
An Ending
The old man rode his horse along the dusty road and into the small village. His white hair and beard
were long, with a few tangles, and it whipped from side to side in the wind. His clothes were dusty 
and worn, but were tidy, and the few signs of mending were neat and well done. The horse’s bridle, 
its saddle, and other equipment were old but well-looked after. The animal itself was going grey 
around the muzzle, and had arthritic joints. Well-healed scars marred its coat here and there.

“This looks like a good place,” the old man said.
There was no one nearby, but in his head a voice said “Yes. It’s quiet. Looks peaceful.”
A small motor car passed the horse and rider, the driver sounding his horn.
“Idiot!” said two voices in unison.
As the horse and the man entered the village, they noticed a group of lads gathered at one corner 

of the village green, where there were a couple of benches next to the road.
“Hey, check this out, Josh,” said one of the lads, indicating the man and his horse.
Josh, the biggest lad, and the leader of the group, stood up.
“Don’t, Josh,” said one of the smallest in the group.
Josh ignored him. “Hey, old man! We don’t allow tramps in our village. Keep on moving.”
The old man and the horse stopped.
“Did you say something, lad?”
He dismounted with difficulty, and turned to adjust a strap on the horse’s saddlebags.
“Leave him alone, Josh,” begged the smaller boy again.
Josh ignored him. He stepped forward and pushed the man’s shoulder.
“I said, no tramps, gramps!”
“I thought so.” The man had turned and the point of his knife pricked Josh under the chin. “It’s a 

good job I’m not a tramp then, isn’t it. Isn’t it!”
“Yes, sir.” Josh conceded, glowering at the man.
The man withdrew his knife. 
“Good. Good. Now can anyone tell me if there is place in your lovely village that I and my horse

can stay?”
“There’s the inn,” offered one youth.
“They stopped doing horses, Jer. Ages ago. Put in car parks instead.”
“Oh, yeah.”
“My Dad’s got a stable.” It was the younger lad who had tried to rein in Josh earlier.
“Sounds fine, lad. Your name?”
“Mart. Do you want me to show you?”
“Sure, thanks.”
As Mart and the old man and his horse walked away, Josh scowled after them.
“I’ll get my own back.” he said.
“Mmm, did you see how fast he moved?” said Jer, indicating some doubt on his part.
Josh clapped him around the head for this dissent.
“He’s old! I’ll sort him out.”

***
“Thanks, Corr,” said the old man. “This will do fine.”

“The missus says that you can’t sleep in the house,” said Corrigan, Mart’s Dad. “Truth, we don’t 
really have the room.”



“This is fine,” repeated the old man. “Fine. You wouldn’t have any horse feed, by any chance.”
“You’re lucky. We got rid of the horse a week or so ago, but there’s still half a bag of horse feed 

there. He was too old to pull the plough, and the tractor has a plough and some other tools. It can do
the work of four horses.”

He gave the impression that he’d prefer the horse, in spite of everything.
“Dad’s friend took Pippin on. He had the space, he said. I go up there sometimes to see how he is

getting on,” Mart said.
Both the adults looked at Mart and nodded. It signified understanding and approval.
“He’s an old boy,” said Corr, looking at the old man’s horse.
“Mm,” said the old man. “As am I.”
“Do you have a home, sir?” asked Mart.
“Home? No, not for a long time. Call me Sam, boy.”
“Where are you headed for, Sam?”
“I just travel, Mart. I just travel. What’s the next big town?”
“Town? Um, probably Wislington. Do you know anyone there?”
“Nope. Doesn’t matter.”
Corr nodded. “Hmm. Anyway, come up to the house when you are settled, Sam. I’ll draw you a 

glass of ale. My wife will feed you too.”
“Sure thing. Thank you.”

***
The old man didn’t move on immediately. Corr’s wife, Suzy, fussed around him, and seemed 
pleased that Sam was staying for a while. She missed her father, who had died a year or so ago, and 
the old man probably reminded her of him.

Mart and the old man walked the horse on the local moors and open spaces. The old man rarely 
rode him, but he often boosted the boy onto the horse’s back.

“He likes to be ridden,” explained Sam. “But you’re lighter than me, Mart. He’s had a hard life.”
The horse snorted. In the old man’s head a voice said “You are not wrong, old friend.”

