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            Publisher’s Note
      

         

         The children in this book, Gavin and his friends Clare, Michael and Mot, first appeared in Light on Dumyat, and subsequently in The White Stag Adventure.

         A non-fiction series by the same author, designed for use by pupils and teachers, includes Robert Burns for Beginners, Saint Andrew for Beginners and Bannockburn for Beginners.

         All of these books are read extensively in schools.

      
   


   
      
         
            Pronunciation Guide
      

         

         The letters ‘ch’ are pronounced with a soft ‘k’ sound, as in ‘loch’.

         
            
               	
                           Aluinn

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           ae-win

	
                           Balquhidder

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           bal-whid-er

	
                           Beinn Venue

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           ben-ven-oo

	
                           Cailleach Bheur

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           cal-yak vare

	
                           clarsach

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           clar-sak

	
                           dramach

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           dram-ak

	
                           Dumyat

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           dum-eye-at

	
                           Eoghann

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           you-an

	
                           feileadh beag

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           fay-lee beck (beag = little)

	
                           feileadh mor

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           fay-lee mor (mor = big)

	
                           Fianne

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           fee-anna

	
                           Fionn

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           fee-awn

	
                           geas

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           jess

	
                           grianan

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           gree-ann-an

	
                           Naoise

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           nee-shu

	
                           Ossian

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           aw-shin

	
                           ptarmigan

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           tar-mig-an

	
                           sithich

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           shee-ik

	
                           Tormud

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           torr-i-mid

	
                           Uisneach

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           oosh-nak

	
                           Venacher

                        	
                           =

                        	
                           ven-ak-er
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            The Moving Stone
      

         

         Gavin could hardly believe his eyes. The stone had moved. He was sure of it. He rubbed his eyes and looked again. The big, grey boulder perched on the side of a steep, grassy mound shook a little, then moved sideways and back again.

         Gavin let out a gasp, then stopped and wiped his eyes.

         He had been peering through an ancient piece of deer antler into which three holes had been cut, like panes of glass in an old window, and his eyes had been switching from one gap to the other.

         He looked across the room at his friends: Clare, their leader, the ever-dependable Michael and his younger brother Mot (who was really called Tom, but who as a small boy had written his name backwards and it had stuck ever since as a nickname).

         Clare was lying on a couch on her back, humming tunelessly. She was bored. It had been raining all day and was only now starting to clear. Michael was whittling away at an old piece of wood he had found, trying to carve it into the head of a peregrine falcon, his favourite bird. Mot was reading an adventure story.

         ‘Clare!’ whispered Gavin. ‘Come and have a look at this!’

         ‘What is it?’ said Clare, not bothering to get up. She glanced over and saw Gavin with the piece of deer antler.

         ‘What’s that you’ve got? Where did you get it?’

         ‘I found it in an old chest in the cellar,’ said Gavin. ‘I was just poking around while it was raining outside, and I pulled back some boxes and there was a trunk or chest made of leather.

         ‘It looked very old and battered. It’s quite big too, and heavy. I opened it and found this. There was nothing else. It’s a bit dark down there, but I didn’t see anything more.’

         Clare got up and sauntered over. ‘Let’s have a look then,’ she said, and examined the antler.

         It looked very old, dark brown and almost black in places, yet where there were pale areas, they looked very white, almost like patches on some plants that are about to die.

         ‘What on earth is it?’ she said, turning it over and over. ‘What are the holes for?’

         She peered through them at Gavin, then stopped because her eyes began to water. ‘Why three holes?’ she commented. ‘Why not just one? I wonder what it was for? I mean, it’s not a natural hole. Someone has deliberately bored it.’

         Gavin took it back from her, then caught her arm and pointed out of the window. ‘See that boulder?’ he asked. ‘Well, look at it through the holes in this antler.’

         Clare peered out. Just beyond the farmhouse was a long slope of the mountain called Ben Ledi, not far from the town of Callander. At the bottom of the slope was a grassy knoll or mound. Most of the mountain was still covered in swirling grey cloud and mist, and the grass and heather outside the window was shiny and wet with moisture after the heavy rain. She could see the hill burns roaring down, white, brown and cream after days of storm.

