





For Peter,
swordsman,
construction expert,
and appreciative listener.



SECRET OF
LIGHT

kc dyer

TUTTLE-MORI AGENCY,INC.

2-15,Kanda,Jimbogho,
Chiyoda-Ku.Tdkvo 101-0051

A BOARDWALK BOOK
A MEMBER OF THE DUNDURN GROUP
TORONTO



Copyright © kc dyer, 2003

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or other-
wise (except for bricf passages for purposes of review) without the prior permission of Dundurn Press.
Permission to photocopy should be requested from the Access Copyright.

Editor: Barry Jowett

Copy-Editor: Jennifer Bergeron

Design: Jennifer Scott

Printer: Transcontinental

National Library of Canada Cataloguing in Publication Data

Dyer, K. C.
Secret of light / K.C. Dyer.

ISBN 1-55002-477-9
1. Title.
PS8557.Y474538 2003 jC813'.6 C2003-904049-6

1 2 3 4 5 07 06 05 04 03

g Canadd %\

THE Canapa Counci | Le Q)Nsm DES ARTS
FORTHEARTS | DU CANA mumuwumn
SINCE 1957 | DEPUIS msv

We acknowledge the support of the Canada Council for the Arts and the Ontario Arts Council for
our publishing program. We also acknowledge thc financial support of the Government of Canada
through the Book Publishing Industry D Program and The Association for the
Export of Canadian Books, and the Government of Ontario through the Ontario Book Publishers
Tax Credit program, and the Ontario Media Development Corporation’s Ontario Book Initiative.

Care has been taken to trace the ownership of copyright material used in this book. The author and
the publisher welcome any information enabling them to rectify any references or credit in subse-

quent editions.
J. Kirk Howard, President

Printed and bound in Canada.@
Printed on recycled paper.

www.dundurn.com

Dundurn Press

8 Market Street

Suite 200

Toronto, Ontario, Canada
MSE 1Mé6

Dundurn Press
2250 Military Road
Tonawanda NY
U.S.A. 14150



ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

I humbly offer my most grateful and heartfelt thanks to
all the people who have held my hand, literally, figura-
tively, and electronically, as I have stumbled down the
road toward the writing of this book. On this journey to
my wildest dreams, I could ask for no greater company.

Thanks to ...

... my friends and family for enthusiasm, emotional sus-
tenance, and a total willingness to engage in lengthy dis-
cussions about what they are reading this week. Special
thanks to the leaders of my Lions Bay and Calgary
cheering sections: Linda, Ingrid, Sue, Kelly, Meaghan,
Audrey, and Lisa.

. my gracious and generous editor Barry Jowett,
and also to the keen-eyed Jennifer Bergeron and
Andrea Pruss.



... Jennifer Scott for yet again weaving her magic to
create the consummate cover.

... Kirk Howard for his support and encouragement.

... la mia amica Federica Padovani, per la sua assistenza
in tradurre la mia storia, ogni sbagli che 10 ho fatto sono
solamante miei. Grazie.

... the members of the Compuserve Writers’ Forum for
the on-line camaraderie and seemingly unending source
of invaluable arcana.

.. my writing compatriots: Marsha Forchuk Skrypuch,
Pamela Capriotti Martin, Kate Coombs, Linda Gerber,
Julie Kentner, Bernice Lever, Moira Thompson, and the
other denizens of the North Shore Writers’ Association
and KidCerit for their sharp eyes, unflagging support, and
good humour.

... the incomparable Diana Gabaldon for her kind
words, deeds, and inspiration.

... my readers, with whom I share a priceless bond: the
love of a good story.



September brings school and best friends return,

But an enemy, too, shows his face.

A fresh goal for the term means a Fair and hard work,
Classes new, yet an odd sense of place.

To remember old times, a trip through a cave,

No glyphs but a sketch, bright and true.

Ancient light cannot shine, yet it summons and calls,
A wind rises, the past beckons anew.