***
Josh and his cronies followed the old man around the village, and Mart mentioned it to the old man.

“Don’t worry, Mart. Yobs like them are not a problem. Ignore them.”
“But…”
“They all follow, what’s his name? Josh. Take their lead from him. They’ve not got an original 

thought in their heads. But you, Mart, you haven’t fallen totally under his spell.”
“Ha! Josh’s a jerk. They’re not really that dumb! But they’re the only boys in the village around 

my age. I go to school with Peter and Hamish.”
“Hmm.”
“Your horse, sir. He’s pretty old. Is he OK travelling with you? You could leave him here, when 

you go. Dad’s friend will let me keep him in the same field as Pippin, and I’d look after him.”
The horse snorted.
“Nah, lad. He and I have been together for years, decades! We’ll not be separated.”
“OK. I understand. I was really attached to Pippin.”
“Yeah.” The old man considered. “Can I trust you, Mart?”
“Yes, of course.”
They were walking the horse on the local commons.
“Is there anyone around, pal?” asked the old man in his mind.
“Nope,” said a voice in his head. “You want me to show myself? OK, here goes.”



The nondescript brown horse changed. He blazed white, with a shining spiral horn, but he didn’t 
lose the arthritic joints, and his horn had a few chips, His scars did not disappear, but highlighted 
the fact of his hard life.

“The little gods!” exclaimed Mart. “A Unicorn? But I thought that they were mythical. Are 
mythical. Have they all died out, then, apart from him?”

“Well, lad, they are obviously not mythical, and they haven’t died out. They’ve sort of moved on 
to … somewhere else. Somewhere else that isn’t here.” The old man scratched his beard, searching 
for the right words.”

“Oh, like a different dimension, like in Star Worlds.”
“That TV show? Hmm, I guess. Sort of, I suppose. Please don’t tell anyone about him, even your

parents.”
“Like they’d believe me! What’s his name?”
“You can call me Aggy, Mart. My full formal name is Agravere,” said a voice in his head.
Mart started. “Is that him! Is that really him! Erm, pleased to meet you, sire.”
“Likewise. It really is me.” The Unicorn snorted and readopted his disguise.
“Why are you here, sire? Aggy? Something exciting is always happening around Unicorns! At 

least, in the stories.”
“Well, naturally. No one remembers the boring bits where the Unicorn and his bonded human 

walked for miles and miles along dusty roads.”
“Oh yeah. Good point.”
“But actually we are travelling, we think, to the ancestral home of the Unicorn race. And there I 

will die.”
***

“Leave Sam alone,” said Mart.
He’d found Josh and the lads loitering in the Alley, a green lane between two houses.
Josh stopped. “What?”
“You’ve following him around. Looking for revenge after you failed to bully him out of the 

village, I expect.”
“What’s it to you?” Josh poked Mart in the chest.
“Don’t do that!”
“OK, you little twerp. You asked for it.”
Josh attempted to punch Mart in the stomach, but Mart moved, and Josh punched the wall.
“Shit! Get him guys!”
Mart backed away as the lads advanced on him.
“I dunno, Josh. Mart’s a pal. I don’t want to beat him up!” said Jer.
The other lads also hesitated.
“I’ll get him myself, you idiots.”
Josh charged and this time Mart stepped aside and tripped him. Josh fell into the wall, and 

scraped the side of his head. He cursed.
“Keep looking behind you, loser! I’ll get you!” he shouted as Mart walked away.
Mart turned the corner and Sam fell into step with him.
“Nice moves, Mart. Have you had training?” asked the old man.
“My Dad. He used to be military. We’d play fight all the time, and when I got bigger he tutored 

me properly. But Josh is easy to handle.”
“Mmm. You’ve handled him before.”
It wasn’t really a question.



“Yes. Could you handle him, Sam?”
“Yes. Well, I’m a bit slower these days, but yes, he wouldn’t be a problem, I don’t think.”
“Would you be able to handle me?”
Sam looked at him. “Those were smooth moves, Mart. Very smooth. You’re good, but I don’t 

know how good, and I’m not as good as I used to be. I’d handle you by not getting into a fight with 
you. That’s always the best way.”

Mart nodded.
***

“Wait for him to come to you, Corr. Make him do the work.”
Corr and Mart were sparring in the garden, stripped to the waist. Suzy had hung up some 

washing on the line and sniffed in pretend disapproval when she saw what they were doing, but she 
was smiling as she went back indoors.