         The sun began to break through, sending long rays of light on to the wet hillside, great yellow streaks against a black and purple sky.

         Clare found herself admiring the colours when Gavin pulled at her arm again. ‘The boulder!’ he exclaimed. ‘The boulder! Look at the boulder!’

         Clare examined the slope and saw the large boulder perched high on it. ‘Okay, I see it. So, what now?’

         Gavin began to hop up and down with impatience. ‘Look at it through the holes in the antler! Go on! Look!’

         Clare picked up the antler and peered through the three holes. For a moment she saw only the green and tawny hillside. Then she picked out the boulder, this time clearly seen in the sunlight and against the sky.

         She looked at it in turn through the three holes, then she dropped the piece of antler with a little exclamation of surprise. ‘It moved!’

         ‘I know,’ said Gavin. ‘It did that with me as well. It sort of trembled and shook, then moved sideways and back.’

         Clare tried again. ‘It might be that the three holes play tricks with the eyesight. Let’s have another look.’ She peered again, her brow frowning with concentration. ‘Good grief!’ she said. ‘It moved again! You try!’

         Gavin picked it up again and craned forward, taking his time and looking through each hole on its own, then once more together. He gave a little whistle. ‘There’s no doubt about it,’ he said. ‘The thing moves when you look at it through these holes. Let’s get the others to try it.’

         ‘Em … no,’ said Clare cautiously. ‘Let’s have a look at that chest first. There may be other things in the cellar. Then I think we should hold a conference about what to do.’

         Gavin nodded. He liked Clare’s conferences and the way she made brisk, firm plans. She loved passwords and badges and special ceremonies.

         They had had lots of adventures on other holidays they had taken together on a peak called Dumyat at the west end of the hills called the Ochils. There was also the time they protected a white stag that some evil men were trying to capture for a private zoo overseas.

         Clare, Michael, Mot and Gavin had formed a gang that they called the Clan.

         Clare walked over to Mot and Michael and gave both of them a friendly kick. She cut short their protests by saying: ‘Come on, you two, we’ve got major business to attend to.’

         The boys could see by her face and Gavin’s that something important had happened.

         ‘What’s up?’ asked Michael. ‘What’s the fuss about?’

         Mot chipped in: ‘Yes, what’s going on? I was at an exciting bit in my story.’

         ‘Never mind your stories,’ said Clare. ‘We may have a real adventure on our hands.

         ‘We’re going down to the cellar. Gavin’s found an old chest and an odd piece of deer antler, and there may be other things.’

         ‘What other things?’ asked Michael.

         ‘Yes,’ added Mot. ‘What’s so exciting about an old piece of deer antler? Where is it anyway?’

         Clare waved her hand. ‘Oh, come on!’ she said impatiently. ‘You’ll see in plenty of time. Gavin’s got the antler, but leave it be just now.’

         Gavin waved the piece of antler in the air, but before the boys could snatch it away, Clare stepped in. When she was in that mood, the boys always gave in. She was their leader.

         ‘The antler can wait,’ she stated. ‘There may be something else very odd in that cellar, and if there is, we’ve got to find out what it is.’

         She opened a door and paused at the top of a flight of steep steps going down into a dark, narrow passage. ‘Come on,’ she said. ‘Stop dawdling.’

         The boys trooped after her along the passage and she turned through a narrow doorway, stooping as she did so. The old farmhouse had been built on the foundations of another, even older building, and Clare’s Uncle Fergus had told her that it might have been a kind of castle long ago.

         She stopped and looked at the rough old walls. She had done that many times since they’d arrived there on holiday and Uncle Fergus had pointed the old cellar out to them when he took them around his new farm.

         The doorway was small and narrow, and there was a large stone above the door, a lintel stone Uncle Fergus had called it. Electrical wiring had been put into the house, but in the cellar it was dim. Light came from just one bulb in the corridor.

         Clare went into the small room, which was heaped high with old boxes, trunks and farm tools from long ago, spades and forks and pieces of old iron.

         ‘Which chest was it?’ she asked Gavin.

         ‘That one,’ he said. ‘In that alcove.’

