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Disclaimer

Well we didn't think of the Highlander Universe, although we wish we had, and all the characters from the TV show belong to Rysher Entertainment and Panzer Davies. We're borrowing them without permission, but there is no copyright infringement intended. There is absolutely no profit being made from HFS, it's all just for fun, and everyone's enjoyment. (Although after all the pulling out of hair and nail biting some of us are wondering where the fun went)! [:-)]

The original characters belong to their respective authors, so if you like them so much you want to write about them, please ask ... beg ... plead with the people who created them. Most of us are sane ... sort of ... well we all volunteered for this project which has to say something about our mental health. We can guarantee that nobody bites!

The stories are available to download, and you can print them out and keep them, but please don't try and sell them or anything unscrupulous like that. Feel free to show them to your friends, make copies, but please don't put them up on any web pages unless you have express permission from the author. You can link to HFS as much as you like though [:-)] we crave publicity.

All actors are used without any permission. They were chosen because we admire and wanted to have them in our stories, but the cast lists only exist in our minds.
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Teaser

P-twang, flat, flat, sharp: Joe thought he was going to loose his mind.  She was a very beautiful young woman: slim, bright blue eyes, warm smile, long almost black hair which fell completely straight, but one place her talents did not lie was music.  

The sign had been outside the bar for a week now, announcing that the proprietor was looking for new talent to play in the evenings.  Joe’s last regular band had found a record deal and were off to bigger venues, hence he needed someone to fill their shoes.  He had thought asking all the musicians to turn up on the same day was a good idea, but he was becoming more and more sure that it was the worst decision he had ever made.  That there were so many young hopefuls in the immediate area had not entered the Watcher’s head, now he knew first hand.  The young lady sitting on the stage in blue jeans and a frilly white shirt, playing--a very broad term in this case--the acoustic guitar, sounded quite good compared to some of the acts that had passed through the bar that morning.

The rendition of some poor unsuspecting folk song was at least not as painful as the young man who had claimed to play the harmonica.  Now that had truly been something to make real musicians very afraid.  There were only two applicants left: the girl on stage, and a duo who’s instruments were a drum and a penny whistle.  There had only been one group through the bar that Joe would even consider employing, and then only if he *really* had to.

One more missed chord, or bad note and it would only be fair to put the people listening out of their misery.  There were only so many pregnant pauses as she tried to get her fingers in the right place, that Joe could take.  It wasn’t just the fact that it sounded bad, it was the abuse of the instrument.  His mind was just trying to formulate a tactful way of getting her to shut up, when the task was taken away from him.  The door literally slammed open and a somewhat threadbare young man filled the gap.

He was tall, somewhere around six feet, with mid brown straight hair that fell across his eyes slightly.  He was carrying two leather cases and a back pack which he took no time in depositing on the floor.  His clothes were sturdy and well worn, but he didn’t give the impression of a scruffy individual.  His entrance had caused complete silence, but this didn’t seem to bother him in the slightest.  In fact, the expression on his face didn’t seem to have even taken this into account.  His eyebrows were raised and he was looking directly at the young woman on the stage.

“Lass, you’re singing in the wrong key,” were the words that passed his lips in a lilting Irish accent.

�Part 1

The nameless young man strode further into the room, leaving his belongings where they lay, and only taking a casual note of anything but the young lady on stage. She looked totally shocked and the way her lip was beginning to quiver, it seemed that maybe the stranger had upset her delicate artistic balance. Joe was ready to stand up and defend her is any more remarks passed the young man’s lips, even if he had to lie through his teeth. The age of chivalry was anything but dead.

“Now there’s no need to look so upset,” the newcomer said brightly, and smiled, “it’s not as if I said you can’t sing. Anyone can sing, but lass, you really are singing in the wrong key.”

The woman didn’t look much happier, it was obvious she felt that her musical talents were being maligned.

“Play a C,” her critic said calmly, but in such a way that his subject didn’t try to protest. “Now sing it,” he instructed.

She did, it was a very nice C.

“Now play an A,” the Irishman continued, “and sing that.”

Again she complied, it sounded horrible.

“Great C, terrible A,” he pointed out, not that anyone needed that underlined, “it’s out of your range, lass. Now stick below a G and you have the voice of an angel, take it higher than that and you’re going to be disappointed.”

The explanation actually made sense, and now that Joe thought about it, he realised his interloper was right. The blues musician had just heard so many bad singers that morning that he had stopped listening. That didn’t, however, excuse the way she played her instrument, but then the stranger was about to address that issue.

“I’m willing to bet you haven’t been playing that guitar too long,” the Irishman said, “am I right?”

His subject nodded.

“Three weeks,” she replied quietly, “constantly.”

“Well you’re pretty good in that case,” the man replied with a bright smile, “but I’m thinking your playing is not too great for a new career.”

The grin he favoured her with was so cheerful that she couldn’t help but see the funny side, and she nodded with a smile of her own.

“What you need is some accompaniment,” were the newcomer’s next words, and he glanced at the only two other people clasping musical instruments. “Do you sing?” he asked the male drummer quickly, it was pretty obvious that the woman on the penny whistle couldn’t play and vocalise at the same time.

“Not usually,” the man replied, “we lost our vocalist a while back.”

A jubilant expression crossed the Irishman’s face.

“I don’t suppose you know many tunes in the alto range?” he suggested slowly, and a light dawned on three other faces.

“I think we might be able to find a few,” the drummer said eagerly as the idea appealed to him.

Five minutes later and Joe was sitting there in complete amazement as the trio played an old Irish folk song, which actually sounded very good. The young woman had a beautifully full voice when she remained in her correct range, and her mellow tones blended beautifully with the whistle and drum. When they finished, the bar owner was actually ready to offer them at least one spot. They weren’t great yet, but that would come with time. As far as the Watcher was concerned a miracle had just occurred.

The stranger had backed off as the threesome found it’s feet, and he was smiling happily as he found himself standing next to Joe.

“Gall Panurge,” he greeted as he realised where he was standing, “hope you didn’t mind me taking over.”

“Joe Dawson,” the silver haired man replied with a smile, “I own the place, and actually you have just done me a huge favour, as well as the world in general.”

The other man just grinned back, he had obviously enjoyed himself.

“So, what else do you do?” the Watcher enquired and glanced at the pile of cases near the door.

“Anything,” Gall returned lightly.

“No, I mean what instruments do you play?” Joe clarified and this time pointed at his companion’s collection.

“Anything,” was the same reply, and the self-confident smile was catching, the bar owner just laughed.

The current song came to an end, and it was time for Joe to put his professional hat on.

“Don’t go anywhere and we’ll see about that,” he said, pulling himself to his feet.

Gall just watched as the other man thanked the trio for coming and offered them a date for the next weekend. The new group left talking excitedly, pleased with themselves and happy with the world in general. When Joe turned back he caught a glimpse of a very enigmatic smile on the miracle worker’s face and something nagged at the back of his mind.

“Let’s see what you carry with you then,” the bar owner said cheerfully, putting the half thought to the back of his mind for later.

“Your wish is my command,” the Irishman responded with roguish charm, and moved to pick up his belongings.

Joe wasn’t quite expecting what happened next as the young man began to produce instruments from his bag, and various pockets. There was a penny whistle, pan pipes, two recorders, one soprano, one alto, a harmonica, a tambourine, a triangle, a wooden block, and even a gazoo. In the smaller of the two cases was a beautifully maintained flute, and when Gall opened the large leather container, Joe knew he was facing a real musician. Inside folds of red velvet sat the most beautiful small harp the blues player had ever seen. It was made of a dark, strong wood, and decorated with the most ornate metal decorations. The metallic designs did not look as if they were made of a precious metal, but they were exquisitely crafted, and very well cleaned.

“She’s the one instrument I’ll never part with,” there was a deep respect in the Irishman’s voice as he gazed at the harp.

Joe knew that feeling, and he allowed himself to observe it for a while, but that did not serve to prove Gall’s claim of being able to play anything. The silver haired bar owner gazed at the selection of instruments and decided that he had something that was likely to be difficult for the Irishman.

“I’ll be back in a minute,” he said with a smile on his face.

He came back shortly with his prize possession in his hands, and with the same reverence Gall showed towards his harp, Joe passed the other musician his electric guitar. The amp was in it’s usual place on the  stage and it didn’t take long to plug the instrument in.

“Any particular style?” Gall asked as he sat down and tested the strings.

“Blues,” was the Watcher’s immediate reply.

For a moment the strange brown haired man closed his eyes and put his head close to the instrument, as if somehow communicating with it. Then his eyes came up, his fingers moved to the strings and the first chord filled the room.

Joe believed Gall’s claim, as the room filled with his music, the bar owner *knew* that this man could pull a tune from anything. His playing was not full of virtuoso skill, this was not in his core instrument set, but it was still filled with such emotion. The chords could have called to the hardest heart, and as Joe listened he began to smile. He was going to like this individual.

�

“All beautiful ladies deserve a song,” Joe just sat there listening to Gall praise the merits of the fairer sex.

This man seemed to live his life to have fun and enjoy every last minute. His angle on women was extensive and very comprehensive, the Watcher was almost envious. There was a quick intelligence and sharp wit beneath the slightly rough exterior, Joe could see how the charm of this man worked on the ladies. Of course, the stunning blue eyes and the good looking face probably didn’t hinder him any. 

However, there was also something slightly odd about him that the silver haired man couldn’t pin down. It might have been the fact that, by his own admission, he had no home: he was a wanderer with no permanent place of residence. He had also admitted that he found the States fascinating, and had only been in the country for a few weeks. Then again he could be a complete nut who was just faking sanity and not doing a very good job.

“Don’t tell me that a handsome man as yourself hasn’t wooed the odd woman with a song,” Gall was grinning broadly, and this conversation was getting more risqué by the second.

Joe just laughed and refused to answer, picking up the coffee pot and offering his companion a refill instead.

“Thanks,” the Irishman returned lightly, and as he put his mug down, his expression changed.

Just for a second he lost the smile, and then he looked mildly surprised and turned towards the door. Joe followed his line of sight, and nearly dropped the coffee as he saw a wary looking Richie Ryan slowly walk through the door. The penny dropped, and the Watcher’s expression turned to one of complete astonishment. He covered it quickly, glad that Gall seemed to be more interested in the newly arrived Immortal than the look on his current companion’s face.

When the Irishman’s face broke out in a friendly smile and he stood up to greet Richie, Joe was actually expecting it, and now he realised why several signs of what usually indicated an Immortal were missing from the man in front of him. The Watcher was more than a little stunned and several ideas stacked up in his brain. He was absolutely sure that Gall posed no threat to Richie, but he wasn’t quite sure in the other direction, so he held on to his need to find a phone. It was difficult, certain urges were just about irresistible for Watchers, but Joe put himself in barman mode for the moment.

He couldn’t quite believe that he hadn’t put two and two together before. Yes the report had been a few weeks ago, but it wasn’t exactly a usual name this Immortal used, and his chosen profession was quite distinctive. Somehow, Joe had just never imagined that Gall was anything like the man before him. The Irish Immortal was a bit of a legend in Watcher circles, and there were set rules any who heard of him came to expect, and his presence in the bar broke quite a few of them. The universe ran with certain constants, one of Joe’s had just crumbled.

“Well this is a surprise,” the Irishman started talking to the other Immortal as if he’d known him for years, “Gall Panurge, so nice to see you.”