“Yeah, old age is slowing you down, Dad,” teased Mart.
Corr knocked the breath out of Mart when he next attacked.
“Cheeky bugger,” said the older man.
“Ooof!” said Mart, while trying to catch his breath. It didn’t help that he was also trying not to 

laugh.
“Good one, Corr. Mart, you left yourself open on the left again! When will you learn?” called 

Sam.
He lifted his mug and took a swig of ale. Corr’s homemade ale was excellent, Sam reflected. He 

liked Corr and Mart, and Mart’s Mum, Suzy, but he’d noticed that Mart wasn’t too happy. Hmm. 
His parents were aware of it, he was sure, but they didn’t comment. Maybe they didn’t know what 
to do about it.

Corr and Mart sparred for a while then Corr called a halt.
“I’m buggered, son. You go and have a shower. I’ll have one when you are done.”
Corr took a swig from his own mug of ale.
“I’m worried about him,” Corr admitted.
“Mmm?”
“There’s nothing for him round here.”
“The farm?”
“It’s not what it used to be. I’ve already sold some less productive fields off for housing. The 

rest, me, Suzy, and Jamie, Mart’s big brother can handle. Mart’s going to be bored, I think.”
“I see. And I guess you are wondering if I would take him under my wing? Show him the 

world?”
“Well, yes. He’s talked about going travelling. I saw a bit of the world in the war.”
“Did you see any action?”
Corr snorted. “No. Unless you count a few bar room brawls, that is. It was all bad food, bad digs,

and lots of marching around.”
“Ah, yes, the military life. Well, I’ll think about it. You know that once he leaves the village, he 

may not return? Ever. And while he may write letters there’s no guarantee that they will get back to 
you?”

Sam reflected that Corr didn’t know how Unicorns and Humans travelled, but Mart’s Dad knew 
that the boys and girls who left the village rarely returned these days.

Corr sighed. “Yes. I know. So does his Mum. She wants what is best for him.”
“I’ll talk to him, Corr.”

***



“Your Dad saw a bit of the world when he was younger, Mart.”
It was just a statement, and Sam waited to see how the boy would respond.
Mart glanced at the old man. “Well, yes. He said it was mostly boring.”
“Yeah, travelling is mostly boring. Lots of walking. Plenty of hard work.”
Sam mused for a moment.
“And people look down on you, especially if you are old, like me.”
“I don’t, Sam!”
“Yeah, I know. But there’s more and more people like Josh, these days.”
“Would you take me along with you, Sam? If my parents agree?”
Sam nodded. “Before I answer, let me tell you more about Aggy and me. We met when I was 

about your age. Aggy was a Unicorn colt, and Henk was the bonded partner of the Unicorn 
Gavalere, known as Gav, Aggy’s sire. I was just like you, Mart, ready to go out into the world and 
see what I could see.”

“So you went along with Henk, Gav, and Aggy, did you, Sam?”
Sam nodded. “Essentially. Over time, I bonded with Aggy, and when that was complete, Aggy 

and I split from Hank and Gav.”
“How long did that take, Sam?”
“A couple of years.” He glanced at the boy. “There’s something that you should know about how

a Unicorn and his bonded human travel.”
He paused and looked into the distance. They were seated on the summit of a small hill 

overlooking the village and Aggy was cropping the grass nearby. It was a clear day, and they could 
see a long way, but the details faded into the haze. The next village over was only just visible.

“What’s that, Sam?” said the boy, after waiting for a while.
“Hmm?” Sam brought his mind back to the here and now.
“Travelling?”
“Oh, that. When you travel to the next village, … What’s it called?”
“East Golding, sir.”
“Ah, when you travel to East Golding, you leave here, walk up the road, and you’re there, right? 

And you turn around and walk back. Probably the same would be true for Aggy and me. But if we 
travel through two or three villages, we’d end up somewhere else, not the third village over. Do they
teach you Geography, Mart?”

“Yes, sir.”
“Good. Good. So Geography says that when you go from A, to B, to C, you can then travel on to 

D, because A, B, C, and D are geographically related. But when Aggy and I travel we go from A to 
probably B, then possibly C, then probably not D. We don’t travel geographically.”

“Are you joking, Sam?”
“Nope.”
Sam paused to see if Mart would work it out.
“But if you tried to return to A …”
“Yeah. The same applies. If you arrived at D, and you turned around, you wouldn’t find your 

way back to A.”
“So if I travelled with you and Aggy, I wouldn’t ever see my Mum and Dad and Jamie again.”
“It’s not that bad, actually. I’ve been back home a few times, but I can’t do it intentionally. I was 

home for my son’s birth.”