         There was a stone hollow in one corner of the walls, which it was easy to miss in the half-dark because it was covered in dust and cobwebs. Clare peered at the corner and made out the lines of a leather chest. She poked it and clouds of dust went up. It seemed to be quite heavy.

         ‘Give me a hand,’ she said, and the boys helped to tug it out into the middle of the room.

         ‘The lid lifts up quite easily,’ said Gavin. ‘There were iron hooks or fastenings on the front, and when I pulled them up, the lid opened with no bother at all. I think it’s a wooden chest inside a leather covering.’

         Clare prodded it. The outside did seem hard. It seemed surprisingly big too, and it was heavy.

         ‘Was the deer antler the only thing in it?’ she asked Gavin.

         ‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Mind you, I only had a quick look because there was so much dust flying around.’

         Clare looked at the chest thoughtfully. It certainly looked very old and seemed to have been there for years.

         ‘Right!’ she said. ‘Let’s have another look.’

         She leaned forward and lifted the lid.
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            The Prophecy
      

         

         Clouds of dust filled the room and set the children coughing.

         ‘I can hardly see in here,’ spluttered Clare, putting her arms into the chest and slowly feeling her way around. ‘I can’t see or feel anything else … Wait a minute, though! There is something else here! Some kind of metal clasp or catch inside as well as outside.’

         She fiddled around inside while the boys looked on. They all began to feel slightly uneasy.

         ‘I’m not sure I like this,’ said Michael.

         ‘Me neither,’ agreed Mot.

         ‘Oh, don’t be such babies,’ said Clare. ‘If you don’t explore things, you find nothing. After all, Gavin found a piece of deer antler.’

         ‘What’s so important about that?’ asked Mot. ‘Just a silly old piece of antler.’

         ‘It’s anything but silly!’ retorted Clare. ‘You’ll see in a minute – won’t they, Gavin?’

         ‘Yes … sure,’ said Gavin, almost wishing at that point that he hadn’t opened the chest.

         ‘But what’s so special about the antler, Gavin?’ persisted Michael.

         Clare cut in again. ‘Don’t ask so many questions. Oh, I can’t see in here. Michael, go and get a torch. There’s something at the side of the chest. I can feel it, but I can’t see it.’

         Michael left the room and soon returned with a little head torch, the kind mountaineers use on the hills. It had a strap so it could be worn on the head, like a miner’s lamp. On the hills, this head torch allows the climber’s arms to remain free.

         He switched it on and a satisfying beam of light cut through the dust-filled air and showed the chest clearly.

         ‘That’s better!’ said Clare. ‘Shine the light inside the chest.’

         Michael leaned forward, and Gavin and Mot hovered on the fringes.

         ‘Ah!’ said Clare. ‘It’s some kind of hinge or catch. Just a minute and I’ll try to make it move.’ She grasped the little iron catch between her fingers, pushing it gently in all directions.

         Suddenly there was a little click and the bottom of the chest sprang up a little. Clare stood back and looked at it.

         ‘What is it?’ asked Michael.

         ‘Yes, come on, Clare, tell us what it is,’ said Mot. ‘Don’t leave us in the dark.’

         ‘Well, come closer and you won’t be in the dark,’ said Clare, and she gestured for the boys to come forward. ‘It’s got a false bottom or floor,’ she said. ‘Hold on a minute and I’ll try to lift it up.’

         She leaned over and got her fingers around the edge of what seemed to be a wooden board covered in thick leather or deerskin. She pulled it out and examined it. ‘Bring that torch nearer,’ she said. She tapped the board with her hand and more dust fell off and swirled around. Again they all began to cough.

         ‘Let’s get it out of here,’ she said, ‘and have a proper look at it.’

         ‘Good idea!’ said Michael. ‘Do you realise this means I’m going to have to wash twice in one day?’

         ‘Some days you don’t wash at all, or you wouldn’t if you could get away with it,’ retorted Clare. She took one end of the board and motioned to Gavin to take the other.

         ‘Shut the lid and put it back where it was, Mot,’ she added. ‘We’ll have a look at this upstairs in my room where there’s better light.’

         Mot obediently shut the lid, closed the iron clasps or hasps into their slots on the outside of the chest, and pushed it back into the alcove.