He stuck his hand out in greeting, and it was obvious that the newcomer wasn’t quite sure how to take him. After a moment’s thought Richie obviously decided to go with first impressions, and shook the other Immortal’s hand.

“Richie Ryan,” he said evenly, trying to gauge what hid behind the stranger’s bright features.

“I’m just passing through,” Gall elaborated on his situation cheerfully, “I was thinking of staying a few weeks.”

The stranger in town seemed to be trying to be as unthreatening as possible, and quite frankly, it was working. It was difficult to find the honest, smiling face a problem, in fact the opened eyed stare reminded Richie of a puppy in a pet shop window - he resisted the urge to reach out and pat the other Immortal on the head. The young Mr Ryan was confused by the other Immortal, but he did not look threatened. As Gall continued to chat away as if they were old friends, a bemused smile was beginning to form on the youthful features of the local Immortal. Confused was a state of mind that, while being inconvenient, was not dangerous. Joe saw the tension begin to leave his friend, and he took his chance to head for the back room ... as fast as his artificial legs would let him.

�

Joe barely managed to dial the correct number, there were so many thoughts falling over themselves in his head. He breathed a sigh of relief when an Irish voice answered the other end of the line.

“Patty,” he greeted rapidly, trying to put his brain in order, “your close up on Gall was premature.”

There was an excited little exclamation from the other end of the line. Gall was unusual in several ways, and the Watchers who observed him always became very fond of him. Patty was the latest in a long line of her family who had taken on the job.

“Oh thank God,” her tones sounded across the connection, “I couldn’t really believe he was dead. It’s just no one has seen him since Poole showed up. Who spotted him, was it one of Dale’s people.”

Joe paused, he knew his next words were going to be a shock.

“No,” the older Watcher said eventually, “it’s not one of your local network. In fact it’s no one in Ireland. He’s with me, Patty, in my bar.”

There was a stunned silence from the other half of the conversation.

“That’s impossible,” was the reply, the tone said there was no arguing with the point.

“I know,” Joe responded, “I’ve been talking to him for the last hour and I only realised who he was because Ryan came in. Trust me, Gall is in the States.”

“But he’s over two thousand years old and he’s *never* left Ireland,” Patty said with an incredulous catch in her voice. “He’s never even shown the remotest desire to see the world. What could have possessed him? The world is coming to an end, life as we know it is over.”

“You may be overreacting,” Joe commented quietly. “I just gave him a job,” he told his friend a little louder.

“I’m getting on a plane,” was the only response, and then the line went dead: it seemed Joe did not have much of a say in the matter.

“Oh god,” was the silvered haired man’s only comment.

�

Joe walked back into the other room to find that both Gall and Richie were sitting at the bar. There was an amused, kind of tolerant look on the younger Immortal’s face as he listened to the Irishman talk animatedly.

“I’d never been on a plane before,” the mellow tones just went on and on, “and the stewardess was so nice.”

Richie grinned at that, it wasn’t exactly a big surprise, and Gall’s expression said he knew this. The blond individual opened his mouth to comment, and for the hundredth time, found that he was too late. With Gall you got in while he paused, or you didn’t get in at all.

“I had no idea that mountains were so beautiful from the air,” there was no stopping Panurge when he was into his stride.

Joe slowly walked back to his place behind the bar, and just watched the pair for a while. Gall just really didn’t fit the idea he’d had in his head at all. The Watcher had never seen a picture of this Immortal, his wasn’t a chronicle that had held much attraction for the man who followed Duncan MacLeod. Legends just weren’t well worn Irishmen who couldn’t stop talking, it didn’t feel right. He hadn’t realised he was staring quite so hard until there was a pair of blue eyes on him, and there was actually a break in the conversation. It was at that moment he realised he must seem overly curious.

The two Immortals looked at each other and Richie smiled.

“He knows?” Gall asked.

“He knows,” the other returned with a nod.

“Makes the conversation easier I suppose,” was the only return comment.

Richie just laughed, the Irishman seemed to have been doing quite well without any help.

“And I thought I could talk,” he commented lightly.

It was difficult not to like Gall, he was just so personable.

“Well I’ve never talked anyone to death,” the older Immortal said brightly, “but I suppose it’s worth a try.”

Both other men decided that they’d rather not find out and stepped in whilst their companion took a breath.

“So what brings you to the area?” Richie made it in with a question first.

“Let’s just say there’s someone I’d rather not meet at home,” was the response, followed by a wry grin.

Joe immediately assumed that must be Poole, an Immortal who had gone after Gall only a few weeks ago. The old Immortal usually circumvented such problems, but it seemed that he’d chosen to leave this time. Whatever fit of insanity had caused him to do that was a mystery, but it was causing a nice hurricane in the Watchers. Within a couple of hours, half of the European network would know that the rock had grown legs, stood up and buggered off.

“I’ve had a couple of those,” the younger of the two patrons agreed cheerfully.

“I never realised how small Ireland could be,” the other Immortal continued, “so I decided to see a bit of the world. I grabbed my worldly possessions, picked a surname - I’ve never needed one before - and called a friend for some papers. It takes a remarkably large amount of rubbish to travel, doesn’t it.”

“I’ve always thought so,” Richie agreed. “So how old are you anyway?”

Gall’s forehead creased for a moment as he thought about that one, when an Immortal hit over a thousand it was sometimes hard to remember little details.

“Two thousand, three hundred and twenty two,” he said eventually, pleased with his recollection “at least that’s what I remember. I assume I’m not much older than that, but can’t say for sure - it’s irrelevant anyway since I don’t recall it.”

His companion was suitably impressed, and Joe made out he was surprised as well. It wouldn’t do to give the game away.

“You’re over two thousand years old and you’ve never been outside Ireland?” Richie needed confirmation that he had heard correctly.

Certain ideas caused rebellion in the young Immortal’s brain and the only way to silent the reaction was to make doubly sure he had his facts right. As far as Richie was concerned, Ireland would become a very small place in two thousand years, unpleasant confrontation, or no unpleasant confrontation.

“Never seemed much point before,” the other admitted with a grin. “I woke up without an inkling of who I was and this old chap names me Gall, gives me my harp and then leaves me to find my own way in life. Could have been considered a bit of a difficult start, but it suited me. Funny thing is, I knew I was Immortal, just not who I was. I assume he must have been a Celt, because my name means “stranger” in Gaelic. What a Celt was doing in Ireland two thousand years ago I don’t know, most of them didn’t arrive ‘till much later, but I think I’m the butt of a very old joke. I’ve been wandering around singing ever since, there was not a lot of reason to pack up and leave.”

“That is a very long time,” was the younger Immortal’s comment.

Joe decided to enter the conversation while his friend got over his awe.

“That harp is really that old?” if there was a chance to get first hand information about the instrument, he was going to take it.

There were legends about the harp, but no Watcher had ever been able to substantiate exactly where it came from, or if there had been more than one.

“Every last day,” Gall returned brightly, “I couldn’t ever part with her. I’ve lost count how many times she’s been restrung. I’ve always been able to play her and she’s more constant than any woman I’ve ever met.”

He picked up the leather case and opened it carefully. The instrument seemed almost part of him as he pulled it from it’s home: it was almost like watching an Immortal with their sword - there was something right about it.

“Her name’s Raven,” he said with a fond smile and displayed the moulded bird on the front of the harp, “and she sings as sweetly as the day I first played her.”

Richie knew workmanship when he saw it, and looking at the instrument was like looking at a Harley. Gall looked at his harp the same way Duncan looked at his katana - there was history there.

�

The music floated around the room. It wasn’t often a blues bar heard Irish music, but this one felt itself privileged to do so. There were a good few people in that evening, but there was no other sound. Every single patron, including the three large, tattooed truckers in the corner, were sitting there in various states of enrapture. Had anyone in the room been capable of cognitive processes, they might have been unnerved by the complete blankness on some faces. Since everyone was in the same boat, however, they were all just catatonic together. Waitresses were standing in the middle of the room where they had been when the music started, the drinks on their trays forgotten as they listened. Even Joe was standing there with a glass in one hand, a cleaning rag in the other, doing nothing to bring the two together. He like everyone else was living the song Gall was singing.

Richie sat at one of the back tables, the beer in front of him forgotten, as images passed through his mind. Like a true bard, Gall was singing a ballad, and his words brought the plight of a young milkmaid and her noble suitor to life. The younger Immortal’s mind personified the people as Angie and Fitz, not a perfect match, but that didn’t matter. When they were torn from each other, every heart beat faster; when they refound their love, smiles danced on most faces. It was as if the words were alive.

The music finally drew to a close and there was absolute silence. Nobody moved a muscle, they just, sat/stood there in complete amazement. It was an incredible tableau, and it took a distant police siren to break it. The noise of reality filtered in and the room broke into rapturous applause. Joe only just caught himself as he almost severely damaged his hand by trying to clap while still holding the glass. Richie like many of the others was on his feet, demanding more.

�

The bottle was almost empty as Richie looked at it, and he really couldn’t remember helping drink all of it. They were going to need another one at this rate and the evening wasn’t half over.

“Oh there was this one lass from Cork,” Gall had launched into yet another tale, and with him, it probably wasn’t tall either.

The pair had been swapping stories and laughs since the musician had finished an encore an hour or so previously. Several people had bought Gall drinks, *and* he had helped consume a fair amount of the whiskey Richie had purchased. Both Immortals were well on their way to drunk, and the Irishman was ahead in the race.

“She had this thing about dogs,” the older Immortal continued glibly, “had three of them, went everywhere with her. Now there’s not that much room in an 18th century single bed, especially when there are two people and three dogs sharing. That was one night of my life I have no wish to repeat, ever. Ended up being bitten by one of the mutts, and you’ll have to get me a lot drunker if you want to know where.”

That brought a loud laugh from his companion, and the king of the one liner tried to think of a response. He was, however, interrupted by the peculiar prickling at the back of his eyes that signalled the pair would no longer be the only Immortals in the establishment. Both somewhat happy individuals glanced at the door together. Richie grinned as MacLeod walked in, closely followed by a familiar face that hadn’t been seen in a while. Amanda looked stunning as ever.

“Don’t worry, you’re gonna like these two,” the blond Immortal said merrily, “well one of them anyway.”

This was going to be fun. He grinned and waved as his friends scanned the room for the Immortal or Immortals they had felt. The Highlander’s eyebrows rose a little at the state of his young friend, but Amanda waved back and headed over. MacLeod pertinently walked towards the bar.

“Hi Joe,” he greeted cordially.

“Good evening, Highlander,” the Watcher returned with a bright smile - he was in a good mood, “what can I get you?”

“A beer and a cognac,” was the calm reply. “Who’s Richie’s new friend?”

The bartender collected the drinks before he answered.

“A special guest from Ireland,” the Watcher replied lightly, “his name’s Gall, and he’s about as small a threat as any Immortal can be. He’s a musician, and I’ve hired him while he’s in town.”

“Would you care to elaborate?” the careful Scotsman inquired.

“Relax, MacLeod,” Joe said with a smile, “he’s over two thousand years old and he’s never taken a head, I doubt he’s about to start now.”

That stopped Duncan cold, there wasn’t a lot he could say to that.

“Are you sure?” he asked slowly.

“We’ve had people on him for fifteen hundred years,” the Watcher admitted, “and before that some of his friends kept records. There are enough legends surrounding his first appearance to keep an historian busy for weeks, and every source is very definite about him. As far as we can research back, he is not a killer.”

There was a look on the Highlander’s face that said he couldn’t quite believe that, but then again, Darius had been a man of peace. The major difference was of course that Darius had lived on holy ground. Gall was not in a church, and he certainly didn’t appear to be a monk.