He paused for thought. “Actually, I missed the actual birth by an hour or two. My wife was a bit 
mad at me! I didn’t see my daughter until she was two, more’s the pity. And when I said ‘I’, I meant
‘we’. Aggy and me.”

“You’re married?”
“Yeah. Elly. My wife understands.”
“Wow!”
“Yeah, she’s a wonderful understanding woman.”

***
Mart had been travelling with Sam and Aggy for a few months when they reached the city.

“It looks old-fashioned,” said Mart as they approached the city walls. “The people are wearing 
old-fashioned clothes. Oh, look, the guards have swords and those, what do you call them, bows!”

“Cross bows. Yeah. Compared to your home town, they are old-fashioned. I wonder why that 
is?”

“You humans are obsessed with a linear concept of time. Past. Present. Future. It’s not always 
that way,” said Aggy’s voice in their heads.

“You’d know, pal,” commented Sam. “Oh well, let’s see why we are here.”
“Why we are here?” asked Mart.
“Yes. We arrive somewhere, and there is some issue that we get involved in, like it or not. A 

battle. A birth. A marriage. A death. A mystery. There’s always a reason.”
“A battle?”
“Don’t worry, boy. You could take anyone on, though I just realised that I haven’t taught you any

sword skills.”
“Sword skills?”
“Don’t worry. You won’t have to fight anyone. We’ll make sure of that.”
“’Don’t worry’ he says.”

***
Mart was quiet as they left the city.

“That was nice. A big bonus! Lady Quist was very generous. I knew that the Joker had stolen the
necklace almost from the beginning. The issue was proving it. You did well, Mart. He’d have got 
clean away if you hadn’t stopped him.”

“Mmm.”
“That Jilly was a nice girl. She liked you, Mart.”
Mart exploded. “Yes, but I couldn’t … Well, I had to keep my distance, didn’t I?”
“Mart! Mart, I’ve been married for more than fifty years! My wife understands! You just have to 

be honest with the girls, um, people that you meet.”
The old man pondered. “I’ve cuddled and kissed a few girls, but that was just flirting. I’ve been 

faithful to my wife all this time.”
Mart sighed. “Yes, I guess I’ve got to get used to this business, I suppose.”
Sam slapped him on the back.
“Yeah, pal! I’ve been trying to do that since I started.”
His mental voice dripping with sarcasm, Aggy said “You’ve got so much better at it, pal.”
“Shaddup, pal! Anyway, Mart, you have yet to find your Elly.”

***
Mart started to be concerned about Aggy and the old man. Aggy struggled to walk and it often took 
them several days to travel between two towns, though in this prairie landscape towns were spaced 
far apart. The old man rode Mart’s horse and often fell asleep in the saddle.



Aggy chatted to Mart as they made their slow way through the fields of wheat and corn.
“Not long now, young human,” said Aggy, as Sam dozed. “I’m tired. We’re not far from the 

ancestral lands. I feel it.”
“What then, pal?”
“Why, I will die.”
“And Sam?”
Aggy was agitated, probably for the first time since Mart had known him.
“I do not know,” said the Unicorn. “I do not know.”
“Easy, pal. What will be, will be.”
The Unicorn snorted. “True. In a sense, anyway.”

***
The endless plain stretched to the horizon and beyond. The grasses were blown in waves which 
crossed and re-crossed, a complex display of the shape of the swirling wind.

“I can go no further, my friend,” said Aggy.
“What?!” said Sam, shocked.
Mart grabbed the old man by the arm. He had staggered as if he had been hit.
“Sam!”
“OK. OK. Let’s rest for a while.”
Aggy’s thoughts were conveyed a firmness beyond words. “No. This is it.”
The stallion sat down heavily. He held his head up for a while but it slowly drooped until Aggy 

was lying flat out. His disguise disappeared.
“No!” said Sam.
He cradled the Unicorn’s huge head in his lap.
“Yes. It has to be, Sam. Have you enjoyed our years of travelling, pal?”
Sam could not answer.
Mart saw movement in the corner of his eye, and a Unicorn appeared. Then Mart noticed that 

they were surrounded by hundreds of Unicorns, all moving from place to place, circling the little 
group. Mart’s horse, Grizzy, acknowledged the Unicorn herd, then returned to cropping the grass.

