
[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]

cover.html




[image: Beauty by Robin McKinley]






images/page111.jpg
other's company; perhaps even more | wordered that | sought Hs. We saw each other severd hours of
every day; yet | at leastalways looked forwards to the next meeting, and his Wsits never seemed long,
Part of It | supposed, was that we were each other’s only dtemative to solltude; but | could admit that
this wasn'tall. | trled not to wonder too much, and to be grateful. This Idyll was not at all what1 had
Imagined during that last morth at home with a red rose keeping secret sllent watch over the parlour.
‘There were arly two flawsin myenjoyment of this new IHfe. The worst was mylonging for home, for
the sight of my farmily; and | found that the only way | could control this sorrow was not to think of them

atall, which was almost as painful as the loss Iself. The atherwas that every evening after supper, When
1

stood upfrom the longtable In the dining hall and prepared to go upstalrs to my room, the Beast asked:
“Beauty, will you marry me?” Every evening, | answered, "No,” and left the room at once. The firstfew
‘weeks | loked over myshoulder as | hastened upstals, fearing that he would be angry, and would
follow me 1o put his question more forcefully. But he never did. The weeks passed, and with them my
fear, which was replaced by friendship and even a imid affection. | came to dread that rightly question

for quite a different reason | did not like to refuse Him the only thing he ever asked of me. My "No*
grew

o less certaln, but | sald It quietly and walked ustalrs feeling as 1f | had Just done something shameful.
‘We had such good times together, and yet they abays came to ths, at every day’s find parting, | knew
‘was fond of him, but the thought of marrytng him remained horrible.

After the Beast had told me, at the beginning of my stay, that | should not allow myself to be bulied

by thelnvible servants, and spectically by the bowls and platters that served me at dinner, | began to

enjoy occaskonally expressing a preference. That wonderful table would never have offered me the

dish twice; butwhile | reveled In the vartety, | also sometimes demanded a repetiion. There was a dark

tready spiae cake that | liked very much, ard asked for several times. Sometimest burstinto being like
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‘small exploding star, severd feet above my he:
small

, and settied magnificently to my plate; sometimes a

sliver tray With a leg ateach of ive or s comers would leap up and hurry towards me from a polnt far
down the table.

One everning near mld-summer | asked for my favourite cake again. The Beast sat, as usual, to my
right a5 | headed the Immense table. There was a wine-glass In front of him, and a hottle of white wine
the colour of moarllght we were sharing, After mary weeks of my asking him I there wasn't something
he would eat or drink with me, he had admitied that he enfoyed a glass of wine now and then. Most
nights after that he had at leasta few sips of whatever | was drinking, although | noticed that he never
touched his glass when | waslooking at him.

“You should try this,” | sald, cutting the cake with a siver knlfe.

“Thank you,” sald the Beast, “but as | have told you, | cannot wield knife and fork.*

“You don’tneed to,” | sald. "Here, stop that,” | sad to the cake. | had cuta plece from the tray but
‘when! lald the knife down It promply sprang up again and was Iifting the plece onto my glate. "Vll do
that." picked up the sice of cake and bit Into It "Uke this,” | sald to the Beast around a mouthful.
“Don’t temse me,” sad the Beast " cannat. Besides, my—er—molith st setup for chewing *
“Nelther Is Honey's,” | sald. | had told him aout Melinda’s ugly mastif, "And she will inboe cakes.

and ples and cookles by the hundredwelght!f they are left urguarded. This Is really very good. Open
‘Your mouth.”  stocd up, cake In hand, and walked around the comer of the table. The Beast looked at
me warlly. | felt like the mouse confronted by the llon In the fable, and grinned. “Come; It worrt hurt.”
71— began the Beast, and | pushed the morsel of cake between his teeth. | tumed away ard went
back to my chalrand busled myself cutting another piece without looking at him, remermbering that he
‘Would nat drink If| watched. After amoment | thought | haard Him swallow. | gave him another minute,
and looked up. There was the most extraordinary expresdonin his eyes. "Well?” | sald briskly.

