!’” Hefinished. Failing to stifle any longer he giggled profusely.

With thefinal part of the punch line Gorden stamped hisfoot and Cola actually laughed out
loud.

“No more! No more!” Plessey squeezed out between fits of laughter. “1 can’t hold my sides
in any more!”

Therewas an almighty lurch in the raft which brought them to their senses, the raft span
through nearly ninety degrees before Gorden and Cola took a tight hold of their respective
oars and began to paddle. Theraft had swung towards the middle of theriver. The water
was much faster there, not so safe for four small animalsto travel on.

“HARDER!” Gorden shouted to Cola—he had managed to gain some control over hisside
but she was still fighting with theriver. Cola was losing.

“That’smy line.” She managed between clenched teeth.

Suddenly, with a flash of lightning, shortly followed by a crack of thunder, the heavens
opened. What was a friendly shower turned into a monsoon. Or, at least, as much of a
monsoon asyou get in England in the springtime.

“David!” Gorden shouted, “Help me!” Gorden gave a couple of hard kickswith his oar and
handed it to arather intimidated David.”1’ve got to help Cola.” He explained asthe gerbil
took the oar.

“What am | supposed to do with this? David said to himself as Gorden rushed towardsthe
other end of theraft.

Gorden got to Cola and, standing beside her, put hishands on the oar, together they pushed
against the water and started to aim her end back towardsthe riverbank.

In the centre of the raft Plessey wastryingto stop their suppliesfrom getting too wet. At the
aft end David wasfeeling a little lost, he made a couple of token paddlesin the water but
knew that his strength wasn’'t up to much. He started making a high-pitched whining noise.

Gorden wasjust breathing a sigh of relief that he and Cola had got control of the raft when
David’s plaintive cry entered his body through the ears and made his back-bone shiver. His
eyes opened wide and heturned back towards hissmall friend. David wasrit trying any
more; he had the oar out of the water and waswaving it in the air, well afew inchesin the



air. Therain had soaked his skin and he looked half the size he normally did. Gorden grimly
smiled to himself, he probably didn't look much better himself.

Suddenly the raft dropped down; Gorden looked towardsthe front—whilst they had been
wrestling with the current theriver had narrowed and ahead he could see white water —a
stretch of rapids.

“Shit.” He said to himself. Cola was just getting up; she had fallen down when they hit the
first rapid. She was facing him and seem dightly dazed. Gorden took a step towards her and
shouted, “RAPIDS! HOLD ON TO SOMETHING!” Cola turned to look to the front and
theraft took another almighty drop, she was knocked to her knees by the force of the
bumping.

Thisteam had not signed on for white water rafting—it looked like they were about to
experience a bonus on their pleasuretrip.

Gorden started towards Cola then remembered David s consternation. He spun around to
see how David was coping.

David was on all foursand had dropped the oar. He appeared to be attempting to hug the
deck, the oar trapped under hisback legs. Gorden nodded to himself and turned back to
Cola.

Three stepsand hewaswith her. Hetook her oar in one hand and used the other hand to
pull her half up, half towardsthe middle of the raft. She grabbed the oar and he helped her
to stand up. She smiled and they took a step towards the middle of the raft.

Theraft dropped again, water splashing everywhere and the raft was swung wide and spun
fast — Gorden felt like the ball on a pin table when it goesjust right between two kickersand
is hit back and forth, back and forth, back and forth, racking the score up.

Or hewould have doneif héd ever seen a pinball table.

But at least you know what | mean.

Cola and Gorden fell in opposite directions. Cola let go of the oar they were holding.
Unfortunately Gorden let go aswell and it dropped out of his hands and rolled away from
both of them towards the back of the raft.

“Got it!” Shouted David — he lunged acrosstheraft at the spinning oar and grabbed it
beforeit could go over the edge.

Theraft dropped again and the waves rushed over theerabbits.

“Bugger thisfor a game of tin soldiers” Gorden swore. Then he noticed.

David had been swept off the raft and was holding on with one paw. Gorden could see the
look in David's eyes—that hard, pin-likelook that meant hisfriend was holding something
in. Probably a few mouthfuls of river water thistime.

David’' s other front paw waved frantically at theraft. Gorden looked at Cola to check she
was alright then crawled towards David.

David’s paw connected with the raft as Gorden reached him.

Heraft dropped and spun again.

David lost hold of theraft - Gorden lunged at him, trying to get hold of hisfront paws. He
missed.

“ BuuuuuuuuuuuuuUggygyg9g999999999999999999999999999999999999999g! " Was the last
Gorden heard from David.

Gorden shook with emotion. He just stared up theriver, hiseyestrying to see a small damp
and not -very-furry-at-the-moment animal.

Hethought he could just see a small arm waving through the white water.

Theraft dropped again.

Gorden felt a paw on his back, and an arm curl around him. Cola had reached him and was



hugging him. Plessey carefully did under her other arm and the three, remaining, animals
crouched together in the centre of the boat.

The raft dropped.

Theraft spun.

Waves crashed over the raft.

Abruptly, therain halted but the sky got darker. Gorden looked up and saw that they were
passing under a bridge.

Suddenly the raft was back out into the torrent, but the flow of theriver had changed as
well. Raising his head Gorden could see that theriver had joined into another. The
realisation dawned that they were now being forced South, away from home, not towardsit.

He needn’t have worried much.
With one almighty crunching noise the raft hit theriver bank and splintered. Thethree
animals were thrown onto the bank along with the source of a thousand matches.

Gorden raised his head and howled in anguish, squeezing Cola tightly.
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Dear diary...

This has been a tough day.

David is gone. Gorden has taken the loss very, very badly. Gorden has been...

Quiet.

Difficult.

Sad.

| think we lost Gorden as much as David.

That poor little, frightened, gerbil. | remember seeing his hand as the waves crashed
over him and we were dragged away by the raging tide. You could seethefear in
him. I know he was permanently frightened - everything seemed to put him on edge -
and his sense of humour was quite acidic at times - but thistime | could feel, even
taste hisfear.

| slept soundly last night. Fighting the river had completely worn me out and as soon
as| laid down on theriver bank my eyes turned to stone and slammed shuit.

| woke at dawn, feeling groggy but refreshed. | immediately worried about Gorden.
He was easy to find, but it wasn't easy to stop worrying about him.

He was squatting by on the bank, staring up theriver, eyesriveted on a point under
the bridge, towards the rapids.

| didn't need to ask. He was looking for David. | didn't want to ask if he'd been like
that all night. It was a stupid question, *of course* he'd been watching all night.

| walked up to him and laid my paw on his shoulder.

[t didn't interrupt hisvigil.

"He'll bealong soon." Hesaid. "Hewon't belong." | squeezed his shoulder. " He'll
catch up with us soon."

Tearswelled up in my eye. | didn't see eye to eye with David.

Correction. | hadn't seen eye to eye with David... But he was Gorden's best friend.
Gorden depended on him in a strange way - David was always there to let him know
whether he was having good ideas or not. David was always there to pull someone's
leg.

"He*can't* be much longer." Gorden continued. | closed my eyesto help hold back
thetears.

| needed a break from listening to Gorden. | decided to forage for a bit.

Half and hour later | was back. Gorden hadn't moved.

| tried to make him eat. 1'd found a Wotsit bush, Cheesie flavour (Gorden's
favourite). | pushed a coupleinto hisfront paws.

He was silent for a second then pointed out that David had preferred Barbecue Beef
flavour.

"1 think he did it *just* to be awkward." Gorden laughed. I'd never heard such a sad



laugh. " No," he continued, " | *know* he said it just to be awkward."

There was a strange smile on Gorden'sface, | could just make out a teardrop
welling in the corner of his eye.

"1 think he did *everything* just to be awkward."

| gave his shoulder one last squeeze and walked back to where | had slept, where
Plessey was still snoring.

| shook Plessey awake and we busied ourselves getting ready to go. We traced along
the river bank gathering our scattered belongings.

Gorden's staff had been thrown clear of theriver - | found it nestling in a small
bush. | dragged it back to our " camp" as a symbol of hope.

|'ve done a lot of hoping today.

| made a small breakfast, which Gorden ignored, and we packed all our belongings
away, ready to travel.

| suppose there *was* some chance of David surviving in the water. But | couldn't
see how he would be able to continue the journey along theriver. He couldn't smim
and couldn't build a raft on his own.

Isn't it strange how easy it is to start talking about how someone *was* ?

"We've got to go." | told Gorden. " We've got to head for home." Gorden didn't so
much asflicker an eye away from theriver. | hated myself for it but | continued: " I f
David survived he would head for home." There. |'d doneit. I'd pretended to Gorden
that | thought David could have survived. | frozewhen | realised | wastrying to
manipulate Gorden like that. | gave up and said all | could. " Please?"

Gorden looked down and | could feel the internal fight. I knew that if he moved he'd
think he'd betrayed David by leaving him for dead.

Gorden was crying as he stood up, the tears streaming from his face.

"David..." Hewastrying to put his emotionsinto words. " David..." He shook his
head, " David."

My heart twinged at the loss he felt. | wrapped my arms around him and hugged him
tightly. His head dropped on my shoulder and he began to sob out loud, shaking as
he did. | rubbed his back; soothing him as hetried to talk but he just ended up
saying " David" over and over again.

| cried with him. Not for David, as such, but for Gorden'sloss, for Gorden's pain.