A dozen or so Unicorns separated themselves from the herd and advanced in a single line. One 
by one they came up to Aggy, and touched his horn. Mart and Sam could feel them in their heads, 
but they couldn’t tell what the conversations were about.

Last of all, a very old Unicorn touched horns with Aggy. He looked to be even older than Aggy.
“Greetings, Oldest,” said Aggy, and Sam and Mart heard him in their head.
“Greetings and farewell, Agravere,” said the Oldest.
“Thank you, Oldest. I am ready to go. It is time. Farewell, Sam. Farewell, Mart. I glad to have 

known you, humans.”
“Me too,” said Mart, but Sam was unable to say anything.
Aggy sighed a couple of times and then his chest stopped moving.
“Mmm. That’s over,” said the Oldest. “His body will fade away shortly.”
“Fade away?”
Then Aggy became transparent, and Mart could see the grass beneath his body, and the Unicorn’s

body did fade away. Sam was left sitting crying with nothing in his lap.
“Hmm, Dexter! To me, please.”
One of the other Unicorns approached the group, and he and the Oldest crossed horns.
“Mmm. Sam is now mostly asleep. He’ll be like a … What do you humans call them? Like a 

robot, for a day or two. You need to get him home.”



“Um, how do we get there, Oldest?”
“Just travel, boy. Just travel.”
“Oldest?”
“Yes, boy?”
“I hope that you don’t mind me asking, but you, sire, look older than Aggy was.”
The Oldest seemed amused.
“That’s OK, Mart. Yes, I am older than Aggy was. The Oldest Unicorn cannot die, until the herd 

decides that there should be a new Oldest. I keep hoping, but the herd has not yet decided to let me 
go.”

He sighed.
“Goodbye, boy. Oh, I’m sorry! I mean goodbye, young man.”
“Goodbye, sire.”
Mart turned his attention to Sam, who remained sitting on the ground, sobbing.
“Come on, Sam. We have to travel.”
“What for? There is no point.”
A Unicorn colt trotted up from somewhere, though Mart didn’t see where.
“Are you OK, human?” He nuzzled Sam, and Sam stirred.
“Go away, colt. I don’t need you!”
“Human, it was only an ending. Everything has a start and an end. Aggy was happy to end. Why 

are you sad?”
“I’m all alone.”
“Yeah. Because you can’t end yet.”
“What?” Sam thought for a minute. “Is that it?”
“You can’t end here. You must return to human space.”
Sam pulled himself to his feet.
“The Oldest said we need to go home. To do that we must travel. Let’s go.”

***
They travelled slowly because Sam was only able to walk with frequent rests. Eventually Mart gave
up his horse to Sam, and walked alongside. The colt accompanied them, forever pleasant and 
cheerful, and Mart enjoyed talking to him.

“What’s your name, little one?” asked Mart.
“Mm? I’ve not got a name, Mart. Do I need one?”
“Good question. Humans like to give things names.”
“I like snow. Snowman?”
“Hmm. How about Snowball, little one?”
“Yes! Unicorns are white, like snow, and I’m like a ball when I sleep!”
“You are, pal. You are.”
So the colt became Snowball.
“Negevere,” said Sam and Mart looked at him. “What? He needs a formal name. ‘Nege’ means 

‘snow’ and ‘vere’ is a good suffix.”
The colt whinnied.
“I like it.”
“How come you were all alone, Snowball? Are you going to stay with us?”
“Yes, if you will have me. I haven’t found anyone to bond with yet. I have been in the human 

places and the Unicorn spaces with my dam, but she has gone, and I arrived here just as Aggy was 
ending. There must be a reason.”



“We will take you along, but Snowball, you will need a disguise! You can’t appear to humans as 
a Unicorn.”

“Oh, yes. I forgot. I usually appear to humans like this.”
Snowball was still white, but it wasn’t a brilliant white. He had a ‘salt and pepper’ colouration, 

and his horn was not visible.
“Looks good, pal.”

***
They travelled and they arrived where they were needed. Mostly Mart and Snowball did what was 
required, and they moved on. Sam just seemed to go along with everything. In one place they found
the missing heir to the throne, and in another place they advised an unhappily married woman to 
leave her husband. They persuaded a bank manager not to foreclose on a struggling couple, and 
they helped a young pregnant woman reconcile with her parents.