Among Renaissance lands, a new day is drawn,
Rebirth in the Arts, all rejoice.

Possibility raised; a prediction unheard,

A hasty retreat not by choice.

Thrust out of time, a return must be made,
Obsessions squeeze tight as a fist.

A secker is lost, a couple is joined,

A dog disappears in the mist.

A soldier, an artist, a sculptor, a friend,
Can one man hold the key to all time?
Traveller as thief; is the prize all it seems?
Does an enemy witness the crime?

Study intense, friends ignored, school work shunned,
Yet the answer remains beyond reach.

Long dark night of despair, in the end all that’s gleaned,
Is a lesson just friendship can teach.



A Renaissance Fair marks the end of a year;
But words from a wise woman warn.

An unwelcome traveller, a poignant goodbye,
Old worries anew must be borne.

Kidnap, frantic search, and a dash through the dark,
A dome and a monk and a clock.

A final betrayal, a fire explodes,

Inferno consumes all but rock.

The beacon is ash, route through time seared away,
Hope for peace, winter break is in sight.

Yet reflection brings pain, for how high was the cost
To unravel the Secret of Light?



CHAPTER ONE

Darrcll sat propped, comfortable against warm
rocks. Leaning her head against a boulder,
she gazed at the fine, blue sea with eyes closed to
a slit against the setting sun. Delaney stirred under
her hand and nestled into a more comfortable spot
on the sand. He lay at her side, head on his paws,
eyes watchful.

From this angle, Darrell could turn her head and
just see one corner of Eagle Glen School’s north tower.
Constructed of grey granite, the tower looked as though
it were standing guard over the rugged coastline. She
craned her neck to see more of the tower, her mind filled
with speculation. A whole school year here at Eagle
Glen! There was a lot she wanted to learn, and not much
of it was academic.

Delaney raised his head and Darrell shifted her
focus. Two figures emerged from the winding path
leading down from the cliffs. One of the figures waved
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and they began to run. Darrell’s heart lifted. “Good
spotting, Delaney,” she said, and ruffled the dog’s fur.
“It’s about time those two got here.”

Darrell glanced down at the sketchbook in her lap.
The wind rippled the pages, and a few grains of sand
skittered through to settle in the binding. Each page
held a sketch or a drawing depicting a young girl with
brown hair engaged in various activities: swimming,
running, riding a bike. The girl in the sketches differed
from the artist who drew them by only a single element.
She had two sound legs.

In seconds, a girl with short, red hair standing up
in spikes off her freckled forchead collapsed breath-
less on the sand. Puffing behind her, a tall boy with
almond eyes was carrying a heavy backpack.

“You only won because I was lugging this,” he
said, grinning.

“Ha!” The girl struggled to speak, still panting heav-
ily. “It’s just my — superior physical — conditioning.”

Darrell laughed, her melancholy mood forgotten.
“I’m glad to see you guys. You need to take it easy on
Brodie, Kate. He’s not as young as he used to be.”

Brodie Sun nodded. “Yup. My birthday was last week.
Got a whole set of new tap hammers for fossils.”

Kate Clancy rolled her eyes. “More stuff to weigh
down your backpack.”

Darrell beamed at her friends, now settled in com-
fort on the sand. “What’ve you got there, Brodie? Some
of your birthday presents?”

Brodie flashed a guilty grin. “Oh, you know, just
some stuff...”
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“Stuff for looking at cave walls, maybe?” inter-
jected Kate.

“Maybe. It’s getting a bit late today, though. And
we’ve got our orientation session tonight...” His voice
trailed off, the longing in it palpable.

Kate laughed. “Brodie, you are so predictable. Once
a fossil geek, always a fossil geek.”

Brodie pulled the pack across the sand, leaving a
deep track. “You’re just mad you don’t have your lap-
top with you,” he teased. “Or have you given up com-
puter programming in the past month?”

Kate raised an eyebrow. “Actually, you guys will be
proud of me. I spent the last two weeks at the studio
near my house, practising tac kwon do. I’m going to
try for my fourth-degree black belt when I go home
for the holidays.”