“He doesn’t exactly look like the hiding type,” was the comment his train of thought drew out of him.

“Oh, he doesn’t hide,” Joe provided helpfully, “he talks his way out of confrontations. He has a unique gift, he can make people live his words, believe me, it’s an incredible experience. It’s also distracting, and his enemies usually think better of pursuing him eventually. He’s a good guy, Mac, trust me.”

Duncan threw a glance over his shoulder, and when he looked back at the barman he didn’t look happy.

“Well, he appears to be molesting my date,” he said evenly, “do excuse me.”

Amanda was sitting on Gall’s lap, giggling like a school girl. She had her arms draped around his neck and she’d stolen his glass - not much of a surprise action for the female Immortal. As MacLeod came to a stop beside the table, she batted her eyes at him innocently.

“Good evening,” the Highlander said with a less than friendly air about him.

“Mac, this is Gall,” Richie introduced cheerfully, “we’ve been having a drink together.”

“I can see that,” was the terse response.

A look passed between Amanda and Gall, and she grinned, but shortly after that she un-entwined herself from his person and stood up.

“Is that for me?” she asked sweetly and took the cognac from MacLeod’s hand. “Thank you, sweetie.”

Feminine wiles firmly in place she kissed him on the cheek and pressed up against him just right.

“It’s so nice to meet new people,” she continued brightly and graced the whole party with a killer smile. “We weren’t in a hurry, were we?”

Hook, line and sinker, Duncan couldn’t get away from this one.

�

Amanda and Gall had taken to swapping memories of Ireland from about seven hundred years ago, and Richie was enjoying the conversation enormously. The pair were not exactly the innocent type and their stories verged on the blue at times. Why exactly the female Immortal had been in Ireland was not clear, but it definitely had something to do with a large ruby, a good looking gentleman, *and* a horse. The only one who didn’t appear to be enjoying himself was Duncan. The fact that Amanda and Gall were flirting horribly was getting on his nerves, and he wasn’t great at hiding it.

“You actually burnt down his house?” Gall found Amanda absolutely fascinating.

She was stunningly beautiful of course, but he found her interesting as well, not that he had any intention of following through the comments they sent each other. This was a game, and he knew that the woman was far too attached to Duncan MacLeod to allow anything to happen.

“Well he refused to pay me,” Amanda said with indignation. “How’s a girl supposed to earn a dishonest living if her accomplices won’t pay up?”

She really pouted well when she wanted to make a point, and Gall had to kick his fogged brain away from the contemplation of her mouth. It really wouldn’t make this visit much fun if he threw himself at her in a fit of passion and found an angry Scotsman in the way.

There were still quite a few people around, but a large group had just stood up and were headed for the door. It opened just before they reached it, but whoever had entered was obscured by bodies.

“Excuse me,” an light Irish voice asked, obviously a little indignant at her way being blocked by several large men.

The sea of leather jackets parted for the newcomer, and Richie found his attention drawn away from his table.

“Wow,” he said with the honesty of someone who’d had a skin full, “now she *is* a sight for sore eyes.”

The young lady in question had long red hair, a perfect complexion, and she was incredibly beautiful. Richie turned to Gall to gauge the opinion of a man well versed in the female of the species, and found to his surprise that his friend was no longer in his seat. It took a moment for his alcohol fogged brain to figure out where to look for him. Very slowly the happy Immortal peered under the table. Gall stared back at him.

“I am *not* here,” he said in a loud whisper.

�Part 2

The beautiful young woman walked up to the bar, and hence, Joe was the first person to notice that she was in the family way. The bump was relatively small and could have easily been missed, but the way she rubbed the base of her spine told the Watcher all he needed to know. This man knew a pregnant woman when he saw one.

“Good evening,” he said cheerfully, “how may I help you.”

“I’m looking for someone,” she returned and sat down on a stool, gratefully, “and I’d kill for a coffee.”

“Well the coffee I can help with,” the bar owner responded, and turned to where he had just made a fresh pot, “but I’m not sure about the other part.”

She smiled when he handed her the cup, and pulled a purse from her jacket.

“On the house,” was the rapid phrase from Joe, “I’m not likely to sell any more tonight anyway.”

“Thank you,” was the genuine reply, “Cressida MacLean.”

“Joe Dawson,” the silver haired man replied.

The look that crossed her face as she took a sip of the hot liquid was one of pure pleasure. It was as she was savouring the taste that Joe noticed Richie waving at him madly, and shaking his head. It was bizarre behaviour, even for an Immortal, come to think of it, even for that *particular* Immortal.

“You’d know the person I’m looking for if you met him,” the young woman continued the conversation, unaware that the bartender was distracted, “he’s Irish like me, name’s Gall. He carries a harp around with him all the time, and several other instruments as well. I saw your advertisement in the local paper and thought he might have come here for your auditions.”

The penny dropped in Joe’s mind as the mad signalling, the absence of any visible sign of the Irishman, and the enquiry added up in his mind. His smile slipped a little. The fact that Duncan seemed to be grinning broadly suddenly, also made sense.

Clear, honest eyes looked at the Watcher, a question in them, and he felt about three inches tall.

“I’m sure I’d remember him,” he said non-comitally, “but there wasn’t a Gall on my list.”

That much was true - the Irishman had arrived long after Joe had made up the list of those attending, but technicalities didn’t make him feel much better.

“May I ask why you’re looking for him?” he tried to divert the conversation.

“Personal reasons,” the young woman said calmly, and did not elaborate.

She went back to her coffee for a while, seemingly satisfied that Gall had not been here.

“I’m staying in town for a few days,” she said suddenly, just when the Watcher thought he was off the hook. “This is the type of place he’d visit. If I give you my address, would you call me if he shows up?”

“Of course,” what else could Joe say.

He had to move away to serve someone else as she started writing on a serviette, and by the time he came back she was headed for the door.

“Have a good evening,” he called after her.

“All I want is a comfortable bed,” was the quick, humorous reply.

Joe picked up the number, and glaring at his Immortal friends walked over to their table.

“She’s gone,” he said coldly, “you can come out now.”

Gall crawled out from under the table looking very sheepish, he just about made it back onto his chair.

“Would you care to explain why I just lied to a beautiful young woman?” the Watcher asked pointedly.

He felt like a total cad.

“She is beautiful, isn’t she,” the Immortal said a little dreamily, and then snapped back to reality, “Cressie thinks I’m the father of her child.”

“I take it she didn’t accept the “I can’t have children” line,” Duncan said very unsympathetically.

It was time for revenge and the Highlander was in no mood to be merciful.

“Like talking to a mountain,” the Irishman replied unhappily, “totally unmoved by the entire explanation.  I spent two hours lamenting our races childless predicament ... it was a masterpiece, didn’t even hint about Immortality, but was beautifully poignant, and not even a flicker of belief. She has it in her head that I’m the father, and nothing will dissuade her. The Emerald Isle does not have enough bolt holes when you have a vixen on your heels.”

“You left Ireland because of her?” Joe may have given away that he knew a little more than he should have with the comment, but he couldn’t help it.

His new employee did not look happy.

“She’s a very determined woman,” was what he said. “If she finds out I’m here, I’ll have to leave again.”

The look on MacLeod’s face said that might be a very good idea, and his smile broadened.

“You seem to have quite a problem,” was what he said and decided it was time he and Amanda were leaving. “Well it’s getting late,” he made his bid at an exit line, “we should be going. Sleep well, everyone.”

Joe moved back to the bar and Amanda pecked both Richie and Gall on the cheek to say goodbye. There was sympathy in her farewell gaze at the Irishman, but there wasn’t exactly a lot she could do.

“That’s really a bummer,” Richie commented as the two were left alone. “How long have you known her?”

“I helped deliver her,” was the surprising reply.

It took a while for Richie’s brain to catch up with that, the concept was rather complex for his muddled mind.

“But then doesn’t she know you’re Immortal?” he asked slowly.

“No,” the other returned, “she thinks I’m my son, if you see what I mean. Her parents knew what I was, but they died earlier this year in a car accident. That’s how I met Cressie again, I went to their funeral. The last time I saw her, she was four years old.”

He picked up the bottle with a very deliberate action.

“I was only trying to comfort her, and things sort of got out of hand,” he confided in his new friend. “Then I stayed a few weeks to help out. I do care for her, Richie, it’s just I’m not the settling down type. I live on the road, always have. I moved on like I always do, and when I passed back that way, there she is declaring the child’s mine. I tried to explain, then I ran, then I left the country.”

“Persistent woman,” the other Immortal sympathised and put forward his glass as Gall began to pour himself a drink.

�

The door to the elevator met the floor with a distinct crack, and Amanda hid her smile as Duncan stalked into the loft. As far as she was concerned, he had been enjoying Gall’s problems a little too much, and so she had spent the entire journey home talking about the troubled Irishman. The Highlander was now sulking, and he never had been good at hiding that particular trait. He was still glaring at the world like an annoyed alley cat when he slammed through into the bathroom. For her part, Amanda peeled off her tight fitting outfit and slipped on a robe. She was really enjoying herself, torturing Duncan was so much fun. The female Immortal even managed to drop a comment about the evening as she entered the bathroom as her lover exited.

Everything was fine, until she wandered back into the loft and saw the way Duncan was laying on the bed. He had pulled the covers up round his neck, and was facing away from the centre of the divan - this was a bad sign. The Scotsman often sulked, although he would never admit to it, but the cold shoulder routine meant that Amanda had gone a little too far. If she wanted any fun tonight, she was going to have to patch things up a little.

She crawled onto the covers and sidled over to him slowly, he did not react. Leaning on one arm she looked over his shoulder to where he had his eyes tight shut.

“Duncan,” the woman said in her most sensual voice, “are you upset with me?”

It was a beautiful impression of total innocence.

“No,” was the reply after a moment’s silence, “I’m just tired.”

“Oh,” she tried to sound *very* disappointed, and there was still no reaction - this was worse than she had thought.

There were certain situations that Amanda hated, and she was now faced with one - she might actually have to apologise! Surely, there had to be other alternatives.

“She really was a pretty young thing, wasn’t she,” diverting his attention might work.

Duncan was *really* trying to ignore his lover, but when it came to offering his opinion he couldn’t keep quiet long.

“Yes, she was,” he replied eventually, and actually rolled over. “Why?”

“Oh, I was just wondering why he’s running away,” the woman said honestly, “it’s not as if she’s like the back end of a bus.”

“He’s been accused of something he didn’t do,” the Highlander, surprisingly, found himself explaining Gall’s problem, “and you’ll probably find it frightens him.”

A thoughtful look crossed Amanda’s face as she thought about that.

“You sound as if you know from experience,” she said slowly, a slow smile playing across her lips.

“I do,” Duncan admitted as he remembered, “it must have been about one hundred and fifty years ago now.”

�

“Look, Abigail, will you just explain to your father that I can’t be the father of your child,” the sound of Duncan’s voice was somewhat desperate.

It probably had something to do with the fact that there were several armed men outside the door, and they had wedding plans. The young woman in front of the Highlander just looked up at him with big open eyes - eyes that were forming tears.

“I swear to you, I cannot father a child,” the Scot tried another tack, “it has to be someone else’s.”

The flood gates were going to open any second--this girl was good--she wanted Duncan for a husband. He should have known the moment he set eyes on her that she’d be trouble, but when had a man in lust ever thought with his head.

Duncan was about to try again when the door smashed inwards, and the large figure of the angry father stormed in.