One day, a few months after Aggy’s ending, they arrived at the top of a hill just outside a town. 
Sam, who had been dozing on the horse, started.

“I know this place!” He had been slowly getting quieter and less alert, and Mart and Snowball 
were worried about him, but he urged the horse into a trot, and Snowball and Mart hurried to follow
him.

Sam led them into the small village. He turned left, then right, and stopped in front of a modest 
house. He dismounted from the horse with an agility which astounded Mart. Sam strode up to the 
door, hesitated, then knocked. The door opened.

“Sam! Sam!”
The woman who had opened the door was elderly. She had a thick shawl wrapped around her 

shoulders, and a pair of eyeglasses perched on her nose. Her hair was as white as snow.
“Elly.” Sam’s response was full of love and affection.
Elly stepped forward into his hug, tears glistening in her eyes.
“Oh, my love, it’s so good to see you. But where is Aggy? Oh! Oh, no.”
“Yes, Elly. Aggy is no longer with us.”
“Oh, no! I wish that I could have been there, Sam.”
“It was peaceful. He wanted to go. That’s when we picked up Snowball, who we think is 

bonding with Mart.”
Elly noticed Mart and the Unicorn colt.
“Oh. Let’s get you all settled, and then we can catch up. So this is Snowball? He’s a Unicorn 

too?”
She produced an apple from nowhere and the colt crunched it with pleasure.
“Hi, ma’am, I’m Mart,” said Mart, half laughing.
“Oh, I’m so sorry, Mart. Welcome! How did you meet my old rascal of a husband?”

***
Jools tickled Mart in the ear with a piece of grass. They were lying in the grass in the hills behind 
the reservoir which contained the town’s water supply. Snowball was contentedly cropped the grass 
a little distance away.

“You know,” said the colt in their heads, “There’s no such thing as ‘ordinary’ grass. The other 
small plants in it give each patch a unique flavour. And there are different species of grass too.”

“Very philosophical, pal,” said Mart.
He pushed Jools onto her back in the grass, and wrestled her for the piece of grass. She laughed, 

and he kissed her.



“Jools, you know about your Grandpa and your Grandma, don’t you?” asked Snowball. “You 
know that he was bonded with Aggy, and that he had to keep travelling?”

“Mmm,” confirmed the girl. “Grandma told me when Mart and I started … when we began … 
Oh, shoot!”

Two voices laughed at her, and one was only in her head.
“I think Grandpa has come home for the last time,” said the girl. “He’s getting vaguer and 

vaguer. He sleeps most of the time. Grandma hardly ever leaves his side.”
“Oh!” said Mart. “I hadn’t thought of it that way, but it is obvious, isn’t it? I’ll have to leave 

some time and I guess I’ll have to leave him here.”
Snowball suddenly raised his head. “Humans, guys, we have to get back. Now.”

***
“He woke up from a doze and called me. I came to him, and he held my hands and kissed me. Then 
he said ‘I love you, Elly’. I said ‘I love you too, Sam’. Then he lay back in the chair, and I thought 
that he had gone to sleep, but then I noticed that he had stopped breathing. I ran to get your Mum 
and Dad, Jools, and then I had a little cry. I’ll probably cry more later.”

Her eyes were red, but she wasn’t crying at the moment. She was seated on the sofa and Jools’ 
Mum was holding her.

“Can I please go up and see him?” asked Mart.
“Of course, son. Of course.”
“I’ll come with you,” said Jools, and her Grandma nodded.
Mart stood silently looking at Sam’s body on the bed.
“You know, we were together for years. He was like a second Dad to me, but he doesn’t look like

the Sam I travelled with. He looks different, like a stranger.”
“I’ve only seen him once or twice. When I was very small, I remember pulling his beard. At least

I think I do, but maybe I’ve just been told the story so many times that it seems like a memory. 
Mum says that she had to pry his beard from my grasp. He didn’t mind, she said.”

“He didn’t say much about his family when we were travelling. But I’ve seen him with Elly and 
his kids, and all you grand kids. Even though he wasn’t often home, I’m sure that he thought about 
you all the time.”

“Yes. Sometimes he brought us small gifts when he came home. I’ve still got a wooden animal 
that he gave me. It’s sort of like a crocodile that walked on two legs. Maybe a dinosaur?”

She paused.
“Do you really have no control when you travel with your Unicorns? You can’t decide where you

want to end up?”
“No. Sometimes Aggy seemed to know where were going, but I don’t think that even the 

Unicorns can control it. Before Aggy died, he knew he was going home, and he told me before he 
passed away that Sam had to come home.”