We made a sorry sight as we shambled off through the forest. Plessey led the way, |
followed and Gorden tagged along behind. | kept having to call to Plessey to slow
down, Gorden didn't have any *go* in him.

| started feeling nervous when | heard a noise beside usand | realised that |'d been
hearing the noise continuously for the last hour or so. My concern for Gorden was
overpowering my survival instincts. | padded faster ahead to Plessey and whispered
for him to slow down with me. We slowed until Gorden caught up with us. | tried to
make Gorden aware of what | was about to do, without actually telling him. No use;
wrapped up in hisgrief, I couldn't make him understand me.

| stepped towards the noise.

" Come out and show yourself!" | shouted. The bushes rustled and Gorden shouted
" David!™

It wasn't a gerbil that appeared. To start with we couldn't tell what had appeared. It
was a *long* animal, all dressed in rags, it's face and hands hidden behind cowl and
mismatched sleeves.



A sob came from the animal.

"food" Itsaidin alow, slurred, weak voice, so weak it couldn't manage a capital
letter.

| told him that we didn't have much. But he still asked for food and moved nearer. |
could finally see under his hood and jumped back in alarm!

It wasaferret!

He shook his head at my dismay.

"No weapons' Hesaid. | didn't understand what he meant until he pulled his hood
down and said again, " No weapons." His mouth seemed deformed - then | realised
that he had no teeth! Scabs around his lips testified that this was a recent injury.
Then | looked to his paws - they took were scabrous. It sunk in what he had meant-
no teeth and no claws- he truly didn't have any weapons. For an animal like him
that would mean that he couldn't catch any food and couldn't chew it if he did.
This was getting too much for one day, Gorden's emotional pain and a maimed and
physically pained Ferret. | told theferret 1'd try to cook him something.

What could | cook for a carnivore? Well, all | can *really* cook is carrot stew.
Theferret had obviously not eaten for a few days because he wolfed it down. Any
sustenance s better than none | suppose.

He must have been very hungry.

Gorden hardly ate anything.

| tried to get the ferret to talk.

| asked him what happened.

" Disgraced." Hemumbled. " Failed." Hishead twitched from side to side as he
talked.

He held hishead up and hiseyes drilled into me.

"| failed a commission. My order does not take failure lightly. They took away my
tools - maimed me. Turned me out. Helpless. Defenceless.

" That was a week ago. | haven't eaten until now."

He thanked us and asked if he could travel with us. | was about to agree when
Plessey asked him hisname. His head shook violently.

"No Name!" He shouted, " Nameless! No-one!"

Gorden had been silent until now, but he piped up:

" Good! There'sno room for more namesin thissong." | could see his knuckles
whiten on his staff. The ferret nodded, not understanding but accepting Gorden's
words..

So, this afternoon, we were four again. 'Cola, Plessey, Gorden and No-on€e'

It doesn't have theright ring to it.
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Half A Pound Of Tuppeny Rice

"Sister?"
"YesSigter.."

"Sister.. Thetime.."
"Timeisnear. Yesl.."
"I can hear it on.."
"On thewind. Sister.."
"Sister.. Yes.."
"YesSister it.."

"It wasgood, Sister."

"Threedays.", Cola thought to herself. " Three days and we still don't know hisname." She
shook her head, "Who isthat ferret?
" And Gorden had hardly said a word."

Theriver was till to their left, they walked north. Gorden led the way despondently,
followed by the ferret-with-no-name, followed by Cola with Plessey bringing up therear.
They still had to find a way acrosstheriver, but they were still a couple of dayswalk south
of thewarren.

All'in all theriver journey had not saved them much time.

Gorden put hisfoot down and picked up a burr. Stuck to hisfoot it began to aggravate him
as soon as hetook his next step.

So, the step after that heraised his paw and shook it to try to loosen the burr. It stayed
resolutely stuck to his back paw.

Hegot into arhythm, one step with hisleft foot, raise theright foot and shakeit totry to
lose the burr, then another step with hisleft foot and so on.

Step, wave foot.

Step, wave foot.

Step, wave foot.

Theferret didn't notice the burr, he just saw Gorden stepping along and waving his foot
about. Shrugging his shouldersthe ferret copied Gorden, walking in step with him and
shaking hisright foot every time he lifted it.

Cola stifled a giggle and decided to join the dance. She could tell what Gorden wastrying to
do, but even so, shejoined in the movements.

Step, wave foot.

Step, wave foot.

Step, wave foot.

Bringing up therear, Plessey wasn't sure what to do, not having any feet to wave as such.



He decided just to rock from side to side as he floated along.
Beat, rock to theleft, rock back.
Beat, rock to theleft, rock back.
Beat, rock to theleft, rock back.

A sound in the bushesto their right caused Gorden to spin round, thiswas at exactly the
same moment that everyone was waving their right foot.

His mouth dropped open asif to speak. Cola laughed out loud at the " what the hell isgoing
on" expression on his face.

Gorden'sface cracked in a smile as he realised what had been going on behind him. He was
about to say something when the noise in the bushes became something more.

Two weasdls jumped out of the bushes and lunged towardsthe ferret. The poor toothless
creature whimpered and cowered.

Quick asaflash they were at the ferret. Their handswere on his shoulders.

One faced towards Gorden, he'd never seen an animal move so fast.

"Thisisnone of your business, buckie." The weasel said with a sneer.

The other weasel turned to Cola, " Keep out of the way, Bright Eyes, and you won't get
hurt.”

Cola'slip raised in a sneer. That these weasels would blaspheme like that!

Theforest was suddenly silent.

Thefirst weasdl turned to theferret. " L ouis sent us."

Theferret looked down. Hs shoulders shook and he sobbed.

Gorden had been walking with his staff like a walking staff, he shifted hisgrip ever so
dightly

Theferret looked up at Gorden, smiled, then winked. He threw himself at the ground as
Gorden swung his staff at the weasels. The first weasel wastoo near Gorden and got the
staff in hisneck. The second was quicker and ducked out of the way. Remembering hisjob
the weasel dug hisclawsinto theferret and raked them down his shoulder. Cola aimed a
kick at the weasel but he dodged her and kicked hisdowned comrade as he " floated like a
butterfly" away from Gorden, whom was attempting to get another swipe of his staff in. The
downed weaseal got up on all foursand started to shuffle away from Gorden and Cola.
Plessey threw a magic spark at the second weasel, which burnt on hisnose. Helping his
compatriot up he snarled at the party and backed away.

Gorden waved his staff as menacingly as he could.

The two weasels were out of range now and leaving fast.

"Well be back, buddy!" The second weasel shouted asthey melted into the forest.

Gorden watched them go then turned back to hisfriends. Cola was bent over the ferret,
trying to staunch the flow of lifeblood from the weasels claw marks.

Colarummaged through her pack but couldn't find anything of use.

"Vicious pair, weren't they?" Gorden said. Cola nodded and theferret just moaned in pain.

"Gorden," Cola asked, " Could you look for some Doc leaves please?" He nodded and
padded off.

"You could have sparked earlier.” Colareprimanded Plessey.

"1've never seen anyone put up any fight after Gorden's waved his staff before.” Plessey
explained. " | was confused.”

"What did you do?" Cola said quietly to herself, shaking her head at the violence of the
weasels.

Gorden crashed back through the woods.

" Got Some!" He shouted, virtually throwing the doc leaves at Cola. She nodded a thank you
and then concentrated on her first aid.



"He'snot eaten properly for a week and a half." Cola and Gorden were sat down a little
way a ways from the ferret, whom was being told a, probably, tall tail by a small snail. " |
can cook him things he can eat, but he'sa carnivore. He can't survive for long on carrot
stew."

"That weasel *really* hurt him." Gorden said, " I'm surethey'll be back again." Cola
nodded at that.

"They don't seem thekind to start thissort of thing and then back off at thefirst sign of
trouble.”

"1'll ask Plessey what spells he can prepare, my staff didn't look like much of a deterrent.”
Colarested her head on Gorden's shoulder with a sigh. " And we're so close to home as
well."

"1've got a spell that should protect ustonight.” Plessey began, " | think we should all try to
get a full night's leep. Then we can make as good a time as possible tomorrow."

Gorden looked up from hiswork. " | should have this stretcher ready soon." He frowned.
"Troubleis, if I'm carrying one end of thisstretcher with theferret on it, | can't carry the
staff aswell." Hetook a deep breath.

"Wel be defencelessif they attack again.”
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Plessey shook Gorden awake. " We had visitorsduring the night." He said.

Gorden's eyes shot open, his mouth opened questioningly. Plessey floated away, motioning
for Gorden to follow. He led Gorden to the edge of the circle he'd drawn around their camp
the previous night. On the outside of one section of the circle the ground was scortched and
the nearest bush was smouldering, the dew steaming off.

"We'reall alright.” Plessey smiled, " But at least one of them has a burnt nose!"
"The spell worked then." Gorden stated.

Plessey nodded. " But that spell drained me. | won't have enough manna to cast anything
more for, well, probably until tonight.”

"It'sall sweethess and light today.” Gorden grimaced asthefirst rain drop of the day
landed on hisnose.

It was a short shower and refreshed the friendsrather than soaked them. Cola fixed a quick
breakfast and they atein near silence. The ferret managed to drink something, but he
wasn't looking well and didn't look strong enough to walk. Gorden had hoped he'd
strengthen up over night and let them get away without having to stretcher him.

No such luck.

Gorden and Cola conie-handed the ferret onto the makeshift stretcher. Gorden laid his staff
alongside theferret and took hold of the poles. Cola grabbed her end and they started off.
They travelled on in a silence only broken by the occasional moan from their patient and the
padding of their feet over the undergrowth.

"When do we take them Steve?" Thefirst weasel said, " Look at them, ripe for it!"
"Not yet, Bert." Said the second, glad that their names were out in the open and they could
stop being numbers. " They are pretty fresh after their night'srest. Let them get tired from

stretchering a dying ferret for a few hoursfirst.”