“Yes, Itls good,” sald the Beast.

“Then have a little more, | sad, and whisked around the table to stand by Hs chalr agaln before he
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make nothing of it Then quite by accident, or atleast It seemed so, | discovered along shelf of
‘wonderful

stortes and verses by a Sir Walter Scott; and | read a book called The Once and Future King twice,
sitheugh | st Iked Malory betior. | stayed sway from the hall of palntings. The castle, as usual, ordered
Itself o the convenlence of my comings and golngs, and the library was now regularly to be found down
one short corridor and up a flight of stalrs from my room.

After that day when | Introduced the Beast and Great-heart to each other, the Beast occadonally

Jolned us on our moming walks. At irst Greatheart was uneasy, although he gave me no more trouble;
butafter a few ook Greatheart was nearly as comfortable as | was n the Beast's company. Ilat the
big horse wander free, without halter or rope, as | had done at home; and | noticed that he kept me
between Hmsolf and the Beast, arl the Beast never offered to touch him.

‘Sometimes too the Beast would find me In the ibrary, where | Was sting on myfeet In a huge wing
chalr reating The Bride of Lommenmoor or The Ring and the Book. Onae he found me smiling

foollshly over "How They Brought the Good News from Ghent to AN, and asked me to read It sloud. |
hesltated. | was sitting by the window, where my favourtte chalr had obligingly arranged tself, my elbow
on thelvy-edged stane sl The Beast turned away from me long encugh to call a chalr up to him, which
‘was |olned a moment later by a faotstool with four Ivory legs, bowed like the forelegs of a bulldog. He
sat down and looked atme expectantly, There didn't seem to be any opporturity for nervousness on my
part, so | put my hesltalons aside and raad I, “Now It your tum,” | sald, and passd the book to him.
He held It as Hit were a butterly fora moment, thenleaned back and began to tum the pages—with
dextertty, | noticed—and then made me laugh with Hs sly reading of "Sallloquy In the Sparish Clolster.” |
didn't redilze It at the time, but thatwas the beginning of a tradition; mast days after that we took turms
reading to each other. Once after saveral weels of a dally chapter of Bleak House he did not come one
day, and | missed him sadly. | scokded him for his neglect when | saw himat sunset that evening. He
looked pleased and sald, “Very well. | shan't miss again.”

‘This brief exchange made me think, whether | would or no, | wondered that we didrt tire of each
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I woke up the next moming stll tired; a headache pricked behind my eyes, and the fresh sunlight

pouring through my window tke a golden @it looked flat and sour. The mood refused to Ift. | ate, and
walked In the gardens, and read, ard talked to the Beast, and galloped Greatheart through the green
meadows; but the plcture of a smal dun-coloured house, covered with hundreds of dimbing roses,
drummed In my hesd and let me see nothing else.

Atsupper | was sllent, as | had been for most of the day. The Beast had asked me several fmes f |

‘was unwell, I there was something troubling me; | had put Him off each time with a few brusque or
Impertinent ords. Each time he looked away and forbore to press me. | elt gullty for the way! treated

him; but how could I tell him what was huring me7 | had agreed to come and IV In His castle to save
my

Father's Iife, and | must ablde by my promise. The Beast’s subsecuent kindness to me led me to hope

that one day he might set me free; but 1 did not think | could Aghtfuly ask. At least notyet, after orly
four

months. But 1 longed so much to see my famly that | coud only remember to hold to my promise; |
could not always doIt cheerfully.

I was staring Into my teacupn when the Beast asked me once more: “Beauty. Please. Tell me what Is
‘wrong, Perhaps | can help.*

Hooked up, Inttated, my mouth open to tell him toleave me alone —please: But something I hs
expression stopped me. | flushed, ashamed of myself, and looked down agaln

“Beauty,” repeated the Beast.