“I’ve fetched the minister,” he said coldly, “and now you’ll make an honest woman of her.”

“But it’s not my child,” MacLeod protested, which was the wrong thing to say.

The thunder clouds that gathered around the other man’s head were not friendly.

“Are you suggesting that my Abby has slept around?” the words were very carefully pronounced, there was only one answer to that question.

“No,” the Scotsman said with defeat in his voice.

The number of muskets pointed at the young couple as they were taken from the storehouse to the shed did not make Duncan feel very safe. He did not want to marry a woman who had not even been faithful to him in their short relationship. The real father could have been any of the eyes watching the procession from behind closed doors. There was only one thing to do, make a break for it.

It was not the best thought out plan in the world, but the prospective wedding was taking up most of Duncan’s mind. He slowed slightly and let the smallest of Abigail’s brothers catch up. A well placed elbow in the face sent the young man reeling backwards and with a desperate burst of speed the Scotsman was on his way to where he had left his horse. These people were farmers, they weren’t exactly expecting a show of resistance, so it took them a while to react. Duncan had just about made it into the saddle when the first shot went off. He felt the pain, he tried to sit down, and he couldn’t believe his bad luck. There were two choices, climb off, let someone attend to his injury and end up married, or ride which buckshot in his behind.

The last that homestead saw of Duncan MacLeod, was a man trying to ride a horse without sitting down.

�

The lovers were grinning at each other, after all even the victim had to eventually find the idea of being shot in the rear, funny. Amanda had discarded her robe and was snuggled up beside MacLeod in the bed as he finished the story.

“I can’t see Gall having the same problem,” was the quite innocent comment Amanda came up with.

It was not the right thing to say, Duncan turned over once more, and the female Immortal cursed herself. There was one last thing she could try before actually apologising. With athletic grace she slipped from between the covers, and wandered over to where she had left her bags, earlier that day. When she found what she was looking for she turned back to the bed and had to smile. Out of the corner of her eye she spotted Duncan turning his head back to the other direction. After all, she was standing there stark naked, and he may have been sulking, but he was still a man.

She meandered back to the bed, and crawling onto it, placed the object in her hand in front of her lover’s face. With a small frown, the Highlander managed to focus on what turned out to be a book. From the look of the front cover it was a romance novel of some description, and for the life of him, MacLeod couldn’t figure out why Amanda was showing it to him. It was possible that it had some interesting scene somewhere that she wanted to try, but she usually just came out and told him about those urges.

“What is this?” he asked carefully.

“Just look at it, Duncan,” was the reply he received, and he had to sit up to look at the volume. “The author,” Amanda finally prompted when it looked as if the other Immortal was going to take all night.

“Emily Ryan,” the Highlander read quickly, and a second or so later, the significance of the name hit him.

His logical mind immediately dismissed the idea that jumped into his head, the Emily Ryan of significance to Richie was long since dead.

“So?” he enquired.

“Read the dedication,” Amanda sat there, her grin doing nothing to hide the fact that she was not trying to cover herself up at all.

With a wondering glance he opened the first page, and then he knew why his companion was getting at. The dedication was two words: For Tessa.

“Richie,” MacLeod said with total certainty, “Richie wrote this. No wonder he won’t let anyone see that damn computer.”

Amanda looked totally jubilant.

“Well when you rang me the other day to see if I had taken Richie into anything illegal it got me to thinking,” she said with a grin, “and then I saw this at number 3 in the romance charts. The name rang a bell so I picked it up, and lo and behold, the dedication. I rang the publishing company and asked for an interview with their new author, and were they ever cagey about it.”

For a moment or so, Duncan looked relieved, he had been quite worried about Richie’s source of funds. Slowly, however, a sly grin began to form on his features.

“This could be fun,” he said mischievously.

Amanda took the opportunity to move a little closer.

“He’s quite eloquent when it comes to ... ah ... relationships,” she purred in the Highlander’s ear, “want me to show you one of his more interesting chapters?”

�

Joe heard the door open, and turned from where he was cleaning up the bar.

“Seen any angels lately?” a cheerful voice asked lightly.

Methos was looking as grad-studentish as ever, and the smile on his face said he was in a very good mood.

“None that I’d admit to,” Joe responded in the same vein. “What are you doing here, I thought you were staying in Paris for a while.”

“Oh, I was lonesome,” the other replied with a laugh, “you know me, I just can’t stay away from you and MacLeod for very long.”

The Watcher just laughed and walked round behind the bar.

“Want a coffee?” he asked as the smell of the fresh pot reminded him that he’d put it on a few minutes ago.

“I’d prefer a beer,” was the unsurprising response.

“Coming right up,” his friend said in his most efficient voice.

With only a moments delay, one coffee and one bottle of beer appeared on the counter, and Methos sat himself down on a stool.

“Something you should know,” Joe told his companion before touching his drink, “there’s a new Immortal in town at the moment. His name’s Gall and I’ve employed him here, so if you want to avoid him I’d stay away.”

A slight frown clouded the other’s features for a second, he wasn’t fond of meeting his own kind.

“Any threat,” he asked calmly.

“None,” his friend told him with a very definite sound in his voice, “he’s not the head hunting type. The Watchers have records on him that go back to his first appearance, just over twenty three hundred years ago, and he’s never taken a challenge or carried a sword.”

“What does he do with his time,” was all the Immortal responded and concentrated on his beer.

Methos usually had his reasons for being wherever he chose to be, but Joe was not going to push him if he wasn’t telling. The barman figured that he’d only end up going in exactly the direction his friend wanted anyway.

“We’ll see how it goes,” the ancient Immortal said in a most uncharacteristic manner, “I’m in a gregarious mood.”

Joe just lifted his eyebrows and drank his coffee.

�

The taxi stopped in front of Joe’s bar, and let out two rather sorry looking Immortals. They were very cheerful, but neither one of them would have denied they had seen better mornings.

“Next time I try and out drink you,” Richie said as the cab sped away, “remind me that it bad for my, cool, sophisticated image.”

Gall gave him a look that said “yeah, right” .

“Only if you make sure I don’t decide to drown my sorrows with an *entire* bottle of whiskey,” was the light response. “How did we get to your place last night.”

Both men had fallen out of Joe’s bar the previous evening, very drunk, and almost incapable of telling which way was up, let alone getting themselves anywhere. In the end they had made it to Richie’s apartment and Gall had spent the night sprawled on the couch. Somehow he still had his harp, both Immortal’s assumed that the rest of his worldly belongings were still in the bar. The younger of the two had his laptop over one shoulder and had come to pick up his bike.

They both headed into the building to say good morning, and also to ask Joe if they’d done anything the previous evening, they should remember. Even Immortal memories gave up in the face of a horrendous amount of alcohol. The pair paused slightly as they felt the presence of another Immortal, but that wasn’t going to stop them going in.

“Well if it isn’t Batman and Robin,” Joe greeted the pair, and they began to think there was something they should know.

“Morning,” Richie responded brightly, “Hi, M-Adam,” the young Immortal caught himself just in time.

The expression on Methos’ face had helped him to remember that the ancient man might not like his name bandied around. Normally the ex-Watcher’s features remained neutral, no matter what was going on inside his head, but the only way to describe the look on his face, was open hostility. Gall decided to try and break the cold air in the room that had descended like a freezer from the thirtieth floor.

“Ah, hi,” he greeted cheerfully, “I’m Gall, no sword, I promise.”

He was employing the same puppy dog expression which had won over Richie, and it seemed to cause Methos some consternation. The pair locked eyes for a moment, and the strangest look went across the older Immortal’s face. He appeared undecided for a moment, and finally picked up the bag he had brought with him.

“I’ll see you sometime, Joe,” he said evenly, “Richie.”

Then he walked passed the two newcomers and out the door without another word.

“Guess he didn’t like me very much,” Gall said with a surprised little expression on his face.

“Maybe he’s not a fan of folk music,” was Richie’s only input.

�

There was the sound of a bag hitting pavement from outside the door.

“I’m terribly sorry,” said a lilting Irish voice.

No one heard the reply that Methos gave because Gall reacted like a scared rabbit. The look that came over his face was complete fear, and nothing could have come between him and the back door. In his haste he nearly took two chairs and a table with him, but he did manage to disappear just as Cressida walked through the front door.

Richie took one glance at the expression on her face and decided that his friend might have had the right idea. If there had been open moorlands, thick fog, and a wailing banshee, Cressida would have fit right in. If this woman could inspire fear in a two thousand year old man, who was he, at twenty something to argue.

“See you later,” the young Immortal said and headed out the front door.

Joe felt very alone under the gaze that settled on him, bizarrely the newcomer suddenly smiled.

“I hear you have a new musician working for you,” she said sweetly, “an Irish bard.”

The Watcher figured he knew how prisoners of the Gestapo had felt.

“Sings like an angel by all accounts,” Cressie did not wait for an answer. “It’s all over town, you should get a lot of business out of him, that’s if he doesn’t run out on you.”

That did it, now the barman felt like a complete heel, *and* he was being intimidated. This was completely ridiculous.

“You just missed him,” lying was just not on the cards.

“Where’d he go?” the Irish woman enquired, well aware she had Joe in the palm of her hand.

“I don’t know,” at least he didn’t have that dilemma.

“Will he be back?” she was not pulling any punches.

“Most likely,” was the open reply.

The pair looked at each other a moment, an un-asked question in the air.

Take a seat,” the Watcher said eventually, “would you like a coffee?”

�

“He looks *so* depressed,” Amanda commented as she, Duncan and Richie stood in the dojo looking at their new friend through the glass of the office.

“He thinks he has to leave,” Richie told her, “and he seems to like it here.”

“Poor thing,” was the woman’s response.

MacLeod had had just about enough of the sympathy.

“Did you have to bring him here?” he asked trying not to sound over the top about the situation.

“Well you’re the Great White Problem Solver,” his one time pupil shot back, “I thought if anyone could think of a way out, you could. Besides which, Joe might crack and tell Cressida that Gall spent the night at my place, and where it is.”

There were drawbacks to being a boy scout, Duncan suddenly found the major one. Then again, if Richie was going to dump the Irishman at his doorstep, he was not going to get away scot free. The Highlander eyed the laptop his young friend still had hung over his shoulder.

“Thinking of doing some work while you’re here?” he asked pointedly.

“No,” Richie replied, as usual he was not going to open the portable with anyone around, “I was just headed out when our little problem arose.”

“Oh, so you’re not going to be typing then?” Duncan was going to make him squirm.

“No illicit deals,” Amanda joined in, and put a hand on he young friend’s shoulder.

“Drug dealing,” MacLeod continued, “fencing, bank robbery?”

Richie’s eyes narrowed and he looked at both of them.

“Modern day robin hood,” Duncan played his trump card, and his protégé’s face fell - one of the main characters, by the name of Charles, was a hot shot businessman ... with a difference.

With a free hand the Highlander pulled the book out of his back pocket, where he had put it when he realised Richie had arrived. The expression on the young man’s face was somewhere between horror and defeat. He glared at Amanda, knowing full well who must have made the connection.

“You betrayed me,” was all he said.

Duncan grinned triumphantly.

“Romance novels,” he said slowly, “Richie Ryan, novelist of the moment, or should I say Emily.”

“It was at number three,” Amanda chimed in with perfect timing.

“It was a joke, okay,” Richie tried to dig himself out of the hole, “and then they offered to pay me large amounts of money, so I said yes.”

The Highlander was enjoying himself far too much to let his young friend off the hook that easily.