“Man!” Brodie shook his head in mock consternation.
“Two weeks away from your computer? You must have
been in agony.”

Delaney rolled over and set his paw on Brodie’s hand.

“How you doin’, Delaney boy?” Brodie ruffled the
dog’s fur and scratched behind his ears. “Look at this guy,
Kate. He doesn’t look too much like a stray anymore.”

Kate smiled and buried her face in the dog’s ruff.
“Nope. Looks like he’s been living the good life
lately.” She ran her hand along his side. “I can hardly feel
his ribs, Darrell. What’ve you been feeding this boy?”

Darrell leaned forward indignantly. “He is »ot fat.
He’s just happy to have a real home now, that’s all!”

Kate laughed and punched Brodie’s backpack into
an uncomfortable-looking pillow. “Yeah. I guess his log
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house is gone for good.” She lay down and gazed across
the sand to the spot where the hollow log had once
rested on the beach. “Must’ve been quite a storm to
pull that giant old tree out to sea.”

“He doesn’t need it anymore, anyway. Professor
Tooth gave me permission to keep him in my room.”

Kate followed Darrell’s glance toward the school.
“Feels good to be back, eh?”

Darrell nodded. “I can’t believe it. We get to spend
a whole year here instead of going back to the stupid
school in the city.”

Kate pulled a water bottle out of Brodie’s pack and
grinned at him as she stole a sip. “Aw, c’mon Darrell.
That school wasn’t so bad. You just had some rough
days there.”

Darrell’s smile faded. “It was a terrible place.”

“Well, no school can compare to Eagle Glen,”
Brodie interrupted. “I’ve never had a summer like this
one before...”

“And probably never will again,” interjected Kate,
seeming to catch Darrell’s mood. “The glyphs on the
cave wall are all gone, Brodie. Eagle Glen will be just
like every other school now. I bet — Hey!”

A shower of rocks cascaded over the cliff, setting
off tiny explosions of shards and sand. Kate and
Brodie scrambled out of the way of the dusty fallout
and Darrell jumped up. A large chunk narrowly
missed the spot where Delaney had been lying and
rolled against the rock face with a hollow thunk.
Looking up, they could see a distant figure stride
away from the cliff’s edge in the direction of
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the school. Delaney growled low in his throat, his
hackles high.

“I don’t know,” said Brodie, brushing a fine layer of
dust off his pants. “Somehow I don’t think Eagle Glen
has revealed all its surprises just yet.” He stood and
hoisted his pack onto one shoulder. “Let’s go see who
would want to send us such a warm welcome. We can
have a look through the cave later.”

The sun slipped under the horizon and the
warmth slid out of the day like a hand into cool water.
The damp air caused an ache to rise in Darrell’s right
leg, and she limped a little as she found her footing on
the rocky shore. They gathered their things and,
Delaney in the lead, trekked back along the beach
toward the school.

Darrell climbed the winding path with her charac-
teristic hop-skip step, following Delaney on the well-
worn trail. The discomfort she’d been feeling bloomed
into pain shooting up her right leg, but she tightened
her lips and increased her pace. In the three long years
since she’d lost part of her leg and her father in one ter-
rible night, she had hardened herself to letting anyone
share the ache she felt in her heart or in her leg. Brodie
and Kate had helped, and she was not going to let a lit-
tle ache slow her down.

The cool air of the early fall twilight lifted the hair
on Darrell’s arms, and the sudden breeze stirring the
leaves of the old arbutus in the school garden made
her shiver. Students milled around the front of the
school, and she watched Kate frown at the sight of
the new faces.
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“Well, this is a pain. Look at all these strangers taking
over our school. I wonder which one threw those rocks?”

Darrell looked over the crowd. “I wonder, too.
Maybe it was an accident.”

Brodie shrugged. “Probably.” He glanced at Kate.
“You’re funny, Kate. It’s only been our school for a
couple of months. You sound kind of possessive.”