At miss my family,” | muttered.

‘The Beast leaned back In s chalr and there ws 2 patise. “You would leave me then?” he sal

;and
the hopelessness m hisvolce shook me evenfrom the depths of my self-pity. | remembered for the first

time since my home-sckness had selzed me the night before that he had no family to wish for. “ItIs
rather

lonesome here sometimes,” he had sald at our frst meeting; and | had been able to ity him then,
before |
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had leamed to ke him. My friendship was worth litle If| could forget t, and him, so quicdy.
I would be very sorry never to see You anymore,” | sald. "But you have been so kind to me that |

have:

1 have occadonally wondered perhaps f—perhaps If after some tem Is completed, that you

‘Would—mightlet me go. | would stll wish to remaln your friend.” Hewas sllent, and | went. Fateringly
on:

1 know It 15 too soon yet—1 have only been here a few months | know | should't have memtioned I, It
Is very ungrateful of me—and dishonourable,”  sald miserably. "I didn’t want to say anything— wasrt
golng to—butyou kept asking what was wrong—and | miss them 5o very much,” and | caught myself up
onasob.

I cannot let you go,” sald the Beast. | looked at Him. "Beauty, m sory." He seemed aboutto say
something more, but | gave him no time.

“Cannot?* | breathed. There was something Interminable In that short word. | stood up and backed a
few steps awy from the table, The Beast sat, with his right hand on the table, the white bandage on It
almost covered by the waves oflace. He looked at me; | could not

see his eyes; the world was tuming a shimmering, dandng grey, ke the Inside of a snowflake. |

biinked, and a volce | did not recognize as my own sdld: "Never let me go? Notever? | will sperd my.
entirelife here —and never see anyone agaln?” And | thought: My life? He has been here two centurles.
What Is myIife span likely to be here? The cistie was a prison; The door would not open. “Dear God,” |
crled, "the door worft open. Let me out, let me out!” | raised my fists to pouind on sllent wooden panels
that | seemed to see loom up Infront of me, and then | knew o more.

Iretumed to consdousness slowly and plecemeal. For the firstfew minites | had no ldea where |

‘was; at first | supposed that | was at home, In bed. But that could not be; the pilow under my cheek was
soft and sightly furry—velvet, | thought drowslly. Velvet. We have no velvet at home —except what the
Beast sent In Father's saddlebags. The Beast. Of course, | was In the castle. | had been here for several
months. Then | remembered, stl dimly, that very recently | had been terribly unhappy; but | d1d not

remember why. How could | be unhappy here? | thought. | have everything | want, and the Beast Is very
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could say anything. He hesitated a moment, his eyes searching my face; then he opened s motith
obedlently. After a minute he sald dokefuly, “Itwill probably disagree with me.”

“twill do nothing—*1 began Indignantly, and reallzed he was laughing slently at me. We both

laughed doud, il the table danced In sympathy, and as | putmy head back | saw the chandeller turning
on It chaln, winking and tinlirg Its crystal pendants.

“Oh my," 1 sighed at last. The teapot approached and poured me a cupful; toright It was sweetened

‘with orange peel, splced with ginger. | drark In slence, enjoying the frlendly warmih of tea and
laughter. |

setmy cup down empty, and sad: Ttls time | went upstalrs. What with one thing and
another—Browning and KIpling, you know—I'm getting nowhere with Catullus."

“Beauty, il you marry me?” sad the Beast.