Bert nodded and they started along, shadowing the rabbits, snail and ferret a few hundred



yards away. Steve stopped and turned to Bert.
"Hey," Hesaid, pointing, "Wasthat a bustlein the hedgerow?"

"Nah," Bert replied, "Don't be alarmed. It's probably a spring-clean for a M ay-queen. Or
some such." Steve nodded and they continued on their way.

A few paces on there was a low rustle and a shape like a small ghost did out of the
undergrowth. The only thing the weasels knew was the pain of a thousand knives as Bert
keeled over in agony, blood gushing from a wound behind his knee. Steve clamped his paw
over Bert's mouth.

" Shaddapa your face!” He hissed, " If you make a racket likethat they'll hear us!"

"My leg!" Bert wailed. His paws desperately squeezing hisleg, trying to staunch the flow
and failing. Steve jumped up and looked in the direction of their prey - there wasno sign
that Bert'scries had been heard and he breathed a quick sigh of relief. He bent to Steve's
leg and whistled. It was not a pretty sight. He made some mental calculations and they came
out in Bert'sfavour, *just*. Bert could see the thoughts behind hiseyes - the Lords only
knew how many times he'd had to make the same decision in the past.

"Let melive" Hewhispered. Steve nodded a small nod.

"WEe'll bandage and splint your leg. We'll still be asfast astwo rabbits carrying a stretcher.
But.." He hesitated and Bert finished for him:

"1'll not survivethe next fight." Steve shook his head.
" But having you alive will give me an edge | won't have on my own."

"Isit timefor lunch yet?" Cola asked. Although the sun was nowhere near it's zenith,
Gorden could understand her wish for a break.

"Not much farther and we'll be at the Hart's Watering Hole. There could be some friendly
faces." Cola grunted so Gorden continued, " And | still thing that sound we heard was a
scream of some sort.”

Plessey came floating back from Point. " Good news!" He said with a smile, " We've got
some company not far ahead!"

A long drawn-out sigh came from the ferret, thefirst sound from hislipsfor over an hour.

"1 know, | know." Gorden said to the ailing creature, "We'l all be able to rest soon."
Hedidn't want to mention that hedidn't think the ferret would wake up from his next deep.
They rounded a large tree and were pleased to see a young deer lapping at the water's edge.

"Yo! Bambi!" Gorden shouted, "How'sthe water?" The animal raised up and fixed
Gorden with a hard stare.



"1'll haveyou know," He said, " my nameis*not* '‘Bambi'"

Gorden gulped, " Sorry sir," Hesaid, " But your age makesyou look a little..." Hetried to
stop as herealised he was digging himself in a deeper and deeper hole.

"You saying | look like a woman?" Theyoung antler-less stag said. Gorden tried to say
something and failed, his eyes bulging as hetried to think of theright thing to say. The
stagglette laughed out loud.

"Look at you!" Heroared. Cola sniggered, seeing the rougeness of Gorden's cheeks, then
shetoo burst out laughing. " | hear you would like a lift acrosstheriver?" Bamber asked.

Gorden would have replied, but instead there came a crashing noise from the woods.

Suddenly the weasels were rushing upon them. If Gorden had had time to think he'd have
noticed that one was hobbling rather than running and was a lot slower than the other. But
hedidn't.

Gorden nearly threw the stretcher to the floor and grabbed at his staff. The ferret groaned
in pain. Cola held onto her end. Gorden's hand grasped for his staff, unfortunately it
bounced when the stetcher hit the floor and he missed it and the end rolled to hisright. The
first weasel was upon them and Gorden had to dive under him to try for hisweapon.
Gorden hit the weasdl's legs and he felt the wiry predator roll over him. Gorden grabbed his
staff and spun up, swinging for the weasal. The weasel dodged Gorden's swing, but as
Gorden was spun round by the force of the staff the second weasel was upon them and took
the staff full in the face.

With a crunch and a scream the second weasel (Oh god we're back to numbers. L ook, |
know Gorden doesn't know who they are but I'll call them by their names, okay?)

With a crunch and a scream, Bert collapsed in agony, his nose crushed by the force of the
metal-shod wood. Without that scream Steve would have been on the ferret, but it broke his
concentration just enough for Cola to drag the stretcher forwards out of hisimmediate
grasp. Plessey rushed in and tried to prop up Gorden'send of the stretcher asour hero
turned hisattention to Steve.

Gorden feinted one end towards the weasel and he dodged. Gorden attempted a low strike,
but Steve hopped back and out of the way. In front of Gorden, behind Steve, Plessey and
Cola were dragging the stretcher onto the back of Bamber, whom had knelt down for the
purpose.Bamber's eyes were wide with youthful panic, but you could see he was doing his
very best to be an adult and keep his calm.

Gorden's staff whisked forwards and Steve dodged back. A sharp set of claws attempted to
comein underneath Gorden's guard, but a light tap from the staff and Steve withdrew his
paw. They circled each other, first one feinting, then the next. Onetaking a swipe and the

other dodging, then in reverse.

Gorden wasfacing theriver, but his concentration was on Steve when Cola shouted his
name" Gorden!"

Helooked up to see that Bamber was half into the water and Cola, Plessey and the ferret
perched on hisback ready for thetrip. Steve turned his head to look and Gorden decided to



take advantage of hisdistraction. Unfortunately they had all forgotton Bert who was down
but not completly out for the count. Gorden lunged at Steve just asBert lunged hislast
lunge at Gorden. Steve jumped clear of Gorden's amature swing, and Bert's claws raked at
Gorden and caught histail. Gorden gave a high squeel of pain and rounded on Bert and
reflexively struck down with the staff. The staff swung with a high whistle and seemed to
land in low motion on Bert's head, theiron-shod end glowed blue and it passed clear
through Bert's skull and buried itself in the ground.

Gorden was knocked off balance by the pain in hisrump, the shock of killing for the first
time and the abruptness of the ground halting the staff's path.

Gorden rolled slowly to hisfeet and took three deep breaths before he realised that he
wasn't being attacked by the other weasel. He turned to see Bamber half-way acrossthe
river and would have been ableto breath if it wasn't for the dart-shaped wave of water
striking out from the bank.

Gorden took one huge breath and raised his staff before him and ran towardstheriver's
edge. He reached the bank as Steve was just reaching the swimming stag. Gorden wasn't
sure what to do, but the staff took over. Gorden raised the end of the staff high in theair
then, ashereached theriver's edge, he swung the end down to the ground. The end stuck
hard in atree-root and Gorden pole-vaulted high into the air - helped by a flash of magic
from the staff. He wasin mid-air when herealised that he still held the staff, although it felt
light asa feather in hisgrasp.

Cola's mouth dropped in surprise and Gorden seemed to fly through the air and Bamber
grunted astherabbit landed on his back. Steve clawed once at the ferret from theriver then
ducked down as Gorden swung the staff at him!

Where had that rabbit come from?

Steve felt a blinding flash asthe staff hit his head a glancing blow... He went under and then
clawed hisway back to the surface only to find the staff swinging down again to crash
against hisskull.

Hedidn't surface.

Gorden stared over the side of the swimming stag at the water, his staff held at the
ready.Cola fussed over theferret. Bamberslong legs were pumping: Three, four stokes
further and they reached the other bank. Bamber clambered out and knelt down so that the
party could climb off. Gorden and Cola carried the stretcher gingerly. The last attack by
Steve had drawn more than blood, some of the ferret'sinside were hanging from deep
clawmarksin hisbelly. They laid the stretcher down and the ferret beckoned weakly.
Gorden knelt to him, morethan onetear in hiseye.

"thank you" Theferret managed to squeak.

Then hewas silent; hisrough breaths stopped and he was out of pain.

Gorden collapsed to hisknees, hishead in hisfront paws. Then heraised hishead, he'd
forgotton something.

"Ouch!" Hefinally said, reaching back to feel for historn tail. Cola dipped her arms



around him and they held each other.

You can picture the camera panning back and spiralling gently around them, slowly taking
in the scene. Twice around the two rabbitsit spinsthen back a little so that you can seethe
emanciated and bloody ferret.

Back further to show a weary snail and a young stag with a four blood-red lines along his
side.

Further still to show, a few yards down stream, the washed-up and limp body of one dead
weasel.

Further back and spiralling gently round and out, we can see the majesty of theriver asit
runs by, ignoring the death and carnage.

Further back still to show another weasdl, his head caved through.
The camera swirlsonce more, barely pausing over a small darker-than-dark shapein the

shadows of theforest, just dightly upstream of our friends, that was anything but a spring-
clean for the M ay-Queen.
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Gorden's Teddy

Gorden was walking through the wood,
Cola following asfast as she could.

There's Plessey floating high and fast,
They've nearly made it home, at lat.

"I'mtired" said gorden shaking hishead,,
"1 want to be homein my rabbity bed."

Then something made him stop and stare
What'sthat? A vicious grizzly bear!

Eating a human, what a surprisel
How could he stomach a boy that size?

"Hewastoo small to griddle and fry," it began.
"And | knew he'd get lost in my giant saucepan.”

Licking hislipswetter and wetter,
The bear said to himsdlf " better and better”

Soon the whole wood could hear the bear drool
"Maybe my dinner won't be so small!”

"You'reall too small to griddle and fry" he said
"But | could still eat you quite raw, instead.”

The gigantic bear downed histiddley human,
Then jumped towards Cola and Plessey and Gorden.