         Michael shoved some of the old boxes and trunks back against the wall so that the alcove was hidden.

         ‘We don’t want the grown-ups in on all this yet,’ he explained. ‘Let’s examine it in peace and quiet.’

         They trooped upstairs to Clare’s room, but it took all four of them to carry the board easily. It was heavier than it looked.

         Before going in, Clare called to her Aunt Elspeth that they would be down soon for lunch. Their uncle and aunt were quite unusual for grown-ups. They let Clare, Gavin, Michael and Mot spend their holidays on the farm, and gave them a lot of freedom to wander and explore. The children had great fun.

         Clare shut her bedroom door and they dumped the piece of wood on the floor. Gavin, Michael and Mot gathered round and they all gazed at it.

         ‘There’s a kind of stitching around the edge,’ Michael pointed out.

         ‘So there is,’ said Mot, examining it closely.

         Sure enough, the edges of what seemed to be deerskin were pinned together by large but neat stitches, using a kind of thick lace or thong as thread.

         Clare fingered them. ‘They’re very firm and tight,’ she said. ‘Whoever did that knew what they were doing. Take an end, Gavin, and we’ll turn it over. It’s quite heavy.’

         Gavin took hold of one end of the board and Clare took the other, then, just to get in on the act, Michael and Mot took one side and together they heaved it over.

         ‘One end is open,’ said Clare. ‘Look! It’s like the open end of a bag.’

         ‘So it is,’ said Gavin. ‘Grab an end, Clare, and I’ll try to slide the bag off the board.’

         They each took corners and tugged and pulled. More dust flew up until the wooden board began to emerge from the deerskin bag. It was brown and dark and clearly very old.

         ‘Look!’ said Mot, who was closest to that part of the board. ‘It’s got lettering on it.’

         ‘So it has,’ said Clare. ‘What next?’

         They pulled the deerskin bag totally off, placed it in a corner of the room and examined the board again. It was roughly about a metre long, 60 centimetres wide and about 8 centimetres thick, and although the surface was dusty, the bag had kept it free from most dirt. Clare went to her bedside table, grabbed some tissues and wiped at the board until some of the dust came off.

         The boys could make out some lettering, but not much. Clare had to wet the tisssues under the tap and scrub hard at the board before it all became clear.

         ‘It’s a poem,’ said Clare. ‘Look, it’s a whole lot of lines set out like a poem.’

         The boys examined it closely.

         ‘Or is it a wish of some kind?’ asked Gavin.

         ‘It might be a prophecy,’ said Michael. ‘It’s something special anyway, otherwise who would take the trouble to carve it out like that and then wrap it up?’

         Clare began to read the first line. It was carved in deep letters with little curves at the corners, some of which had broken off. She found herself hesitating every now and again because she couldn’t make out all the words.

         ‘You … must find … the … hidden spring … ’ she read and then stopped.

         ‘Go on, go on!’ said Michael excitedly. ‘Don’t stop.’

         ‘I can’t make it all out,’ said Clare, rubbing away at the letters with the tissues. ‘That’s better. We’ll need to be careful. This wood is starting to crumble.’

         She read the next line: ‘You must hear the harper sing … Well, what does that mean?’

         The boys looked puzzled.

         ‘Read the lot, all the way through,’ said Gavin, ‘then we can perhaps guess at it. It’s hard when you’re just doing bits of it.’

         ‘Okay,’ said Clare. ‘Here goes.’ Occasionally hesitating at some words because the wood had crumbled and continued to break up as she held the edge of it, she read:

         
            
               
                  You must find the hidden spring,
      

                  You must hear the harper sing,
      

                  You must hear the cuckoo call,
      

                  You must find the golden wall,
      

                  You must blow the magic horn,
      

                  You must find the maid forlorn,
      

                  You must climb the sacred hill,
      

                  You must see the dogs that kill,
      

                  You must seek the hidden tree,
      

                  Or lost forever you will be.
      

               

            

         

         She stopped at the end and a silence fell on them all. It all seemed eerie and fey and a little bit frightening.

         The boys said nothing, then Clare read it again, this time more slowly and clearly.

         ‘What do you make of that?’ she asked.