“I feel possessive, too,” interrupted Darrell. She
patted Kate’s shoulder. “This is the only school I have
ever liked. I’ve made friends here for the first time in a
long time,” she added quietly.

Kate snorted. “Some friends — one computer
techie and one fossil geek.”

Darrell grinned. “Well, you two are the lucky ones,
I guess. You get to be friends with an artiste.” She
pushed Brodie’s backpack so he staggered into Kate.
“You’d better get rid of that thing before orientation,”
she said, looking at her watch. “I’'m going to take a
quick run through to the art studio. I’ll meet you guys
in the dining hall in ten minutes.”

“Yeah, I’ve got to go get my stuff,” said Kate, neat-
ly sidestepping Brodie’s giant pack. “I’ll grab my laptop
and save us all seats.”

“See ya in ten!” Brodie resettled his heavy pack on
his shoulders and began the long climb up the old stairs
to the boys’ rooms on the third floor.

Darrell smiled at her easel, feeling in a way like she was
greeting an old friend. She glanced around the art room.
Everything was, of course, just as it had been when she
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left a scant three weeks before, yet she felt a rush of emo-
tion that the room was still here, ready to wrap her in its
warm embrace. The place even smelled like home. She
couldn’t wait to begin.

“I’ve got ten minutes, I don’t have to wait,” she said
aloud, and then jumped at the sound of her own voice
echoing off the curved glass windows of the large room.
She laughed at her own reaction, but still looked around
to make sure no one had overheard her talking to herself.
A quick glance confirmed she was indeed alone, and, safe
from prying ears, she continued the conversation.

“What I need is some paint,” she began, as she strode
over to an open cupboard door and started to rummage.
“Some paint and some lovely, thick Arches paper and my
new brushes.” Arms full of supplies, Darrell dashed over
to her station and began to fill the small, wheeled trolley
standing beside the draped easel. From her backpack on
the floor she pulled a soft cotton towel rolled and tied
with string. Laying the roll on the tall tabletop near the
casel, she carefully untied and then unrolled the cloth —
a soft case loaded with paintbrushes.

Darrell pulled the drapery off her easel and gasped.
Instead of a blank canvas, propped under the oilcloth
drape was the picture she had painted last summer. All
the manic energy drained out of her as she stared, mes-
merized, into the streets of Mallaig, a small fishing vil-
lage on the west coast of Scotland, as they had been six
hundred years before.

“I took the liberty of having it framed.”

Darrell’s head snapped up and she found herself
gazing into the deep green eyes of the school princi-
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pal, Professor Myrtle Tooth, standing beside the art
room door.

Darrell’s voice caught in her throat. “I — I can see
you have,” she said, at last. “Thank you.”

“Consider it a welcome back gift,” the principal said,
smiling. She stepped away from the easel and spoke in her
familiar measured tone. “I want you to know someone
else honours your work as much as you do.” She paused.
“It is a beautiful piece. Very dark and mysterious — rife
with speculation.”

“What do you mean?” asked Darrell.

Professor Tooth smiled and looked at her watch. “A
beautifully executed painting is like an interesting per-
son — multi-layered. What can be seen on the surface
is not always an indicator of what lies beneath.” Darrell
was about to reply when the door to the studio flung
open and Kate surged in, narrowly avoiding the princi-
pal. She screeched to a halt beside Darrell’s easel and
smiled a guilty apology.

“Professor Tooth! I was looking for Darrell. It’s
almost time for orientation.”

The principal nodded and glanced again at her
watch. “I see. Thank you, Kate, for helping me keep to
my schedule.”

She turned to Darrell. “I hope you are happy with
the frame. Perhaps, with your permission, we may dis-
play this work in the front office? I’'m sure Mrs. Follett
could do with a change from the dreadful Monet print
she has hanging there now.”

Darrell nodded and watched the door close
behind Professor Tooth. Kate slapped her hand on a
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