"ComeHerel" Said the bear!
" Eat staff!" Said our hero

"My nose!" Cried the bear!
" Push off!" Shouted Cola

And heran and heran, through the dark wood
Back to hishome asfast as he could



All the way back to his bear-sized fridge
Where he pulled out someice cream
and ate that instead.
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Remember When You Were Young
You Shone Like The Sun

"1 remember.." , Plessey began in his'story' voice. Gorden butted in.
"1 remember when | was a young buck."” Cola's eyes widened, Gorden was usurping
Plessey's story telling rights! Plessey smiled and let Gorden talk.

"You'redoing it wrong!" A voice from below me piped up.

" Doing what wrong?" | said, indignantly looking down at a gerbil who'd just appeared
from out of nowhere.

The gerbil ignored the question and started telling me what was wrong.

"You're hunched over, asif you're doing something you shouldn't. You keep looking from
sideto side asif you expect to be found out at any moment. Y our every movement has
‘guilty’ written all over it."

"What makesyou think 1'm guilty of something?" | asked, hurt and annoyed that it was so
obvious.

"You're bunking off school." The gerbil said smiling. "I can tell."

" Bu-bu-bu..." | began, but couldn't get any words out.

"It'sokay,” Said thegerbil."Soam I." | was shocked by hisadmisson. Hegrinned a
Cheshiregrin and asked " Well, then, are you coming to theriver to skim stones with me?"

| got into trouble that night. One of my friends had gone to my mother and asked whether
I'd be back in school tomorrow. My ear hurt mightily from the pulling she gaveit.

| went to school the next day. And the next.

Then that farmer caught Mum. | though 1'd never cry so much.

So therewas no oneto pull my ear. And they though I'd have some time off school anyway.
| did go back, a couple of times after that. But not immediately.

Basically, every day | met up with David and we skimmed stones again. | remember that we
tried to make a raft and failed.

No changetherethen.

Playing with David was always more fun than lessons. It seemed more like life than
childhood.

He knew some of the weirder charactersin the woods. There wasthis strange, one-winged
raven we used to visit. We'd take him offerings of food and he'd tell us storiesor chase us
away. David would away run so fast when the raven did that half-fly-half-run of his. 1'd
never seen someone so scared of anything before.



"Why areyou so scared of him?" | asked, "He'sjust a harmlessold bird."

"Why aren't you afraid of him?" David reposted.

"1'm just not afraid.” | said.

"Ah?" | could seethat David was confused by this, " Why not?"

"So | don't stutter.”

"'Scuse me?" The bemused gerbil required clarification.

"My mother told me.." | replied.

"Your mother told you?"

"Um," | nodded, then | stood straight and quoted my mother's words:

" Fear leadsto anger.

" Anger leadsto hate,

"Hate leadsto stuttering.”

"That's st-ot-st-st-st-st-st-daft!" David rolled his eyes.

| shrugged my shouldersand smiled one of my best Hero-smiles; all teeth and sincerity,
" Swhat mum said.”

"1'm consorting with a madman.” The gerbil said quietly to himself, but | heard him. |
think heused to do that sort of thing, speaking low to himself, just so as| could hear his
thoughts without coming out loud and bearing his soul. He didn't really think | was mad,
but he needed to tell me that he thought | was different to his other friends.

"1 don't have a mother,” David said in a melancholy tone, then he amended, " Well, not
anymore. | had oneto start with. You know. | had to have. Everyone had a Mum, right?"
| nodded. | felt awisdom in him that | couldn't match, even if it was a cynical wisdom.

We found a dice of human bread. Horrid white, thick stuff. We decided to takeit to the
Raven. He'd think it was luxury. We carried it like a sheet we were about to fold.

"He'll never notice the mould.” David said. " Adds a little colour 'though. Doncha think?" |
shifted my grip to keep my paws away from the green dots.

"Squark!" We heard aswe reached theraven's nest.

"We've brought you a present!" | shouted - | liked to give him notice of our arrival.David
liked sneaking up on him, making it a game to see how close we could get before we were
discovered. The closer we would get the more likely the raven wasto fly off the handle and
attack usrather than to talk and tell stories.

So, as| was saying, | liked to give him notice of our arrival.

"Squark! Isit my furry little friends again?"

Theraven leaned over the side of hisnest and looked in our direction. He didn't have to
raise himself up far - hisnest wasarather higgle-de-piggle-de affair with walls that
resembled mad crenellations on an insane castle - high then low then lower again then
higher.

" Squark!" He said as he focussed on the bread, then we could hear him clack hisbeak. |
think that meant he was happy.

We reached his nest and, edging round to a lower-than-low spot we heaved the bread in.
Before we could climb in after it we could hear him starting to eat.

"Umm! Tasty!" Weheard. " Ah, look at the mould.” My left paw wasin mid-air as| lifter it
over thelow wall. The corners of my mouth turned down as| expected him get annoyed and
| froze. David jumped underneath my leg and hopped into the nest. | expected to see him
shoot out with theraven in pursuit. But no, the raven sounded happy.

| peered in, the raven was picking at the mould spots and eating them first! David sat on a
rough seat of twigs (it was a nest after all) asfar from the raven as possible. | hopped over
and joined him.

"Tasty bitseh?" Theraven said. " Not astasty asgerbil eyeballs. But tasty-enough.” He was



smiling and so was David. | thoroughly expected the comment on eyeballsto worry David.
He was laughing!

Sometimes he was brave.

No, more like there were times when hewasn't frightened and | couldn't understand why.
Pretty soon the bread looked like a flat cheese-grater and the Raven sat back, satiated.
"Want to know how | lost thewing?" He asked us head askew. We didn't respond but he
assumed we did. | wasn't so sure, myself.

"1 used to be an important bird you know. | wasthe eyes and ears of a blind human. He
lived in a hut in theforest and wasthe only human 1'd ever seen who was happy to live
away from the herd.

"Helived with the forest, unlike most humans. He'd only set snares when we was hungry
and never so many snare that he caught too much food. He had a small garden where he
grew some vegetables. Every so often 1'd catch a small rodent that was chewing on his
cabbage and takeit in to him. I'd wave it under hisface and he'd smile. 'You have that one.’
He'd say. | think he could smell the size of it.

" Onewinter everyone was scarce. The rodentswere going around in pairsand would try to
fight me off when | flew down. | started to get really hungry. The human did too and | could
see him get visibly thinner. | wondered why the fool didn't just go back to hisherd and live
with them. | wondered why | didn't fly south for the winter with some of the other birds.
They say there'sgood pickingsin the middle of the human towns. They also have little boys
with dlings. And bigger boyswith stones.

"My human was lying there one day. He didn't get up just groaned and rolled on the bed
even though the sun was high over head. | looked down at him. And | realised he didn't
need his eyeballs. Tasty things, eyeballs. He didn't need his eyeballs!

"| flew over to the head of hisbed. He heard me and started chattering to me. | smiled and
jerked my beak down at hisface and pierced hisrighthand eyeball. Oh what a scream he
made! | grabbed and yanked at the eyeball. It squished in my beak and | felt the juices
dribble over hisface. | swallowed and jabbed at the gooey substance and was having my
first meal for over a week. Silly me. | forgot how big he was. He was flailing around and he
grabbed at me as| pecked at him in my hunger. His hand dlid from my body but he got a
grip on my wing and swung me off. He kept a tight grip on my wing as he threw me from
sideto side. | managed to protect myself with my free wing, but he wasfar stronger than me
and | felt asharp hurt and | was suddenly flying through the air. If hisdoor had have been
shut I'd have hit it with enough force to kill me. Asit was| flew outside and landed in the
undergrowth. Pain kept my eyes and beak shut, but | attempted to fly away nonetheless.

"1 could fly with my eyes shut, but | couldn't fly with only onewing. When | realised what
had happened | screamed the loudest scream you would ever hear. Animals all over the
forest panicked when they heard my scream. All except a hedgehog and a bat. The two
stupid animals came and picked my up and bandaged me up and took me away from the
human

"1 wasill for weeks, but those two looked after me. The human died, so | wastold. The foxes
got to him first and he 'helped’ them through the winter.

"When | wasableto walk | hobbled to the hut and, with the help of the hedgehog, | set the
place alight. | stood there and watched it burn down."

Theraven noticed some mould he'd missed and attacked them with new vigor.

Unsettled by the story | nudged David. " Let'sgo.” | whispered at him. David just stared at
thebird as| stood up and backed out of the nest.

Thebird looked up and fixed David with an evil stare. " Good mould, but eyeballs are much
much better!"

At that David jerked to life and twisted and raced out of the nest. My nerve broke and |
raced after him.



David just kept on repeating " Eyeballs. He wants my eyeballs.”

That night, the raven's nest burnt down. | remember them talking about it - they said he'd
panicked in the flames and knocked himself out. | think it was some hand of the gods, once
he'd unburdened his soul, even just to scare a couple of kidslike me and David, he'd sealed
hisfate.
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| Can See Clearly Now

Plessey rushed up to Gorden with a smile on hisface.

" Shall we visit the Swan-Seersagain? They aren't far."

" Swan-Seers?" Cola asked, "Who are they?"

" Oh, we met them back in episode four or five." Gorden said, swinging his staff. " They
prophecised *you* you know!"

"Thisway!" Plessey said zipping off towardstheriver side.

Gorden and Cola plunged through the reeds after him.

Gorden ran dap-bang into Plessey. The snail was stock-still outside of a cave of reeds.

The snail was shaking. " Something'swrong!" Hisvoice quivered. " I'm..."

Gorden cracked hisknuckles, gripped his staff tight and stepped in front of the snail. He
didn't say " I'll go first." But you could feel it by looking at his back.

Gorden padded gently into the shadows, hisfootsteps squelching in the mud.