It was his turn to pause.
“You know, I’ve never been home since I started travelling with Sam. Maybe I will get there 

soon. I hope so.”
***

Sam’s funeral was well attended and almost everyone in the village came. Many of them were 
curious about Elly’s mysterious husband of course. They knew that he was rarely home, but of 
course they didn’t know about his Unicorn. 



The funeral carriage was pulled by two jet black horses who had been brought back from a quiet 
retirement somewhere. Coffins were usually transported by a big black petrol-engined car these 
days, but Elly had insisted.

“They’re nice guys, those black horses,” Snowball told Mart. “They’re so pleased to be of 
service again.”

The family followed the carriage to the chapel, and Mart and Snowball walked behind them. 
Jools glanced back, said something to her Mum and dropped back to walk with Mart and Snowball. 
One or two of the villagers joined the procession, leading their horses.

The Pastor presided over a brief funeral service, and then the funeral directors took control of 
Sam’s body. Elly had decided to have her husband’s body cremated in the town crematorium. “He’s 
not from around here,” she said. “We talked about it.”

Everyone moved next door to the village hall and a party got underway.
“You knew Sam well, didn’t you, Mart?” asked the Pastor.
“Yes, ma’am, we travelled together for a couple of years.”
“That must be nice,” she said, and sighed.
“Yes, I will miss him. Especially when Snowball and I take to the road again.”
“Snowball? Oh, yes, your horse. Sam had a horse too. A big one with a funny name. I wonder 

what happened to him?”
“Aggy. He died, ma’am, just a few months ago.”
“That’s sad. Anyway, Mart, please visit me, before you leave, and bring Jools with you if you 

want.”
The Pastor looked at Jools who went pink.
“Thank you, ma’am,” said Mart. “I’ll do that.”

***
“You can come with me, Jools, if you want to,” suggested Mart. 

They were sitting on a bench that someone had erected on a popular walkway. As usual, 
Snowball was cropping the grass nearby.

“It’s about time you asked,” his mental voice commented.
Jools was silent for a long time. Mart sat silently beside her, letting her arrange her thoughts. She

turned to him and kissed him.
“Part of me would like nothing better, but …”
Mart’s heart sank.
“But part of me is like my Grandma. I like my home comforts. I like travel too, and we all used 

to go down to the sea every year, but I don’t think that I would like to travel all the time. I’m sorry.”
“Never mind. I’m not going to leave for a week or so. I’m going to miss you!”
“Me too,” said Snowball.
“There’s one thing that we can do before you go, my love,” she explained her plan to Mart.
“I love you, Jools.”
“And I love you too, Mart.”
“You know, Jools, you are a special person,” said Snowball.
“What do you mean, Snowball?”
“Most people can’t hear Unicorns, let alone talk with them.”
“Oh, I didn’t know! I thought that Unicorns choose who they can talk to. Can Grandma do it?”
“She could talk to Aggy, I believe, and I think she knows that you can talk to me, but she can’t 

talk to me.”
Jools sighed. “She’s so sad. She’s much quieter than she was. She’s grieving.”



“Yes. But underneath, she is slowly healing. I can see it.”
“Is she? I can help with that!”
“It will take a long, long time.”

***
“I wonder if I will see him again!”

“I used to wonder that every time Sam rode down that road,” said Elly, hugging her 
granddaughter. “But I think you will see him again, my dear.”

“He’s a nice lad, Jools,” said her Mum from the other side. “It was a nice wedding.”
“Yeah,” laughed her Dad. “A ‘small quiet wedding’ we said, and everyone in the village came!”
“At least you had a wedding, Jools, dear. I never did,” said her Grandma.
“What?!”
“We didn’t have time.”
“Oh, Grandma!”
“We sorted that out the first time he came back. That was after your Uncle Peter was born, of 

course. My Mum had been trying to marry me off to all the boys in spite of me having a baby. She 
wouldn’t listen when I said that I considered that I was already married! So Sam and I visited the 
Pastor and formalised it. My Mum was mad at us!”

“Well, it worked out for you, Mum,” said Jools’ Mum with a sigh, “I just hope that it will work 
out for you, Jools.”

Jools and her Grandma looked at each other. They both knew that Unicorns were involved.
“It will,” they said, in unison.

***
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