“Some joke,” he commented calmly, “he ran his hand down her ...”

“MacLeod!” the young Immortal sounded desperate, it was one thing to write such things, another to have them quoted back at you.

He’d gone such a lovely pink colour, and Amanda ruffled his hair playfully.

“Been paying attention by the sound of things,” she said without any sign of remorse.

Richie had a sinking feeling.

�

Duncan had been torturing Richie for about five minutes and Amanda had lost interest. She wandered into the office to see Gall.

“Hi,” she said with a sympathetic smile, “anything I can do.”

“Not unless you can turn back time,” was the slightly melodramatic reply.

“Haven’t discovered that talent yet,” Amanda returned lightly, “but it can’t be that bad.”

The look that Gall gave her said that it could. The big wide open eyes, the expressive mouth down at the corners, the little boy left out of the team expression, all added up to quite an effect. The mothering instinct was not something that usually came to Amanda where men were concerned, but at that moment she had to squash the desire to hug her companion. Apart from the fact that Gall might get the wrong idea, Duncan would probably throw a hissy fit.

“Tell me about her,” the female Immortal said suddenly, “maybe I’ll think of something.”

The Irishman looked dubious, but then again what did he have to loose. His life history seemed to be public knowledge, so Cressida’s might as well be too.

“She’s the most bewitching creature on the face of the planet,” he began, leaning on the desk and conjuring a picture of her in his mind, “and the most contrary. She was the same when she was small, always into everything and after her own way. The only person who could get her to do anything she didn’t want to was her father, Liam, and since he passed she’s gone wild.”

He smiled as his memory took him back in time.

“She was born on a night that suits her nature,” he explained quietly, and although he didn’t realise it, his voice had taken on the sing-song quality that trapped people like a snare, “the storm howled like a mad thing all over the valley. I was staying with Liam and Wade on a short visit, and the thunder gave the lovely woman such a start that little Cressie decided to come a week early. Over two thousand years on this earth and it was the first time I’d seen a babe born. She was such a little thing, with this shock of red hair that curled around her face. It was amazing, she didn’t cry much, just laughed. By the time we could actually get her and Wade to the hospital it was morning, but the doctor gave them a clean bill of health. I stayed close for a few years, watching them all and being part of their family, but the wander lust eventually took me away.”

Amanda was sitting there glassy eyed, listening to every word with a small smile on her face.

“Then there she was, so many years later, and I couldn’t resist her,” Gall continued, oblivious to the effect he was having on his audience of one. “She was so regal, even in grief, a princess amongst the rabble. I only went back to the house to talk, but then she started asking awkward questions and I didn’t want to lie to her. Somehow I ended up kissing her. She’s so soft to hold, but with a strength that’s impossible to break.”

He’d wandered off into his own little world, and he’d dragged Amanda right along with him, but his words dried up as he became lost in recollection. His companion had been perched on the back of a chair, but as Gall’s voice stopped she came back to herself and managed to overbalance. There was a very unladylike noise as she caught herself on the table, and the Irishman snapped back to reality.

“Oh god, I’m sorry,” he apologised immediately, “I didn’t mean to do that.”

Amanda immediately sent him a smile of reassurance, even though she didn’t really feel like it.

“That’s okay,” she told him lightly, “happens all the time.”

She didn’t realise what she had said until she was the other side of the door, and when she turned back to rectify the strangely hurried exit Gall wasn’t looking at her anymore. In fact, he just looked even more depressed.

“Nice one, Amanda,” the woman said to herself, “you’ve done it again.”

Duncan was still torturing Richie as she wafted by them.

“You wouldn’t tell Methos,” was what the younger Immortal was saying, “no, you wouldn’t ... would you?”

“Bye boys,” was the last they heard of their female associate, “I’ll be back soon,” and then she disappeared out the door.

That actually stopped the bickering that was going on, and the pair looked at each other.

“Where’s she going in such a hurry?” Richie asked suspiciously.

“I don’t know,” Duncan responded slowly, and the expression on either face said this was not good.

“Maybe you should go with her,” the younger of the two suggested.

There was the sound of an engine, and MacLeod just looked to heaven.

“Too late,” the Highlander concluded regretfully, “she took the car.”

They both looked towards where Gall was sitting and prayed.

�

Joe looked like a man doing his best to be invisible as Amanda walked into the bar, and she waved at him. Panic crossed the owners features as the Immortal smiled and headed straight towards the only patron in the place. If he’d been a bit faster on his legs, the Watcher might have been able to get between the thief and her destination, but as it was he was just too slow.

“Good morning,” he heard Amanda say, and then he decided that the back room really needed sorting out.

Cressida looked up to see a bright smiling face beaming at her.

“Ah, hello,” she said, a little confused by a complete stranger saying hi.

“My name’s Amanda,” the Immortal said cheerfully, “I know Gall.”

The young Irish woman still wasn’t quite sure what to say, the newcomer’s demeanour was a little bizarre to say the least. This was, however, an opportunity to find her goal, so she was not about to let it slip away.

“Cressida,” she returned pointedly, “but then I suppose you knew that.”

“Oh yes,” the thief said brightly and sat down, “we were sitting at that table last night when you came in.” She indicated the spot with a hand, “and I’ve never seen a man move quite so fast.”

Now that grabbed the young lady’s attention.

“He was here last night?” she almost accused as she realised that she had not only been lied to, but duped as well.

“Under the table to be precise,” was the honest reply, “cowering.”

The look on Cressie’s face said that she was somewhere between going ballistic, and surprised by the effect she had had on Gall. She was angry, but it was difficult not to recognise the humour in Amanda’s eyes.

“Cowering?” the young woman said slowly.

“Like a frightened puppy,” the dark haired beauty promised faithfully. “Would you care to tell me how you inspire such fear?”

The Immortal was not about to tell her companion that she knew everything, she wanted the redhead’s side of the story. It wasn’t going to be quite that easy, however, Cressida did look a little dubious about telling everything to a complete stranger. Amanda went for some diversionary tactics.

“Your coffee looks cold,” she said quickly, and stood up, “let me get you another one, Joe won’t mind.”

Before the Irish maid could answer she found her mug refilled.

“So, when’s the baby due?” it was another ploy, but it worked.

“Five months,” was the almost automatic reply, “and don’t tell me I shouldn’t be running around the world in my condition.”

“Wouldn’t think of it,” Amanda swore faithfully.

“I’m on a man hunt, and when I catch him I’m going to convince him to marry me,” the young woman seemed to be into the conversation now. “He has to take responsibility for what he’s done.”

This could be the make or break point, but the Immortal had to ask the next question.

“And you’re sure Gall’s the father?” she asked evenly.

Cressie glared at her for a moment, and Amanda could see why the bard chose to run away.

“Yes,” the young mortal said with total certainty in her voice, and irrational belief in her eyes.

There was going to be no changing her mind on that point, of that the Immortal sitting next to her was one hundred percent sure. There was a point beyond which there was no turning back, and Cressida had passed that long ago. Amanda decided to try a different tack.

“Do you love him,” she asked calmly, “or are you just doing this for the baby?”

For a moment, it looked as if the Immortal may have gone just a little too far as her companion’s eyes blazed, but very suddenly they were shining for an entirely different reason.

“He’s the most wonderful man on the face of the planet,” Cressie said almost hysterically, and then burst into tears.

What else could Amanda do, but enfolded the girl in a motherly hug, and pat her gently on the head. This was a little more complicated than she had first envisioned.

�

The moment he walked into the dojo, Methos knew MacLeod was not alone, and he was not happy with who he found. Richie and Gall had been having some kind of conversation where the younger of the two was working out, but they’d stopped as soon as they felt another Immortal. The oldest living of his kind noted that the subject of his icy gaze seemed somewhat depressed, so much so that the bard did not even react to the look sent his way.

“Mac’s upstairs,” Richie said before the air in the room could form into a glacier.

“Thank you,” were the only words Methos spoke as he walked through the room.

The first thing the ancient man realised as he walked out of the elevator was the fact that Duncan looked half relieved, half disappointed.

“Expecting someone else?” he enquired, his interest aroused.

“Amanda,” the other returned and wandered round from the other side of the sofa, “she went out of here in hurry about half an hour ago, and with what’s going on, I’m worried.”

Not one to dodge an issue when it was the sole purpose for his presence, Methos launched right in.

“I see you have a guest down stairs,” he said, careful to keep his tone neutral, and saw the slight look of annoyance cross Duncan’s face.

“Yes,” the Scotsman replied, putting his jealousy aside quickly, “he’s a friend of Richie’s ... and Amanda’s. He’s causing chaos.”

The way MacLeod said “chaos” was intriguing, and Methos found his next enquiry irresistible.

“What sort of chaos?” were his exact words.

“He’s being chased,” the Highlander explained and wandered towards the fridge, “and Richie brought him hear to hide. Now Amanda’s gone out and I just *know* she has some scheme in her head.”

Now Methos was very interested, he just knew that Joe’s information had been wrong.

“Who’s after him?” he asked, letting out just a little of the coldness he felt towards the bard.

“A woman,” Mac told him, producing two beers from the fridge, having missed the little outburst on his companion’s part, “to be precise, a woman who thinks he’s the father of her child.”

Now that stopped the ancient Immortal in his tracks, he nearly dropped the bottle the Highlander passed him.

“Run that by me again,” he said slowly.

“A woman,” the Scotsman obliged as he realised his information had caused a very strange expression to appear on his companion’s face, “by the name of Cressida MacLean. She thinks Gall is the father of her child and she’s followed him all the way from Ireland. According to Joe, this is the first time he’s left his home country, ever, and he’s older than Amanda. Just once, I wish people didn’t end up on my doorstep.”

Now that was a very unusual reaction for the eternal boy scout.

“He’s running from a *woman*, a *mortal* woman,” Methos didn’t quite seem to believe it.

At last Duncan ignored his own peevishness enough to realise there was something his companion wasn’t saying.

“Do you know him?” the Highlander asked slowly.

“Yes,” was the instant reply, “no,” came pretty soon after that, “I don’t know,” was the final conclusion.

“So you’re decided on that then?” his companion said sarcastically, he was worried about what Amanda might be doing and his charm had slipped.

Methos graced him with a don’t-speak-to-your-elders-like-that look, and took a firm grip on his beer.

“I’m going to talk to him,” was all Methos said before he headed for the elevator.

There was no way Duncan wanted to miss this, so he followed.

�

Whatever conversation Methos had interrupted with his arrival appeared to be long over as the Immortal wandered back into the dojo. Richie was still taking his frustration out on a poor innocent punching bag, but Gall had retreated to the office. The oldest living Immortal actually had to stand and stare through the glass for a while to reconcile the man he could see with what was going through his head. When he saw the mixture of emotions on his friend’s face, Duncan wandered over to Richie, staying well out of it. There were times when it was healthier to stay out of Methos’ way, now was one of them and MacLeod followed his instincts ... for once.

Eventually the ancient Immortal took hold of the door handle and entered the smaller room. To say that he was confused by what he saw was putting in mildly, but then again, he’d seen stranger things in his time. As he walked in, Gall looked up briefly, but went back to tuning his harp as if unconcerned about the rest of the world. Quite an unusual attitude for someone in the same room as an Immortal who had been almost openly hostile not so long ago.

“Nice instrument,” was the only thing Methos could think of to say.

“The best,” the Irishman replied, sounding somewhat surprised, he hadn’t actually expected the other Immortal to talk to him.