The cave was dark and their was no sign of movement. Gorden nearly trod upon the swans
before he saw them.

Bilerosein histhroat.

"1 should be used to thisby now." He said to himself as he looked at their bloody corpses.
" Aaaarrrrgghh!" Hecried and swung his staff at the reeds over hishead. He screamed and
swung again, and again. He battered at the fibrous covering until he'd bashed a hole big
enough to let some light in and theripening air out.

Thelight didn't make the sight any easier to bear. The swans had a rather bohemianly
plucked style when alive. Now their featherless, emaciated bodies were only just
recognisable as birds. Their necks had been broken a number of timesand virtually tied
around each other. Small stab (or claw) wounds covered their bodies.

Plessey floated up beside Gorden.

" They knew thiswas going to happen.” He said, " There'sno sign of wasted food and,
besidesthe bodies, the placeisclean and tidy."

Gorden rubbed hishand over hisface.

" Should we bury them, do you think?" He asked.

"No." Plessey said with feeling. " I'll deal with this. | can't bear to think of their bodies
decaying undergound.” He shrugged his shell. " Stand Back!" He exclaimed.

" Shouldn't we look for clues?" Gorden began to say. He got asfar asthe” Sh.." when a
fierce bright spot appeared between Plesseys eye-stalks. Gorden stood transfixed as the spot
grew larger. It didn't look like it was getting bigger, per se, rather that it was coming
towards Gorden from a great distance. The bright spot became a small flame then erupted
asa brilliant ball of fire which sprung from Plessey and engulfed the dead swans. The
conflagration touched the swan's bodies and the swan's bodies only. The light was blinding
but Gorden didn't feel any heat.

In a matter of moments the dead bodies were consumed and the flames flickered and
disappeared.



"1 won't look for cluesthen." Gorden said, matter-of-factly.

" Areyou feeling as nervous as| am about getting home?" Plessey asked. Gorden nodded,
grimacing.

"Let'sget Cola and make tracks."
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Reguiem

"1 remember long ago, when the sun was shining.
" And the starswere bright, all through the night...

"1 first met the swans, well let'sjust say I'd just got out of school.

I'd taken a summer job, not a proper one, not a career. Thiswas before | was apprenticed to
Parbold, so | had none of the wizardly skills| have today.

| was running errandsfor a businessman, basically acting as his go between to the parts of
society that a businessman can't be seen to bein contact with. But where the money was.
Likewith drugs, there are ways of multiplying your money tenfold, but the man on the
street doesn't have the capital nor the gutsfor *that* kind of business deal.

If 1 could recall all the names and faces|'d passed clandestine messages and parcelsto I'd be
either therichest man alive or the most hunted.

Anyway, as| was saying, my boss, I'll call him Dick, for anonymity's sake, wasworried
about hisfuture.

"Marvin," Hesaid to me, and | sworethat oneday I'd beimportant enough for him to
remember my name, " Melvin, Have you ever worried about the future?"

"Weéll, boss," | said, " Not really. | haven't had enough *past* yet, so I've no care about the
rest of my life."

"Weéll, that's where we differ, Billy my lad, and | envy you." He dlapped me on the back,
"1've got enough past to fill a score of coffinsand then some." He chuckled at himsdlf, " And
I've decided to do something about it!"

"1 wasn't there, Boss!" | said in a panic. "1 don't even know *who* |I'm talking to!"

"Don't worry, Gilbert meladdie,” | don't mean likethat! No, | think it'sabout time | got
myself my own private fortune teller!"

| was alittle sceptical.

"1'm alittle sceptical, Boss." | said.

"Ach!" He gpat, " That's exactly why | decided thiswasyour task. | need someone who will
look sideways at these upside-down talkers!

" And you're my man, Smith!"

"You know me, sr." | weaselled, " | will do anything you ask of me." | paused, " Well,
except *that*."

" Luckily for you, Albert, you're not my type.

"But I'vedrawn up alist of peoplewhom I'd like you to meet on my behalf, to talk about
these see-ers, on my behalf, to maybe organise 'lunch’.

" On my behalf."

"Weéll, aslong asit'sfor you, boss." | said.

"Unfortunately | can't trust you with thelist, so you're going to have to make it up asyou
go along."

"1'velearnt from the master, boss."

"Just don't let me catch you with him."

So there | was, thrown out into the world with a smple mission: Find the best fortune teller



in the business.

| started off with the fairground sideshows.

'‘Mr Miracle The Amazing' Wastruly unamazing.

'Miss Ticmeg' Was full of tic but was a real miss.

'Gypsy Rosie Lee' M ade a good cuppa but couldn’t tell me what the leaves said. (To methey
said, quite clearly: " Thetea bag'sburst.")

| left the fairgrounds behind and made my way around the head-shops, keeping one ear
open to see what hippies had the Gift.

| met a girl who sing the blues. | asked her for tomorrow's news. She just smiled and turned
away.

| wooed the Fire-Witch and travelled with her to the Crimson King's court. | passed
through hisfollowerslike a bad case of diahorrea and found nothing but whispers and
echoes and the true meaning of Soft and Strong (and Very Very Long).

| rode awild tarkuson a quest to seethe Evil Karn. He told me tales of pirates and
manticores but nothing of the future.

| was disgraced, a failure. Luckily at thisjuncture | met a seasoned witch who called me up
from the depths. She taught me my first magic and we became one under the sun.

| realised I'd been searching for two years and hadn't heard from my patron. | checked; my
credit card bill was still being paid. So he was still expecting me to return with hisfuture,
Reuvenated | started out again with hope in my heart.

| was hit by a bus.

"Sorry,” Thedriver said, "1 wasaiming for that IT project head who'd just crossed the
road, dammit!"

| wasrecuperating in hospital when | heard whispers about the swans.

Thereweretwo swans. " They" said. Two swanswho knew everything. Two swans, sisters
from birth, who could seeinto your soul and determine what you needed.

Great, | thought, one for the boss and one for me.

| followed the whispers and found these woods.

The Head Buck was a Y oung Buck in those days and it was he who met me at the edge of
the forest and took me to see them.

It wasif he'd been expecting me.

"1've been expecting you." He said.

He stood outside the reed cavern and ushered mein.

" Hello, brother."

"Brother." They said. "Weareglad.”

" Areglad to finally meet."

"Meet you. We."

"We must tell."

"tell you what you need."

"need. You must find a different patron.”

" Patron. Heisat the."

"Bottom."

"Bottom."

And that wasit. The last word they spoketo mefor a year.

| eventually apprenticed myself to a carp called Parbold. He lived at the bottom of a marina
in a sunken barge.

It was a difficult apprenticeship. | can't swim and he can't breath air.

But he was proud of my progress and one year after meeting him he sent meto seethe
swans.

"You must absolve yoursealf of your other mission. They will help." He gurgled.

| went to seethe swans, taking a pad and paper as my master had suggested.

" Twenty-one"



"Thirty-two"

"Thirty-five"

"Ten”

"Thirty-four"

"Gy

" Forty-two"

It took me five daysto track down my former boss. He was a shadow of hisformer self.
"1'm a shadow of my former self.” He said, once he'd recognised me. " My fortunes have
turned.

"Weéll, Bigby, what have you got for me?"

| reeled off thelist of numbers.

"And, so?" Said Dick, " What do yesterday's lottery numbers have to do with anything?"
| was stunned.

"1'vea good mind to cut your card off." He said.
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Dead Foxy.

Like

The weight of a billion burrows pushed on Gorden's shoulders as he trudged through the
forest. They werefinally in sight of the warren - they'd even passed a couple of rabbits
working between the trees.

The events of the past couple of weeks kept flashing in front of Gorden's eyes. He could see
so many deaths and so much pain.

He was steeling himself, preparing to meet the Head Buck. There would be some sort of
accounting. He'd found another warren and then collapsed it! He'd met monks and hawks
and batsand ferrets.

He huffed to himself - At least the Monks had survived. A shiver ran down hisspineasa
dark thought bubbled up from hishind-brain - Maybe the monks hadn't survived. Maybe
just his passing through was enough to bring pain.

"Gorden!" Cola dapped him on the back. " Look up!" He'd been staring at hisfeet in
despondency. " Look! | can see the South Warren Entrance!”

"There'sblood on thefloor." Plessey said in a low voice. Gorden blinked.

Gorden realised that he'd been staring at patches of red on the floor for the past minute, but
had been so locked up inside himself he'd not realised what he was looking at.

"Heéellfire" Gorden said quietly, closing hiseyes. " How many more?" He whispered to
himself.

Cola knelt down and inspected the patches of someone's lifeblood. Her hand reached out
and tentatively touched the nearest patch of blood - the careful nature of her touch made
her gesturelook like she was stroking the blooded earth with the hint of a motherly " There,
There".

"It'swet,” Shesaid, turning her paw over and looking at her wet finger pads. She wiped her
paw clean on the nearest patch of grass and stood up purposefully.

"It trails off to the left and to theright.."

Gorden stretched hisneck. " You and Plessey follow theleft trail, " Cola was about to
disagree but he cur her off, " I'll take theright. If you find anything, scream and I'll come
running.”

"And," Colasaid, " If you find anything, you call and we'll come running.”

Gorden grunted an affirmation and padded off.

"Comeon doe." Plessey said floating off along thetrail of blood drops, " Quicker we go,
quicker we get back." Cola nodded and followed the floating snail along the blood trail.



Thetrail led into the forest and it became more obviousthat they weren't just following a
trail of blood. There were crushed bushes and snapped twigsin abundance to satisfy the
most trail blind boy-scout. Something, well, someone, had staggered through the woods,
bleeding. Cola was glad she wasn't alone when sherealised that it would need a larger
animal than arabbit to make thistrail.