‘The world was as still as autumn after winter’s irst snowfall, and as cold as three o’clock In the
moming beside a deathbed. | pressed myself back In my chalr ard closed my eyes, my fingers denching.
on the carved arms tll the smooth scrolled edges pinched my skin. “No, Beast,” | saki, without opering
my eyes. "Please—| am—very fond of you. | wish you wouldr't ask me this, for| cannot, cannot, marry
You, and | dortlike telling Yot no, and no, and no, agaln and again.” | lacked at him.
 cannot help asking” he sdd, and there was an undertone to his volce that fghtened and saddened
me. He made a brusque gesture, and the wine-bottle toppled under his arm. He tumed and caughtitin

id-alr with a grace that seemed Inhuman to my troubled senses. He paused, locking at the bottle as If
it

were the future, H; head and back bent
“You—you are very strong, aren't you” | whispered

“Strong?” he sad In a queer, detached volce that did not sound like Hs own. “Yes, | amstrong.” He
lingered on the last word asIf he detested It. He stralghtened up In his chalr and held the botle at arm's

length. Hs hand tightened on the bottle, and It snapped and shattered, the shards cascading to the
table

and spllntering against siiver and gold, and falling to the floor.
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“Oh, you have hurt yourselfl” | ried, Jumping up. His hand was st dosed, and mixed with the pale
‘wine stalr spreading across the tablecloth like the battle-ranks of an advandng army, darker drops were

‘welling up from the tender we b of flesh between thumb and Index finger and running down s wrist,
and

Spotting the white lace; and driaping to the table between the dark denched fingers

He stood up, and | checked my vague Impise to go to Him, and stood shivering by my chalr. He

‘opened hi: hard, and a few more bits of glass fel to the table. Ht turmed the hand palm up ard looked at
It "It s nothing

he sald. “Only that! am a fool” e strode off down the long table Without looking at me; a door
opened Ina gloomy comer, and he was gore.

Aftora moment | leftthe dining hall ard went upstalrs. My long stff embroldersd skirts seemed
heavier than usud, the sleeves and shoudders more Hinding. There was no sign o the Beast.

My evening was rulned. | iked reading by an open fire, so my reom arranged to be codl enough that
afire on the hearth was pleasant to sit beside. But tanight | couldr’t conaentrate an Catullus, who
seemed dull and petulant; | couldn'tfind a comfortable positon In my chalr; even me fire seemed sullen
and brooding. The frstflawin my happiness here, always the stronger of the two, struick me with
particudar force. | thought of my farmly. Richard and Mercy were over a year old by now; they were

probably walling, and might have sald thelr irst words. They would have no recallection of the aunt
who

had left over four months ago, | could see Hope, smiling, Hayingwith the bables, tidding thelr faces and
bare feet with dalsles. | hought of Ger, Hack to the el bows, with smudges on his face, holding a horse’s
hoof balanced between his knees In hisleather apron. | hought of Grace In the kitchen, her face:
dellcately flushed with the heat, and a golden curl or two escaping from Its net. Then | saw my father,
‘whistling between his teeth, whit-ding a long pole 5o that the chips flew. My eyes filled with tears; but
they didn’t splll aver tl | suddenly saw the house covered with roses, huge, beautiful roses of many

‘colours; somehow that was the worst of all.  lald my face In my arms and sobbed.
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Hell.
That curlous feeling of clear-heatedness Increased with the ight. Grey gave way to pink, and then to
deep flushed rose edged with gold; there wast?t a doud In the sky, and | could see the moming star
shiningike hope from the bottom of Pandora’s box. | opened a section of the window and a itte wind
slipped Inside to play with my rumpled halr and tice me back Into the beginnings of @ good mood.
‘Then | heard the volces. There was a rustling about them, ie too many st satin petticots, and |
looked around In surprise, half-expecting to see someone. "Oh dear, oh dear,” sald the melanchaly
volae, “Just look at that bed. I'm sure she hasn't had a wink of sleep al night. Here now” —more.