The conversation was started, that was good, but what to say next had yet to entered the older man’s head. He didn’t trust the bard in front of him, but he couldn’t just ignore him either, there were too many questions running about in his head. One thing Methos couldn’t resist was a conundrum, and Gall was bugging him - admittedly his recollection had been known to be fallible, but he had good reason to remember the face before him.

“Not much protection for an Immortal,” he finally decided how to go on.

“All I need,” the other replied as if he didn’t really care about it anyway.

This was looking to be a one way conversation, and quite frankly, Gall seemed to be wallowing in self-pity. That annoyed Methos, but he just about won the battle with himself not to tell the musician exactly what he thought. That was quite an achievement for the ancient Immortal, he found the Irishman almost as annoying as Duncan did. Then again he hadn’t met the woman he was running from, so he chose to reserve judgement. He had never met the man who wrote about a woman scorned, but he’s known how he felt on several occasions.

“You don’t like me much, do you?” Gall said very suddenly, and for some perverse reason this seemed to cheer him up a little.

It seemed that Methos’ coldness was better than whatever the other Immortal had been thinking about. The man had to be in love, the ancient man was absolutely positive about it, Gall was totally smitten, and he seemed to be in denial.

“Not particularly,” Methos returned evenly, still totally confused by the man in front of him.

If there was one thing the five thousand year old man disliked more than surprises, it was being confused. He’d been surprised enough in the past few months, and he was damned if he was going to let confusion win now.

“Why?” Gall pinned him down with his honest gaze, and Methos found it as difficult to ignore as everyone else.

There was just something innocent in those blue eyes, something not unlike a rabbit pinned down by headlights. Something that made Methos want to shoot Gall and put him out of his misery, but Methos fought with himself.

“You remind me of someone,” was all he said tersely.

This wasn’t getting any clearer as the ancient Immortal looked into a face that matched his recollections, but an expression that did not.

“Exactly how many Immortals have you challenged in your life?” it was quite a personal question for an Immortal to ask when they’d only just met, but Methos wasn’t in a tactful mood.

Gall looked a little surprised by the question, but then again unexpected seemed to be his companion’s trademark. This Adam character seemed a little more complicated than he first appeared.

“None,” he replied honestly, “well at least none I remember. I’ve been challenged several times, but that had nothing to do with me.”

“I hear you have a tendency to run away,” insulting a man’s honour usually revealed their true nature so Methos changed tack.

The Irishman just laughed at him, which undid several of the ancient man’s assumptions.

“If you want a fight you’re talking to the wrong man,” Gall said evenly, “I’m not in the battle market, Harp strings aren’t great for beheading people.”

Well that worked well - Methos was beginning to think this might not be the man he thought it was. Could two Immortals be so alike and yet so different, *and* have connections with the same part of the world. There had to be a part of the puzzle he didn’t have, and Methos wouldn’t give up until he had it. He was going to find that missing piece if he had to search down the sides of the sofa for it.

“Gall’s a strange name for an Irishman,” he tried yet another avenue.

“Yes, well I didn’t choose it,” the other replied and played a note on his harp, “I was given it, and I think it was an old man’s idea of humour. I have no idea what my name was before that, and I don’t really spend much time thinking about it.”

The light dawned in Methos’ eyes, he looked like the proverbial early bird with the worm.

“You don’t remember becoming Immortal,” he sounded pleased with himself.

“No,” his companion said calmly, “but I couldn’t have been very into this Immortal thing, I didn’t even have a sword. I’ve never needed one since, but I’ve always believed that I picked up the talking talent after the old man gave me the harp. Why are you so interested in me anyway, who do I remind you of?”

That was a question that Methos didn’t want to answer so he brushed it off.

“Someone I assumed was dead,” he said as if it wasn’t important. “Can I see the harp?”

Gall’s eyebrows rose, but he passed the virtual stranger the instrument anyway. The ancient Immortal took it carefully, and investigated it slowly. As he realised what the design was on the side of the crafted harp he couldn’t help it, he laughed. He was about to say something when they both felt another Immortal. The expression on the Irishman’s face as Methos turned to find out who it was more than slightly startled. When the ancient Immortal looked back at him, having realised that Amanda had returned with a young companion, he found Gall glancing furtively at the window. It occurred to the older man that his companion was seriously considering jumping.

“Not a good idea,” he advised quietly.

Amanda smiled sweetly at the black looks both Richie and Duncan were giving her, and walked straight up to the office. She opened the door, pushed Cressida in, pulled Methos out, and walked away without saying a word. The oldest living Immortal still had Gall’s harp in his hand, but that didn’t seem to enter his female companion’s head. At least life wasn’t boring at the moment.



�Part 3

 “You’re sure is was a good idea?” Methos said sarcastically and smiled at Amanda.

For her part the female Immortal did not look particularly happy, but then her plan seemed to be falling around her ears. Gall and Cressida had been in the office for ten minutes, and they were into their third shouting match. The four local Immortals were sitting on the benches next to the wall bars trying not to look interested in what was going on so close beside them.

“They’re in love, I know they are,” Amanda insisted with a pout, “why can’t they just admit it.”

“Ever heard of the can’t live with, can’t live without principle?” it was Richie’s turn to be scathing, he was not at all pleased with his female friend.

“And did you have to bring her here?” Duncan was just annoyed that there was a loud argument going on in his office.

Amanda just glared at them all and decided to sulk for a while.

�

“Look,” Gall was trying to moderate the level of his voice, but Cressida’s refusal to believe the truth was frustrating, “for the last time, I cannot, and I mean *cannot*, be the father of your child. I’ve explained exactly why, and I will not be accused of something I could not have done!”

His companion looked as if she was on the verge of tears, but she was not about to give up. She had come too far to let him get away from her now.

“But Nana Maggie said you were the one,” it was all she had left, the core of her belief, and the last thing she could use in her defence.

There was total silence, and four heads looked up from the other room. Gall just stood there staring at Cressie, a completely stunned expression on his face. It was not amazement at why his companion believed what she did, that could not have brought such a total stop to all rational thought, it was something else. The young Irish woman looked a little surprised by Gall’s reaction as well.

“What did she tell you?” he asked eventually, his voice quiet and slow.

He could not be the father, Immortal’s could not have children, a hard and fast rule, but just for a second he doubted it. For a tiny moment in time he let himself consider it, but then logical thought kicked in.

“That you’re the father,” Cressie replied almost meekly.

“No,” Gall insisted slowly, “exactly what did she tell you ... the words?”

His companion looked confused by his question, but she tried to answer it anyway.

“She said ‘Gall is the best one to be the father’,” the red head told him quietly.

The bard looked completely amazed, and he opened his mouth but no words came out. He just turned from Cressida and opened the door, as if he had forgotten that she was there. The other four Immortals stood 

up as he walked towards the main entrance, an expression of complete indecision on his face.

“I’ll be back,” he said quietly, and then vanished round the corner.

The group of friends looked at each other, the place where the bard had been last seen, and at a lost looking Cressida.

“I’m going after him,” Richie said quickly, and nobody tried to dissuade him.

“I’ll look after that,” Amanda said , and took the harp from where Methos had left it, “and I think Cressida needs a woman’s touch.”

The look she sent the two remaining men said they were not welcome, and they prudently decided that upstairs was a good place to be.

�

They didn’t appear to be going anywhere as Richie followed Gall down the street, in fact they were almost going in circles, but the younger Immortal was not going to raise the point. The look of complete self absorption on his companion’s face was enough to keep anyone quiet. It was only when the Irishman turned down a blind alley and came up against a wall, that he actually seemed to realise he wasn’t alone. He stopped just short of walking into the brickwork, and turned a rather surprised expression on his friend.

“Do you know where we are?” he asked quite suddenly.

“About three blocks from the dojo,” Richie supplied helpfully.

“Good, because I don’t,” the other replied a little absently.

He was beginning to drift again, if the younger Immortal wanted any sense out of him, he was going to have to jump in with both feet.

“I don’t mean to pry,” he started quickly, “but why did you stop protesting?”

The question seemed to pull the bard out of his own musings somewhat, and at last the look in his eyes was something other than absent. It was an improvement, but that didn’t seem to be any guarantee at the moment.

“Nana Maggie,” Gall told his friend, “the old witch told Cressie that I was the best one to be the father.”

Richie didn’t quite follow, the term ‘old witch’ wasn’t exactly polite, so why her involvement should have an effect on the Irishman was a little difficult to deduce.

“I’m sorry,” the younger man said slowly, “but you don’t sound like that should change much.”

Now Gall looked confused.

“Old witch?” Richie elaborated.

Much to the younger man’s surprise, the bard laughed.

“Oh no,” he said quickly, “she really is a witch, and she’s old ... ninety two actually. I’ve known her all her life, in fact I’ve known her family for over a thousand years. She knows what I am, and so do her children and grandchildren. She’s psychic ... the gift passes to one member of the family each generation. I finally know why Cressie is so sure I’m the father, Nana Maggie is about the only person I’d believe as well. The thing is, she didn’t tell her I *was* the father, she told her that I was the *best* one to be the father. Maggie obviously thinks I should marry Cressie.”

Richie wasn’t convinced and it must have shown on his face because Gall picked up on it.

“She’s never been wrong,” the bard said with a certainty that rather reminded his companion of the look in Cressida’s eyes.

It was probably not the time to challenge that belief, so Richie moved swiftly on.

“Does Cressida know anything about Immortals, even just a suspicion?” he asked rapidly.

“Not a clue,” Gall admitted and realised where his friend was going, “I suppose I’d have to explain ... everything.”

“How do you think she’ll take it?” was the next enquiry.

A small smile played across the bard’s face.

“Knowing Cressie, she’d shout and scream for a while, and then accept it as if she knew all along,” he replied.

Richie wasn’t sure what was crazier, Gall changing his whole outlook on life because of the word of an ‘old witch’, or considering helping him do it.

�

“Are you going to tell me what you think you know about Gall?” Duncan asked for the tenth time.

The look on Methos’ face said that he was not even going to consider answering that question, and he levelled his most infuriatingly condescending gaze on his companion.

“Pick another subject, MacLeod,” he said evenly and smiled. “How’s your Greek philosophy?”

Duncan stood up and stalked over to the counter, the least he could do was take out some of the frustration on some vegetables for lunch. Methos was at his most mysterious, and there was no way through that smoke screen. Methos had gone back to contemplating his beer as MacLeod deserted him, and the glare the Highlander was sending to the back of Methos' head should have drilled a hole into it.

The ancient man smiled to himself as he heard some very determined chopping begin. He liked being that one step ahead, and he wasn’t going to broadcast his information to anyone. They both felt another Immortal enter the building, but neither chose to comment--Methos couldn’t be bothered, and Duncan had decided he wasn’t talking to his friend unless he had to. What neither expected next was the piercing scream that cut through the entire building only a few seconds later.

“That was Cressida,” Duncan said without the merest hesitation, and both Immortals dashed for the stairs.

They reached the dojo just in time to hear the screech of tyres as a car vanished into the distance. There was no sign of anyone in the gym and both men wandered into the open cautiously, carrying their swords. It was MacLeod who spotted the blood covered hand sticking out from behind the door to the office.

“Amanda,” he whispered under his breath, and hurried over.

His lover was lying in a pool of her own blood, a large hole in her chest over her heart. There was not much doubt as to what had killed her. Cressida and the harp were gone.