They came out into a clearing and Plessey stopped.

" Something happened here.." He said floating towardsthe centre. " Look," he pointed,

" Rope."

"1'm not atracking animal.” Cola complained, "1 can't read the scuffleemarksor smell what
animals dept her last night or just passed through."

"Neither am |," Plessey said. " But we can make some guesses.”

Cola picked up one length of blood-stained rope that lay on the floor. And held it up,
shrugging.

"Look at therope." Plessey said encouragingly. " Look at the ends. Look at that knot in the
middle."

Cola's pawsthreaded the ropethrough and she stared at the knot, about a third of the way
along the length. Then she grabbed both ends and frowned at them, imploring them to tell
her their story.

"Theendsarenot cleanly cut.." Shesaid hesitantly. " Broken?" She suggested.

" Snapped, maybe." Plessey said.

"Was an animal tied up, then the animal broke herself out of the ropes?"

" Or himself.." Plessey said quietly, nodding. Then " Strong animal, to break aropelike
that."

Suddenly Colarealised, " If thisiswhere the attack took place, then Gorden isgoing in the
direction of the animal.” Sheturned and started off back the way they came then brokeinto
asprint.

" Animals?" Plessey said. Then herealised he wastalking to himself and zipped after the
retreating rabbit tail.

Gorden used his staff to push a broken tree branch out of hisway. Whoever had come this
way had been staggering forcefully from one side to another.

As hefollowed thetrail deegper and deeper into the woods he noticed that the blood spots
were getting closer and closer together and larger and larger. There was a good chance that
the animal was doing themselves harm by attempting to travel whilst thishurt.

Herealised that he was the one travelling in the sasme direction astheinjured animal and
felt a feeling of satisfaction that Cola was, therefore, ostensibly safe.

Thetrail led into athicket. A rough tunnel through the brambles had been broken by the
bleeding creature. It was more than large enough for Gorden to use.

"Meansit'snot arabbit.” Hesaid to himself. Hetook a deep breath and pushed on, into the
darkness of thetunnél. It didn't seem asinviting asthe Swan's reed-cavern had ever
appeared.

Even though the path had been broken by alarger - and more powerful, Gorden thought -,
animal than himself, there were still thorns enough to make Gorden'stravel sow and
deliberate. As hereached the end of the thicket, he snagged hisarm on athistle and didn't
notice quickly enough. He was spun round by the restraint and actually backed out into the
light at the end of the tunnel.

He pulled the thistle off and tutted to himself.

He was startled by a ragged cough behind him and heturned. Heturned to realise that he
was perched at the top of a hollow, right on the edge. He lost his balance and stood on one
foot, twirling hisarmsfor, what seemed like an infinity before gravity reeled him in and he
rolled down to the base of the hollow.



He stopped rolling when he bumped into a prone animal.

The creature made a noise which might have been a sarcastic " thank you" or might have
been ruder. It was difficult to tell but scared the life out of Gorden who jumped up to his
feet.

At the bottom of this hollow, bloody and limp was Sly, the fox.

Thefox strained hishead round to look at Gorden. It wasn't a good look - one of his eyes
had been taken out and a slash on hisforehead was dripping blood into the good eye. Not a
pretty sight.

Thefox crawled half a step towards him then stopped.

"You'vecome" beat "tofinish,” beat " me off, eh?" He managed, " Well," beat, " You're
too," beat beat, " Late. Thelittle" beat beat " bugger did,” beat beat beat, "a good," beat
beat beat beat, " job."

He made one last low moan, and was silent.

Gorden began to shake from the shoulders down. Sobs came, fitfully at first, then he was

crying.

Cola and Plessey found him there. Standing next to the bloody, dead fox. Crying the same
way he had for David. The same was he had all those years ago for his mother.

They helped Gorden up and out of the hollow and out of the thicket. Cola hugged him
tightly and they walked arm-in-arm along the path towardsthe warren.

A young doe bounced towardsthem.

"lsthat Gorden The Nobel Hero Of Our Warren?" What a strange way of talking she had,
Gorden thought. He nodded at her. " Don't you recognise me, it's M able!"

Thereporter, Gorden realised.

"1. Want. Togo. To. Bed."

IN ASSOCIATION WITH

amazoncouk

Insults and Critique to : gorden@obby. co. uk




Gorden The Rabbit And The Quest For
The Gol den Carr ot

season IT part ¥TX 1§
THE DAILY LEAF

The first with the forest news!
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There's No Place Like Home,

There's No Place Like Home

Nothing but a rabbit,

With arabbit's courage.

(H€'s) Nothing but a rabbit,

Who can never fail.

No one but the pure of heart can find the Golden Carrot.
(Oooh yeah)

From the canticle of Flash, attributed to " Queen”

*

Gorden burst into the head bucks office.

With a snarl quite unlike a rabbit hethrew the broken carrot at the table.

"Bertram!" He shouted banging hisfist on the table, " The hedgehog!" Bang! " David."
Bang! " A ferret." Bang! " Two weasels." Bang! " The swans!" Bang! " Sly!"

Gorden threw both paws at the desk and stared the Head Buck in the eyes.

"Why?" He spat the question, then " When doesit stop?"

"Nora." TheHead Buck said quietly.

"What?" Gorden said. Then he looked up and saw the other occupant of the room. It was
Larry the monk! He was holding a satchel. Gorden recognised it asNora's. His eyes
widened.

"Larry just arrived. He wastelling me how they found her body a short way from their
monastery. They buried her but decided to return her belongings here.” Hetook a deep
breath. " They were worried that you had befallen the same fate.”

Gorden looked at the floor and shook his head. " How many more? When doesit stop?" He
looked up again, thistime at Larry. " Werethere any clues? Do you know who, what did
this?"

Themole shook hishead. " Her body was devastated. Slashed badly. If we had not met her
before-hand we wouldn't have recognised her species.”

" But she'd travelled with *us* for thefirst few hours."

Larry nodded, " Yes, she must have been attacked shortly after leaving you."

"Gorden," TheHead Buck said gently, " Did you say you'd lost David?" Gorden nodded.
The Head Buck looked down. " I'm very sorry, Gorden," he said with fegling, " | feel for
your pain."

"It'scost alot of lives, thisbroken carrot." Gorden said, atear in hiseye- Talking about
David had brought it all back. " It all started then. When the hedgehog laid the geas on me."



Gorden collapsed in one of the chairs.

"Why me?" He asked.

The monk gave a snort of a laugh.

"Why you? Why you? Why have *you* been left alive when all around you die?"

"No, | didn't mean it likethat."

"Wearetaught, in our Order, that the universeis mean and capricious, but, thankfully, not
personal. The thingsthat happen to us, or not asthe case may be, are not our fault. There
are no malicious entitiesrolling dice on our lives. Just 'Us and the'Universe'."

The Head Buck picked up the pieces of the carrot.

" Doesn't look much good now?" Gorden said, " But it was necessary to break it. It was Evil,
not Good."

The monk shook hishead, " Things are not evil nor good, just the use they are put to."

"1 don't see how this could have been used for good purposes.” Gorden said.

"Tell usabout it, Gorden. I'd liketo hear it from you rather than what that reporter got out
of you."

An hour or so later the Head Buck pulled a bottle and three short glasses out of hisbottom
drawer. The monk shook his head and so he poured a shot for himself and another shot for
Gorden.

"There'sjust onelast thing." Hesaid. " I'm afraid |'ve had to let your room out. | thought
you may be able to find somewhere else to stay.”

"You haven't let Cola'srooms out too have you?"

"No," TheHead Buck said smiling, " I'm devious, not cruel. Go and find Cola and have
dinner. You'll have a lot of organising to do."

"1 need to start off back home,” Larry said. " It'safew day'sjourney and 1'd rather start
sooner than later." He shook handswith the Head Buck and left with Gorden.

"1t'sgood to seeyou again,” Gorden said, " Your monastery was one of the high spots of the
trip.”

"Thank you." Hesaid smiling. " Let'sfind Colaso | can say Hello-Goodbye."

Cola shook her head at the messin her burrow. Gorden had a lotof things. None of them
seemed to have any use, but therewere a lot of them. It had taken them most of the evening
to move histhingsin and she was exhausted.

"Gorden," Shecalled, "1'm shattered and | need to go to bed.”

Gorden popped out from behind a pile of boxes.

"1 wasjust looking for my playstation." He said. Cola tutted.

"Bed, Gorden." Gorden'sface broke out in a huge grin. Cola slumped her shoulders. She
stepped over to Gorden and put her pawson his shoulders. " No, Gorden," She put her
school teacher tone of voiceto use, " Not tonight. We need rest.”

She padded over to here bed and Gorden followed.

"Just hug me." Shesaid, "Help me deep and forget all the bad things." Gorden'sarms
enfolded her and they dlid down to the bed.

And dept.
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Just Like That

(Head. Buck. Buck. Head. Head-Head. Buck-Buck.)

Gorden and Cola were dragged from the deepest deep they'd had for weeks by a banging on
the door.

Pulling a dressing jacket on, (one of hisfive different ones - thisone had a cartoon human
woman with long red hair embroidered on the chest pocket) Gorden stepped carefully over
histhingstowardsthe door.

"All right, all right." He muttered as he reached the door.

He pulled the door open and Phump nearly fell into the room.

"Head!" Hesaid, "Buck!" Hiseyeswerewide, "Head Buck!" He panted, " Buck! Head!"

Phump obviously decide that thiswas as much as he could manage, and Gorden *must*

have got the message by now, so he turned to go.

"What does he want now?" Gorden said to himself. Phump heard him and turned back,
eyeswide and staring.