         ‘Dunno,’ said Michael. ‘It’s magic of some kind, I think, but I don’t know what. Perhaps it’s a magic rhyme.’

         ‘It has a kind of ring to it,’ said Clare, and read it for a third time while the boys listened.

         Gavin took a little notebook from his pocket and wrote the words down. He was a great believer in his notebooks.

         ‘Do you think it has anything to do with your antler, Gavin?’ she asked.

         ‘I don’t know,’ he replied.

         ‘Yes, and what about that antler?’ demanded Mot.

         ‘Yes, what about it?’ added Michael. ‘What have you two been up to, anyway? Why didn’t you tell us about it? What took you to the chest? There’s something been going on this morning, Clare. Why didn’t you and Gavin tell us about it?’

         Clare began to look annoyed, so Gavin said hurriedly: ‘It was me, Michael. I found a piece of antler in the chest and it has three holes cut in it. Something odd happened to me with it this morning, but I didn’t want to look a fool. I told Clare and then all of us went down to the cellar to look at the chest.’

         Mot chimed in: ‘But what’s so special about your antler?’

         ‘You’ll see,’ said Clare. ‘If you think this board is odd, wait until you see the boulder.’

         ‘What boulder?’ asked Mot in a tone of exasperation.

         ‘The one on the shoulder of Ben Ledi – the one you can see from the front window,’ said Gavin.

         ‘Oh, that one,’ said Michael. ‘Uncle Fergus told me about that. It’s just a boulder left by the glacier when the ice moved on. Grown-ups call it an erratic. Uncle Fergus said that people long ago believed that two giants had a contest and one of them flung the boulder there.’

         ‘Well, come and see,’ said Clare. ‘Gavin, bring your antler and we’ll show them what happens.’ She added, with a touch of seriousness in her voice, ‘Watch carefully – the boulder moves if you look at it.’

         Michael jeered: ‘A boulder that moves? Pull the other one!’

         ‘It does move!’ insisted Gavin. ‘It moved for Clare and me when we looked at it through the antler holes.’

         ‘I’ll bet!’ said Mot sarcastically. ‘Any minute now we’ll have flying deer and walking fish!’

         Clare stalked towards the door. ‘Leave the board here,’ she said. ‘Come on, you two. We’ll show you!’

         Gavin walked towards the door, carrying his piece of antler. He turned to Mot and Michael and said, with a slight catch in his voice, ‘It does move! You’ll see!’

      
   





3

The Storm



Gavin went over to the window and pointed outside. The sun was now shining brightly and the big boulder on the slopes of Ben Ledi sparkled in the light. ‘There it is!’ he said.

‘Well, what’s so special about it?’ asked Michael, gazing at the hillside.

‘Yes, what’s so special?’ said Mot, who had the habit of sounding like an echo.
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OPS/TOC.xhtml

    Contents


  

		Title


   		Copyright


   		Dedication


   		Publisher’s Note


   		Pronunciation Guide


   		1: The Moving Stone


   		2: The Prophecy


   		3: The Storm


   		4: Lost Forever


   		5: The Night of the Harp


   		6: The Grey Cloud


   		7: The Dark Men


   		8: The Magic Horn


   		9: The Fianne at War


   		10: The Magic Spring


   		11: The Golden Wall


   		12: The Journey


   		13: Deirdre-of-the-Sorrows


   		14: Howls in the Night


   		15: The Face of the Sun


   		16: Bride of the Spring


   		17: The Hidden Tree


   		18: Another Journey


   		19: The Watcher


   		20: The Magic Wood


   		21: The Sacred Fire


   		22: The Clan Returns


   		
THE CLAN SERIES BY RENNIE MCOWAN
      
      		BOOK ONE: LIGHT ON DUMYAT


         		BOOK TWO: THE WHITE STAG ADVENTURE


         		BOOK THREE: THE DAY THE MOUNTAIN MOVED


         		BOOK FOUR: JEWELS ON THE MOVE


      




   		About The Day the Mountain Moved


   		Notes





  


OPS/images/9788728590775_cover_epub.jpg
@RENNIE % @WAN

Ihe Clan

Series %E@M W
O d OUNTAJ[N

[X&Q\/ED