�

“It’s really very simple,” Gall was trying to explain to his companion exactly why he was having radical thoughts about his way of life. “I’ve been running away from her because I thought I could never be a good father. I’ve tried to settle down, but it only lasts a few months before I find myself packing up, yet if Maggie thinks I can do it, then I have to consider it.”

“If you say so,” Richie replied, he had enough strangeness recently to take this at face value. “The thing is, are you absolutely sure that Cressida isn’t going to freak out? No offence, but she’s not exactly the stable sort.”

It was when he looked at his friend to assess if that would be taken the wrong way, that the young Immortal realised he’d lost Gall again. The bard had turned round and was staring in the direction of the dojo, in fact, the route Richie had just been about to suggest they take. There was an expression on the old Immortal’s face that sent a shiver down his compatriot’s spine, and suddenly the younger man felt that he was in the presence of someone who had seen every second of over two thousand years. The gaze was so stark, as if a mask had dropped away and there was the real person.

One second Gall was totally motionless, and the next he was running. Richie had to put in a large burst of speed just to keep up with him.

�

There was a pile of ruined clothes in the waist bin, and Amanda had opted for a completely black outfit that suited the mood in MacLeod’s loft. The Highlander himself wanted to ring Joe, to find out who had walked into his dojo, shot his lover, and kidnapped his guest. He was not in the greatest frame of mind to say the least, but Gall didn’t know about Watchers, and so they had to distract him first. 

For his part the bard was withdrawn and uncommunicative, almost a completely different person to the lively, outgoing man of the previous evening. He had listened to Amanda explain how a stranger had walked in, aimed a gun at her and just pulled the trigger, and he had said nothing. No one had tried to understand how he had known to return to the dojo, and they couldn’t get more than two words out of him. There seemed to be a fury building behind his eyes, and it was almost frightening to watch.

“If we split up we might be able to find out where he took her,” Richie suggested from where he was perched on the sofa.

“This is a big city,” Duncan pointed out as gently as he could, “covering it all could take days. If he’s taken Cressida and the harp then he’s bound to try and bargain for them, we just have to make sure we’re ready when he calls.”

Gall obviously couldn’t take the conversation because he stood up rapidly and walked to the window.

“We can’t just sit here,” for once Amanda was with the youngest member of the group, she was not in the mood for waiting.

All four of them looked at the phone at the same time, and then at the bard’s tense back. They all knew who might be able to give them a head start.

“I’m going to kill him,” it was almost a growl that came from Gall’s lips and interrupted the others’ trains of thought, “I’ll take the bastard apart piece by piece.”

He spun on the spot as if he was going to leave, but Richie was faster and put himself in the way.

“You don’t have a sword,” the young Immortal pointed out slowly, “and you don’t know how to use one. This guy who’s after you isn’t going to play patticake.”

The gaze that turned on him was full of hatred, and could have frozen hell, but slowly it melted. Richie’s words reached the part of his friend’s brain that was still rational, and he knew they were true. The calculating fury was replaced by a confused helpless look, and it was almost like having the old Gall back.

“We’ll think of something,” the blond, young man promised faithfully.
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“His name’s Kismet Poole,” MacLeod told Richie and Amanda as he put the phone down, “and he’s a calculated hunter. Joe says they thought he’d beheaded Gall when he disappeared from Ireland. By all accounts he researches his victims very well, and he thinks the harp and Cressida are Gall’s weaknesses.”

“What could a musical instrument have to do with a challenge?” the youngest of the group had trouble understanding that. “No one is that attached to a thing, not even Gall.”

The expression on Amanda’s face said she agreed with Richie, it seemed like an eccentric thing to do.

“There are legends about the harp, and about Gall,” MacLeod now knew far more than he ever wanted to about the bard--Joe had been very informative. “According to Watcher records the harp is allegedly what gives him the ability to mesmerise people. There are stories about a warrior who became a bard, and in return for peaceful existence was given the gift of music. Now it’s assumed that Gall just happened to appear at the right time to spark these legends, but if Poole believes them, then his actions are logical. With a name like his, this Immortal is bound to be superstitious.”

“Question is,” Richie said with more practicality than he usually showed, “do the Watchers know where we can find him, whatever his personal beliefs may be?”

“Joe’s going to check and call back,” the Highlander told them , “until then, there’s not a lot we can do.”

It was not much, but at least it was better than how it had been. Waiting was not something any Immortal was particularly good at when it came to the Game, and no one appeared very happy.

�

The sound of footsteps on a wooden floor was beginning to irritate Methos, but there was no sign that Gall was going to stop pacing in the near future. If his expression was anything to go by, the Immortal was getting more agitated by the second, and at least if he was pacing he wasn’t breaking things. Fifteen minutes earlier Methos had suggested they go for a walk so that the other’s could contact Joe, but the pair had only gotten as far as the dojo. Ever since, Gall had been stalking up and down mumbling to himself every now and then.

“You should try and calm down,” the ancient Immortal seemed to find his companion’s current state fascinating, but he was still practical. “Believe me, if anyone can help you it’s Duncan MacLeod. He may be a bit of a boy scout, but he’s the best chance you’ve got.”

“I can’t calm down,” the bard spat back, and stopped pacing for a fraction of a second, “I’ve never felt like this before. I don’t kill Adam, I never have, but I want this Immortal so badly. It’s like something tryin’ to claw it’s way from inside me, and I can’t stop it.”

The footsteps started again as he put his energy into something other than the anger that would not go away. There were two ideas battling for supremacy in the young looking Irishman, and Methos could not help but notice. This was almost a different man from the person the ancient Immortal had met that morning, even the depressed individual from later had not been the same. Something radical had shifted in Gall, and Methos wanted to know what it was.

The ancient man wandered over to the window for a moment, trying to think of a question that wouldn’t give away what he already knew. He wanted to see inside Gall’s psyche, but he had to be careful. There was a delicate balance to be maintained, in his current mental condition, Gall might even be dangerous. It was as this thought crossed his mind that Methos realised the pacing had stopped. There was no sound of boots on floor, in fact there was no sound at all. If he’d lost Gall, Duncan was going to kill him.

With a quick swear under his breath he turned, hoping that his companion had just decided to sit down, he was very surprised by what he saw: there was a chair coming directly for his head, and there was nothing he could do about it. The last thing he saw was a face that was all too familiar, bearing an expression that he remembered very clearly.

�

The first the Immortals upstairs knew of what had gone on below them was when a *very* annoyed Methos stormed through the door.

“The bastard stole my sword,” he almost bellowed, “hit me over the head with a chair and took my blade.”

“A chair?” Richie couldn’t help himself, he had to be sure he heard right.

“Yes, you know,” Methos shot back sarcastically, “big thing with legs, made of wood. It’s very hard.”

There was blood all over his shirt, from the spread pattern the blow had probably broken. Of course he was perfectly all right now, but he was extremely pissed off.

“The stupid idiot,” was what Amanda decided to say, “he’s going to get himself killed.”

“I doubt it,” Methos growled, but no one really heard since the phone picked that moment to ring.

MacLeod made a dive for the receiver and listened intently as soon as he heard the voice on the other end. It didn’t take much intelligence to realise it must be Joe on the other end.

“Thanks,” the Highlander said quickly, “Gall’s gone AWOL, but we’ll get there first.”

He turned to the others the moment he put the phone down.

“According to current information, Poole’s holed up in an old theatre down town,” the Scotsman explained rapidly. “We better get moving.”

Methos wanted to grab his friends and tell them they were probably wasting their time, but he held his tongue and followed them out the door.

�

The man who walked into what had been the Caprice Theatre, was not exactly the picture of a helpless musician. His expression was set in stone, and he moved like a warrior, not an artiste. The sword in his hand was held with a skill that should not have been there, and there was something very dangerous about him.

As this menacing individual threw the doors open to the main auditorium, the first thing he saw was Cressida, tied to an old piece of scenery in the centre of the stage. The harp was displayed beside her, but then they were the bait, and they had brought the prey. Poole was not a man who believed in traps, and he stood near his captive, sword drawn, just waiting.

“Welcome, Bard,” the dark eyed man greeted with a smile, “I thought you’d be able to find us.”

“Of course,” Gall replied icily.

“Not thinking of trying to talk me out of our battle are you?” Poole enquired lightly.

By the look of the man in front of him, that scenario was very unlikely.

“Now why would I want to do that?” the Irishman spat back.

“And you do have a sword,” Kismet observed, “I didn’t think all the stories about you could be true.”

“I borrowed it,” came the cold reply.

This time the other Immortal chose not to comment, and instead jumped off the stage into the aisle; the aisle where Gall stood. He was obviously assessing his opponent, but how dangerous could a man be, who’s reputation said he’d never taken a head. This would be over soon, and then he’d just let the girl go and vanish back into the world.

“Shall we begin?” Poole said calmly and raised his sword.

“Whenever you’re ready,” Gall told him and took up a stance he shouldn’t have known.

Cressida had been silent throughout the entire conversation, but at the first clash of metal she screamed through the gag Poole had placed in her mouth. Two men were actually hacking at each other with real swords, and she didn’t want this to be happening. In nightmares, people woke up when they screamed, anything to stop the bad dream, but of course it had no effect. The combatants ignored her as they parted after the first attack, and each assessed what they had learned about their adversary.

“You’ve done this before,” Kismet said lightly.

“Seems I must have,” the bard responded, “but it’s been a while.”

Poole came at Gall with a right thrust, and the Irishman side-stepped with reflexes that had nothing to do with playing instruments. He saw an opening, and with a nasty grin he took a swipe at his opponent’s leg. His blade tasted first blood and a killing lust entered his eyes. The Immortal Poole now stared at was nothing like the gentle bard who sang for a living, he was a killer, and the danger shone in his face.

With each blow he seemed to change more, and when Kismet finally landed a return blow, Gall just drew back with an evil smile. He touched the cut on his arm and actually laughed. There was no fear in him at all, and Poole realised he had an opponent who was enjoying the battle. This wasn’t the way it was supposed to be at all: he was meant to be a pathetic weakling who’s mesmeric gifts would not work on a man as strong willed as Kismet. Instead his opponent was a devious warrior, a man who seemed to almost be playing with his adversary.

“What’s the matter,” Gall taunted the other Immortal, “don’t I quite fit the description?”

There was a joy in his eyes, and he took pleasure in every stroke. They danced around for a few more minutes, the Irishman beginning to show just how much better he was with a sword than Poole expected. The thing was, he was far superior to his opponent, and there was going to be only one outcome to this fight. A few more nicks on the other Immortal and then finally there was a real opportunity. With the speed of a tiger Gall moved through the other man’s defence and pushed his sword into Poole’s side. He withdrew quickly and the blood that poured out of the wound showed it was a fatal blow. All he had to do now was wait.

Kismet looked surprised, but he knew he had been beaten by a better sword arm.

“How did you keep it a secret?” he knew he had lost and his head was forfeit, but he wanted to know this one thing.

He fell to his knees, his blade falling from fingers that no longer had the strength to hold it.

“How?” he asked again as blood filled his mouth.

“I didn’t,” Gall hissed back and raised his sword.

The killing blow would be swift, and the blade glinted in the light as it was held aloft. There was death in the bard’s eyes as he gazed at his helpless challenger, and then Kismet fell forward, dying. The expression on the Immortal’s face just before death took him said that he knew he would not be waking up, and it hit Gall hard. Suddenly the rage seemed somehow not really part of him, and the enjoyment in killing evaporated. These were not emotions he felt, the bard hated death in all it’s forms, he celebrated life, he didn’t know what he was doing. The sword felt wrong in his hand and the battle seemed to have been part of someone else’s world.