"He doesn't *want* anything. He'sdead!" He hissed at Gorden. " Come on!"

Outside the Head Bucks office, Lotte, his secretary, sat crying. She nodded Gorden to the
door.

" Sopen." Shesaid between sobs.

Gorden took a deep breath, clenched hispawsinto fists and stepped into the office.
He came out, whiter than he'd entered, understanding Phump'sincoherence earlier.
Hetapped a paw onto Lotte' s shoulder.

" Go homefor the day, doe. Have a stiff drink. Doctor'sorders.” Then to himself, " Hell, |
need one."



Gorden looked at Phump. The message-rabbit was rocking back and forth on the pads of his
back paws, itching to do something, anything.

"Who did he nominate to succeed him?" Gorden asked. Phump shook his head.

"No one." He brightened up, realising he had a decent task coming up which would get him
busy. "WEe€'ll haveto gather the Elders!”

"Elders. Reporters.” Gorden sumped into Lotte's vacant chair and then looked up at his
friend. " I've seen far too much death these past few weeks, Phump. I've seen more than one
good friend or colleague dead in front of me.

" Acquaintances have died. Prophets have died. Bats and foxes and ferrets and swans.

"1'm sick of all this." He sighed and closed his eyes. " Phump," he said without raising his
head, " Notify the Elders. Wake those doddering fools up and we'll listen to them mumbleto
themselves for a week.

"1'm going to find who did this.
"And stop it happening again."
"The Elders!™ Phump trumpeted and raced off.

Master Phearson arrived first, he was one of the youngest of the Elders and was probably
the only one awake when Phump went round, or so Gorden thought.

"They'll have to be an inquest, Gorden melad." He said after he'd viewed the body. "We
can't.." He began to say something then stopped, two more of the Eldershad arrived with
Phump and, behind all of them, trying to ask questions and jumping up so asto see over the
Elders, Gorden could see Mable Leaf - thereporter he'd nearly bedded before the quest. She
still owed him a favour or two and he started to think of cashing them in.

"Master Cadam, Master Tavish," Shewas shouting at the two recently arrived Elders,
" Can | have your comment please? Isit true that the head buck died without a fight?"
Then she said something that chilled Gorden to the bone. " Isit truethat Gorden isthe
prime suspect?" Her tone changed, " Everyone knows he coveted thetitle..."

Gorden was dumbstruck. Hisjaw popped open and then closed. His mouth opened then
closed again.

"MISS LEAF!" Master Cadam turned on the bouncing doe, commanding, " Go away! We
will talk to you in due course." He stood as straight as his ageing back would let him and
held hisfiststo hiswaist.

"Thisiscensorship of the press!” Mable started, " The people have aright to know!"
"Yes, MissLeaf,” Master Cadam said in atotally reasonable voice, " They have aright to

know thetruth. | trust you wouldn't dare print unsubstantiatedclaims? We *will* talk to
you." Hisbrow furrowed and he stared a Paddington stare. " But we will at least view the



body and the scenefirst.” He prodded her with hisindex finger as he said this. " Now, go
away, scedaddle! We'll send for you when we have something for you to print."

Throughout the whole of this Gorden's mouth worked up and down; once Cadam had
finished histirade at thereporter heturned to Gorden. The first wordsthat popped out of
Gorden'smouth were " Nice castle.”

"Gorden," Cadam said, " It was very good of you to send for usimmediately, however it
would have been best if this messenger-rabbit had come for us before asking you to visit.
You do realise that you are the prime candidate if anything suspicious has happened to the
Head Buck?"

Gorden'sbrain finally connected to his mouth for long enough to him to speak a coherent
sentence. " Suspicious? He'sdead for Bugs Sake! His head has been chopped from his body
and, and, and.."

"It was nothing resembling natural causes," Phearson added, " Unless having a metal carrot
rammed so far through the throat so asto decapitate the skull isa natural occurrencethat |
was hitherto unaware of."

"Can | quoteyou on that?" Came a voice from the back. Tavish, aware that he hadn't
joined in the conversation yet rounded on the young lady, " Miss L eaf you weretold to
scedaddle, if that was not clear to you before | suggest that you go and find a dictionary and
look the word up. NOW!"

A mumbling noise came from the young doe as she backed off. Gorden laid oddsthat she'd
just stop as soon as she got to thefirst corner and wait there.

*He* was a suspect! A shiver passed down hisbody from the back of hisneck to this fluffy
tail and back up to hisears.

Cadam patted Gorden on the shoulder.
"L ook, young buck,” he started, " | suggest you get back to your hole and let ustake it from

here. You're a suspect; any pretender to the Head Buck's position would be a suspect at a
timelikethisand | think it'sbest if you leave the investigation to us.
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Some People Call M e The Space Cowboy

Some Call Me The Gangsta Of L ove

"ltsstrange." Cola said to Gorden as shewrapped her arm around hiswaist. " I've never
met someone who didn't believe me when | told them that | dept at home last night.”

"1've never had anyone spend three hours questioning me about a murder before." Gorden
whispered, hoping that it would all go away. " How many timesdo | have to tell them what |
did last night?"

Gorden and Cola were walking around the outside of the warren - the shortest route from
theinquiry office to Cola's burrow.

" At least it lookslike a clear night." Cola said looking up at the sky. The last few wisps of
cloud were disappearing in the gentle wind and the blue of the sky was beginning to darken
into twilight.

"1 never knew talking could wear you out so much." Gorden said.

"1 hopeyou'renot *too* tired." Cola said enticingly, "1 wasn't thinking of going to sleep
straight away." Gorden smiled a happy, contented smile. He may be the prime suspect in
the gruesome murder of the head buck, but Cola was beside him and... Well letsjust say he
wasn't feeling that tired either.

They nodded to Phump, who was taking up guard duty at the east warren entrance and
then padded silently along the winding burridor to Cola's hole.

" Glass of wine?" Cola said asthey closed the door firmly behind them.

Wewon't intrude on them for a while, we can let them have their moment of happiness. Tell
you what, we'll sit outside and watch night fall for the next hour or so. It's a beautiful sight,
a deep burgundy sunset and then a clear sky with a million starsto point at and namethe
constellations.

Therabbit don't see the same constellations that we do. Our constellations are named after
the creatures and deities and demigods from hundreds of generations of man.



So we see Orion the Hunter and therabbits see " The Rabbit With No Name"', we seethe
Great Bear, Big Dipper and Little Dipper and they see” The Farmer With His Shotgun”

Oh, that'slong enough. W€'ll rgoin the loversas Gorden isjust snoring hisfirst snore but
Colais still wide awake and fair glowing to herself.

She stared at the ceiling for a long time, examining the cracks and shape of it and exulting
in the complex shapesin the plasterwork.

Shetook a deep breath and then wriggled out from underneath Gorden's arm and dlid off
the bed.

She put Gorden'sarm carefully on the bed. Hewriggled a little and pulled Cola's pillow to
himself and cuddled it in his sleep. She smiled at the sight. She felt so good that, after
tonight, everything will make her smile.

She lovingly tucked the duvet in so that Gorden would not fall out in her absence and she
tiptoed towardsthe door. She looked back at Gorden and slowly and quietly turned the
handle and dipped out of the door.

Sheleft the door ajar - Why make it tricky for her return? She thought to herself asshe
padded off towards the burrow entrance.

Unseen, a small, dark, shape split from the corridor behind her and passed silently through
the open door into her rooms, behind it trailed a rope, or maybe a tail, it's difficult to tell in
thislight.

Cola padded quietly off.

"Hullo, Miss." Phump said, metaphorically tugging his forelock, as she reached the
entrance.

"Hello," Shesaid inreturn,"I'm just off to the Drops, won't be a minute." He nodded as
she disappeared into the night.

Gorden rolled over and squeaked; in hisdreams a thousand snakes are wrapping themselves
around hiswristsand ankles.

Cola padded back to the entrance.
" Beautiful night.” She said to Phump.

" Oooh, lovely, ma'am."” Hereplied, " | really likeit when it'sthisclear. | sit and just count
the starsor see how many of the constellations| can name.”



Cola sat down beside him. Gorden could wait a while. She wishedthat he'd been awake and
could have come outside with her to seeit, It was such a clear sky.

Phump pointed at the sky and, like us, began naming constellations.

Gorden wasjust dreaming about eating an apple, taking big, big bites from a hard-skinned
Granny Smith.

A dap to the face pulled him from his dumbers.

He was groggy and couldn't seem to shake his dream off, eating apples whilst being
entwined in snakes. The dreams seemed so real.

Another dap to the face.

"You are so *fucking* special,” A voice said. Were the snakestalking to him?

SLAP!

"Look at mewhen | talk to you!"

A thousand thoughtsraced through hismind. Therank outsider of these memes chased to

the fore and the voice's owner cameto him in a photo finish with the thought that whatever
it wasin hismouth, it wasn't really apple flavoured.

"And there'sthe Carrot Crop" Phump was still naming constellations, " And there'sthe
Cheeky Gerbil."

" Poor David," Cola sighed, thinking of Gorden's best friend. Hisloss had shocked Gorden
and he hadn't really recovered from it.

" Poor David?" Phump said, " Why 'poor'?" Cola was about to explain *why* when Phump

said one small sentence that chilled her to the bone. "He didn't look 'poor’ today, a bit
thinner than when you left on the quest, but basically fine."

Cola choked on her tongue. "Welost David over a week ago. He'sdead."

"Nahh," Phump said, " Nahh, helooked pretty fine for a dead gerbil to me, and that wasn't
half an hour ago."

"You're so fucking special." David said to Gorden, the words dripping so much malice
you'd need more than atissueto mop it up.

" David, but you'redead!" Gorden would have said, if he could. However the stone that was
lodged in hismouth meant that it came out as" Dadid dud door ded!" Gorden tried to push



the stone out, but a belt appeared to be wrapped around his head and the stone.

Gorden realised that they were probably not snakes bound around hiswrists and ankles,
although he hadn't yet counted this out asa possibility. The world suddenly seemed a lot
more complicated than it had only an hour ago.

"You're so fucking special, Gorden." David said. The gerbil was squatting on his chest and
Gorden couldn't really see what he was up to.

"All I amisthelittle creepy friend of the Great Gorden.

" Oh, they all think you're special, don't they? Well, Bertram didn't think you were special,
but hedidn't think much of me either. You should have heard him begging to live when |
wrapped that whip around his neck. But he had to die, You seethat don't you? He had to.
Hetook our livelihoods away.

" And that Hedgehog. He'd have claimed his staff back. If | hadrit sorted him out." His
voice changed, and his eyes unfocussed as he looked at a viewpoint a million miles away.
"He made such a stupid, squeal ashedied. | had to laugh. | did."

Thingsdidn't seem clear to Gorden, had David killed Bertram or the Hedgehog because
they had hurt Gorden or because they had hurt David?

"1 though | was special, you see. | though we were ateam. | thought we were special. But it
became clear to me - you thought *you* were the special one. And so did they. The swans
told you that you were special. Nora even agreed.

"1 think the Head Buck wasthe final straw. We'd taken thislong trek, we'd endured
hardships and kidnapping and brainwashing and you returned with only a broken carrot.

"And he still THOUGHT YOU WERE SPECIAL!"

David twitched all over and covered hiseyeswith his hands. His head shaking. Gorden
could hear hisbreathing wasragged and raw.

"1'm just the creep, the weirdo. Gorden'slittle friend. The one people’ put up with’.
"1 want to have control, Gorden. | want a perfect body, like yours. | want a perfect soul, like
yours. | will.." He stopped. His breaths came in small packets now, like tuppences of breath

where most people breathed pounds. Gorden's eyes were wide, he'd never realised that his
friend felt like this. Never.

"David'salive?" Cola said, wide-eyed and amazed.

" Either that or he had a twin brother called David."

"He'san only-child."” Cola said reflexively. This seemed a strange thing to say about a
gerbil. Didn't they normally have large families? But David had said that he didn't have any

family.

Not alive family, anyway. He'd always qualified it.



"When did you see him?" Two and Two were adding themselves up in the back of her mind
and shedidn't like the number they were coming up with.

"Weéll, it was about half an hour ago. We swapped pleasantriesthen he went into the
warren. Hewas carrying areel of rope. He said it wasfor Gorden."

Cola stood up with a start. ‘Four’ wastheleast of it.

" Get help, now!" She said to Phump and rushed back into the warren.

"1t wastricky getting thiscarrot back, you know." David said, holding the broken golden
carrot up so that Gorden could seeit. " But the guard was easily fooled.” Hisvoice had
seemed so calm for a minute then it screeched.

"DIDN'T YOU TELL ANYONE | WASLOST?"

Gorden'seye'swatered. He hadn't. It hurt so much to talk about it he'd not even told Mable
when sheinterviewed him. Only the Head Buck knew.

Gorden wanted to say so much to David. He'd run over and over again what he'd say to his
friend when hereturned, dripping wet of course, from hiswatery grave. Even if he hadn't
have had the stonein his mouth Gorden didn't think he had the words anymore.

"No," David said quietly, in control again, " You didn't tell anyone. Your little friend wasn't
worth talking about.”

Gorden wanted to cry out that, of course, David was not dead, but the words couldn't get
past the obstruction in hismouth. He just made more " dadadidid” noises.

"lsGorden lost for words?" David asked. " Does Gorden want to apologise to hisfriend?
Does Gorden want to say 'I'm sorry' to hissidekick?" Suddenly David's nose was an eighth
of an inch from Gorden's"WELL | DON'T WANT TO HEAR IT!" He screamed.

Gorden started hoping that someone would hear the raised voices and come and investigate.
Then herealised that no one had come to investigate the noises of hisand Cola's passion
earlier so what chance did he stand now?

Gorden suddenly panicked. Where was Cola? Had David ‘made her pay' already? David
could see emotions running through Gorden's face but couldn't interpret them.

" Scared now?" Hewhispered, "Worried that | might torture you all night?" He patted
Gorden on the head. " Don't worry. I'll be nice and quick, just for you. My friend."

Gorden felt a cold, sharp point rest on hislower chin.

The carrot, golden and broken, of this Gorden was sure, pricked hisskin. He gulped and
tried to speak. Tried to stop David from thisact. Tried to save himself.

Some antisocial coney in the neighbouring burrow decided that he'd heard enough for the
night and turned his stereo up. That young couple! At it again!



Music began to permeate through the walls. David began to sing along. Gorden took a while
to recogniseit, then herealised it wasthe play-out to Hey Jude.

"Na na na. Na-na-na-na." David hummed as he readied himself.

Cola came skidding to a halt outside her door. Her next door neighbour was playing Beatles
rather louder than she d have wanted. She grabbed at the handle and it turned. It didnt
open. The door was wedged shut.

A noise came from inside her burrow and, next door, Hey Jude went up in volumeto
counteract the scream.

Cola shoulder-barged the door. It wobbled, but whatever it was that was holding it - held.

"lsthat the cavalry?" David said pleasantly, " Pity really we're having so much fun." He
leaned back and aimed a kick towardsthe carrot that had already pricked Gorden's lower
mouth.

Cola barged the door, it held. A strangely muffled scream came from inside.

She stepped back again and raced onelast time at the door. Her shoulder hit thedoor. The
wood splintered and the door pulled off its hinges and shefell into the room, tripping over
the detritus and landing flat on her face.

Shelooked up and took the scenein.

Gorden wastied spread-eagled on the bed, some sort of gag was stopping him speaking.
David was sat on top of Gorden hisleg raised backwards asif to kick a football. David
looked at her and smiled, blinking asif to catch her attention.

The gerbil'sfoot swung forwards and hit something golden. Cola recollected what had
happened to the Head Buck and shetook a sharp intake of breath asthe carrot was kicked
deep into Gorden's skull.

Cola growled. Her eyes pulled wide open and she looked first left and then right. She lunged
for the corner of the room and pulled Gorden's staff out from the umbrella stand. Holding it
like aroundersbat shejumped towardsthe bed and swung it back.

Let’sfollow the end of the staff in low motion asit swings round from behind Cola's head
in a near-entire circle. The metal-shod end connects with David's head, which is, curioudly,
smiling. The end of the staff pushes David's head towards the wall beside the bed. The
gerbil'shead connects with the hardened soil and is pushed into the wall, the staff follows
and continues, crushing the small skull asif it was a polystyrene cup full of blood.

Try it if you want. The polystyrene cup full of blood, that is, not the Gerbil—you get locked
up for that. Hit it with a pole aslong asyou are high and asthick asyour wrist, the ends of



which are shod in iron. Blood will fly everywhere, the cup will be mashed beyond use and
you'll spend therest of the day clearing up splattered blood.

Cola swept the dead gerbil out of the way and looked down at Gorden.
David had driven the carrot deep into the head of her beloved Gorden, throwing the stone
gag free. She'd never called him Beloved before now, not even earlier in bed. But he was her

beloved, and always would be,

Therewasno spark of lifein her beloved's eyes. No wigglein hisears. No furrowed brow.
No wriggling whiskers.

She bent down and kissed him, hislipswere still warm, if not as perfectly shaped asthey
had been earlier, her armswrapped around him and she squeezed him and laid her head on
his chest.

Standing up she untied hisbonds and laid him in a peaceful pose. Behind her she heard
movement.

" Cola? Gorden?" Came Phump'senquiring tones.

"Comein, Phump." Shesaid. Shewastired, so tired.

Sheturned round to face the messenger rabbit and the help he'd brought. She suddenly felt
the weight of the world pushing down on her. Shetightened her grip on the staff and pulled

herself up straight. " You'retoo late. | wastoo late. We were all too late.”

She walked out, past the gathering crowd, she'd have collapsed but she walked with her
staff. Her staff.

An ageing rabbit rocked back and forwardsin her rocking chair, some knitting half finished
in her lap.

A small rabbit, barely older than a baby rushed into the room and jumped on her lap,
narrowly missing an unfortunate accident with the knitting needles.

Thelittlerabbit bounced up and down on thelap of the older rabbit.
"Tell me again! Tell me again about Gorden! Please Granny Cola, Please!"
She smiled.

"Hewasthe best of us. Hewas." Her eyes misted over.

The camera jumps back to see her silhouetted in front of an open fire. Jumps back again to
seethewarren, the shape of the tunnelsforming a shape a little like a rabbit in a rocking
chair (if you squint).



Jumping out again thereisa forest, surrounded by a network of roads. Again, if you look
carefully, you can see the roads follow the shape of a rabbit in a rocking chair.

Jumping out again thereisjust the British Ides.

Funny thing, now you look at it in thislight, it looks a little like a rabbit in a rocking chair.
The camera jumps back again, there are no more isands around, thereisno globe, just the
British Ides surrounded by a hundred miles of empty sea, perched on top of an enormous

upside-down mountain in the blackness of space. Thisisone of along trail of mountains,
each with an idand or two surrounded by water, falling off into space.

<Play out to Perpetual Change by Yes>

IN ASSOCIATION WITH

amazoncouk

Insults and Critique to : gorden@obby. co. uk