This wasn’t him, he didn’t want to be the person that could do these things and take pleasure in them. Where the blood lust came from he didn’t know, who this presence was that had been quiet for over two thousand years, he could not discern. This psyche was not part of him that had anything to do with his present life, and the expression on Adam’s face when they had first met suddenly made sense. It was the reaction of an Immortal who saw an enemy, and now Gall could see how that might be true. The rage inside him was destructive, and he knew that if he swung the sword there would be no going back. There was something caged in his soul and he didn’t want to let it out.

Almost like a sleepwalker he turned to the stage, and slowly walked towards Cressida, never looking at her. He was at war with himself, and he could not meet the horror he knew would be in her eyes. It was easier to look at the harp first, to see it mocking him as it hid secrets of a past that it had seen, but he did not remember. With a slack hand he reached out and touched it, seeking solace in the familiarity, trying to find the courage to face the woman he loved.

The anger just flowed away, as his finger made contact with the instrument, the rage died. It was such a wonderful feeling that Gall gasped in surprise. Whether this was just a mental crutch he needed to regain his composure, or if it actually had some effect on him he couldn’t be sure, but suddenly most of the turmoil died. Whatever dark demons of his persona had surfaced fled back from whence they had come, and he looked at Cressida, amazement in his face.

His first rational thought was concern about the young woman, and he moved instantly to help her. She was white as a sheet, and shaking as he cut the bonds and gently removed the gag. As his arms shrouded her protectively she slowly collapsed to her knees, trying to understand what she had seen. The man in the aisle was dead, and Gall had killed him ... Gall had enjoyed it. She could barely comprehend it.

“He’s dead,” she whispered under her breath, “you killed him.”

The bard knew he would lose her if he didn’t react quickly.

“No,” he said rapidly, “he’s not dead Cressie, he’ll recover.”

She wasn’t listening, he could tell, and he couldn’t let her just slip away from him in disgust.

“Look at me,” he said and pulled her chin up gently. “He can’t die like that, neither can I. He’s Immortal and so am I.”

The disbelief filtered into Cressida’s eyes almost immediately, and Gall did the first thing that came to mind. He picked up the sword he had put down to help her and slit the palm of his hand. Even through her shock, Cressie couldn’t bare to see him hurt and she reached out and grabbed his limb. She pulled it to her just in time to see the wound close and vanish as if it had never been there. Every muscle froze in shock and she was like a statue, just staring at where the cut should have been.

“I was there when you were born, Cressie,” Gall said quietly, “I knew your parents before they were married. I’m never going to grow old, and the only way I can die is if my head leaves my body. That’s what *he* wanted, if he had killed me he would have gained all my power, and that’s over two thousand years of life.”

“Why didn’t you kill him?” the young woman asked as she tried to understand what she was being told.

That was the most difficult question she could have asked and it was hard to answer.

“I don’t kill, Cressie,” Gall began slowly, “I haven’t picked up a sword in my entire recollection, I’ve never needed to. I don’t know why I did this time, it was like being a different person. I think I may have been someone else before I was Gall, I don’t remember where I really come from or who I was before I became a bard, I didn’t think it was important until now. I will not let it happen again.”

He would have gone on but he felt the presence of another Immortal. He looked over to where his adversary lay, but the man was far from recovery, and he realised where the feeling was coming from as Richie ran through the door.

“We have to leave,” Gall told Cressie gently, “can you stand?”

She nodded and allowed him to help her to her feet. Richie walked slowly down the aisle, stepping over Poole, and took Methos' sword as the bard offered it to him. The other three Immortals entered behind Richie. No one could explain Gall's behaviour, except possibly the oldest living Immortal, but nobody chose to ask just then.

�

There was drinking, there was heavy drinking, and then there was an Irish celebration. The champagne was flowing more than freely as Joe’s friend from the bard’s homeland played barmaid for him. Four of the Immortal’s in the bar had taken note of the tattoo on her wrist and knew why she was there, Gall had just thought it was nice to see so many people from the Emerald Isle. He’d had a long conversation with her when Joe had introduced them after the Immortals had converged on the bar at the wrong time, but he gave no indication of recognising her from home. 

The reason the alcohol was flowing was because Cressida and Gall had just announced their engagement, much to everybody’s surprise. The couple had spent the few days since the Poole incident talking things over, and getting used to their new relationship. When they had announced they were going to get married the reactions had ranged from cheerful congratulations to catatonic shock. If anything was more out of character than Gall picking up a sword it was him settling down, and Joe didn’t take surprises as well as he used to.

“Now that is happiness,” Richie said with a warm smile as he and Methos leaned on the bar watching the others raise a toast.

Amanda and Duncan, and Gall and Cressie were giggling together as if they’d known each other for years. From the looks of things the female Immortal was giving her advice on matters of the bedroom, and her young companion was enjoying every minute of it. The two bachelor Immortals stood back from it slightly, enjoying the show, but not taking an active role. Joe for his part was searching in the back room for what he termed ‘the good stuff’.

“Young, and, not so young, love,” Methos said with an enigmatic smile.

He paused and an amused look crossed his face.

“Sickening isn’t it,” he commented with a grin.

“But a great excuse for a party,” the younger man shot back.

When Joe wandered up behind them, and the older Immortal smiled knowingly at the barman, Richie began to think something bad was about to happen.

“So killed any mortals lately?” Methos asked casually.

“What?” was the instant response.

“Mortals,” the five thousand year old man repeated. “Y’know, they tend to die when you shoot them ...”

“Or throw them under a train,” Joe finished off.

The whole telephone conversation Richie had had from the bar, with Angie during the whole kidnapping fiasco, came flooding back. It was only then that exactly what he had been saying and how it could have been misinterpreted, impinged on his brain.

“You were listening,” he accused, trying to divert the attention from himself, “eavesdropping is a nasty habit!”

“Yeah well we were all worried about you,” the Watcher shot back, “you did start producing money from nowhere. When you started talking about bank robbery and murder on the phone, what was I supposed to think?”

“You weren’t supposed to hear let alone think,” Richie shot back, desperately looking for a way of getting away before the expression on Methos’ face became a totally smug grin.

“Well if Corinth hadn’t chosen to run off with little Mary I would have asked you up front there and then,” Joe told him.

“Writing, interesting occupation,” it was too late, Methos had decided to enter the conversation, Richie knew he was doomed. “I’ve done quite a lot of it in my time, but I have to say I’ve never written--I do believe the current term is a bodice ripper.”

To top it all off he produced a copy of “A Hero in Waiting” with its unsubtley illustrated cover, and put it on the bar.

“Amanda lent me her copy after Joe borrowed it,” the ancient Immortal elaborated.

The two men were definitely enjoying this *way* too much. It made him money, he was quite good at it, he enjoyed it, but Richie wasn’t sure he could put up with the flack associated with Methos knowing that he was an author. He dreaded the thought of receiving a written critique of every book he ever published.

“I must say that I’ve been underestimating your creativity,” the ancient Immortal really knew how to turn the knife in the wound, “particularly those intimate scenes between Charles and Claire.”

“I can’t take this,” Richie moaned and banged his head against the bar.

“Don’t worry, kid,” Methos told him jovially, “I’ll only tease you about this for the next century or so.”

It was a laugh or cry situation and as the group broke down into fits that Gall looked up and dragged himself away from his party. He was looking at Methos in a way Richie and Joe decided meant it was better that they vacate the area. The bard walked up to the other ancient man and sat down on a bar stool. Patty set about cleaning a particularly dirty spot on the bar and tried not to look as if she was listening.

“I really am sorry about the other day,” the Irishman chose an easy topic of conversation to start with, “I can’t believe I hit you so hard.”

“Forget about it,” Methos said and was pleasantly surprised to find he meant it. “We all do strange things if our loved ones are threatened.”

A short silence fell as the bard considered his next words.

“You know more about me than I do myself, don’t you,” he said finally and looked into the face of the other Immortal.

The older man did not deny anything, but he did not reply either.

“Who are you,” Gall asked slowly, “and what do you know about me?”

�

The world was filled with a comforting haze, he didn’t want to remember, he just wanted to drink his way into oblivion and forget all about his dead wife. She had been so young, only twenty five, but that hadn’t stopped death from taking her when the fever hit the village. Most of them were dead, and those that weren’t had fled to other settlements. Not even the shaman could save their people with their mystic healing, and Methos didn’t want to see it. He was so far gone that the sense of another Immortal never even raised a momentary alarm. Whatever hit him did so before he even noticed that anything was happening.

There was a sudden shock of cold, as icy water washed away the warm blanket of unconsciousness. Now that Methos’ senses were functioning again, he knew he was in trouble. By the time he opened his eyes he knew he was tied to a tree, and his wrists complained where they were fastened above his head. What was even more worrying, however, was that someone had seen fit to remove his shirt.

“Welcome back to the world, stranger,” a cold, malicious voice said slowly.

Methos’ eyes snapped to the sound instantly, and he did not like what he saw. The face was a handsome face with sculptured features and bright blue eyes, but it was not a friendly visage. The windows to the soul were shut and barred, and he’d seen the look of sadistic pleasure many times before. It was the same expression that Caspian had always worn when they had captives at their mercy, and the same one Kronos sported when he watched people die.

“Who are you?” it was the only sensible question Methos could think of to ask.

“The people call me Raven,” his captor said calmly. “I take what I want and then I fly away leaving carnage in my wake.”

He seemed amused at the image he wove, and as his prisoner watched he twisted a dagger in his fingers. 

“I’m quite renown for my style in killing,” the youthful looking man continued, “and I’ve set my sites on these valleys now. You’re quite a find I must admit. I didn’t expect to find another of our kind in this area.”

“The gods favour me with these meetings,” Methos spat back sarcastically.

“We’re all alone here. I could have killed you on the road,” Raven advised the helpless individual evenly, “but I think we can have a little more fun than that. I wonder how much an Immortal can really take before they go completely insane.”

Over three days, Raven set about trying to find out, but he underestimated the will of a man with two and a half thousand years under his belt. What the murderer never noticed was that each time Methos revived he worked on his bonds for as long as was possible. The ancient man did not lie back and just wait to die. In fact he was angry and getting angrier by the second, and his fury fuelled his wont to escape. Finally on the fourth morning as Raven wandered off to relieve himself Methos pulled one arm free. After that there was no stopping him, and by the time his captor walked back into camp there was a half crazed, but very ready swordsman waiting for him.

They fought for a long time, Methos’ weakness after days of captivity, making up for the fact that Raven was not quite his match. Immortal battled Immortal over rocks and slowly they edged up the hill. With each second the older man was getting stronger and he could see defeat lurking in his opponent’s face. Soon this would be over and a scrap of dung would be removed from the earth forever. It was as they crested the rocky hillside that a shout from a solitary shepherd rang across the green valley. The sound startled Methos and his head turned for just a second. It was the only chance his opponent was going to get, and the twisted man knew it. With little or no hesitation the blonde individual ran for the precipice only a few feet away. The last the other Immortal saw of him was the light reflect of a linen shirt as the man fell into the darkness of the entrance to an underground cave.

�

“Some things are best left unsaid,” Methos said slowly. “Go home and forget you ever met me, Gall. Be who you are now, and ignore the past.”

Then he walked away, and joined with Amanda’s riotous advice session. Gall was left with questions, but the expression the other Immortal had worn as he spoke his last words hung in the bard’s memory. As Cressie turned to him and held out her hand, he put his thoughts aside and went to her with a smile.
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