‘sharply—"Wwhat are you about? Pul yourselves together I mme diatelyl” The beddothes started
scrambling

over one anather, and the bed-curtains qulvered anxously.
“Don't be too hard on them,” sald the practical volce mildly. “They've had a rough night too.”
“We affhave, sald the first volce. “Oh yes Ind eed. And look at her siting beside that open window,

‘with her robe all open at the neck, and nothing buta bit of lace for a nightgown| Shell catch her deathl”
|

guiltly puta hand to my callar. “And her halrl Good heavens. Has she been standing on her heaf
‘The volces—these were the volces | had heard several fimes, Just before | had drifted Into sleep or
Just after; | had never decided which They were myInvidble maldservants, my fdendly breeze, the

Volaes of laln common sense In this maglc-ridden castle. They Whisked around now, firding hot water
In

afoldIn the alr, putting It In a basln, laying towels besIde K. Breaklast was lald out—"ItIs early, but she

will certalrly feel better after she has eaten —ard all the while they talked, discuss ng me: “How pale
and

pinched she loolks! Toright we must be sure she rests properly”; and the coming day, and my wardrobe,
and the difficulties of getting the food decently cooked and the floors decently waxed, and 5o on.

Isat amazed, listering: At first| thought that | must be a

.ard dreaming, In spite of the cold clean

touch of the dawn; that would also explaln the odd sense of preternatural clear-heatedness—1 might
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Kirdl to me: A stray thought, less substantial than a wisp of smoke, suggested, The Beast loves me; but It
dissolved Immedately and | forgot about It. Justnow | was very comfortable, and | did not want to

move. | rubbed my cheek attle aganst the warm velvet. There was a curious adour to I; It remirded

of forests, of pine sap and moss and springwater, only with a wilder tang beneath It
My memory began to retumn. | had been unhappy because | was home:sick. The Beast had sald that
he could notlet me go home. Then | must have fainted. It occurred to me that the velvet my face rested
‘on was heaving and subsiding gently, ike someane breathing; and my fingers were wrapped around

‘something that felt very much ke the front of a coat. There was a welght across my shoulders that
might

have been an arm. | was leaning against the whatever-it-was, half sitiing up. | turned my head a few
Inches, and caught a glimpse oflace, and beneath It a white bandage on  dark hand; and the rest of my
mind and memory returned with a shock ke a snowstorm through a window blown suddenly open.

| gasped, half 2 shriek let go the velvet folds | was dutching, and pushed myself violently away. |

found myself kneeling at the opposite end of a small cushloned sofa. This waz the first time | saw Him
‘dumsy. He stood up and took a few stumbling steps badwards; he held out his hands and looked at me
as though | hated Hm. “You falnted,” he sald; his volce was a raugh whisper. " caught you before you
reached the floor. You—yo might have hurt yourself. | only wanted to lay you down somewhere that

You could be comfortable.” | stared at him, sill kneeling, with my fingernalls bitingInto the sofa
cushlons.

1 couldn't look away from him, but | did not recognlze what | saw. "You —you clung to me,” he sald,
and there was a vast depth of Heading In is volce.

I wouldrt isten. Something Inside me snapped; | put my hands over my ears, half-fell off the couch,
and ran; he moved out of my way as If | were a cannon-ball or a madwornan, A door opened Infront of

me and | bolted through It | had to pause tolook around me; this was the greatfront hall. He had
carl

me from the dining room to the huge drawing room opposlte It | plcked up my skirts and ran upstars to
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my room as If Charon himself had left His iver to fetch me away.
I passed another bad right, pulling my bed to Heces, unable to sleep. When | did doze, | dreamed
uneaslly, and several times | saw the arrogant, handsome young man of the last portralt In the gallery by
the library. He seemed to look through me, and mock me; excet for the last time he appeared, when he
‘was very much older, with grey In his halr, and lines of wisdorn and sympathy drawn on his handsome
face; and he looked at me sorrowfully, but sad noword. | rose shortly before dawn, when the back
rectangle of my window began to tum grey, and | could see the lesding around the Indivtdual panes. |
‘Wrapped my serf In a quilted dressing gown, a bright klue and crimson that did nothing for my bleak
brown mood, and sat on the window seat towatch the sun rise. The pllows and blankets rearranged

themselves In a subdued fashion, and onlywhen | wasr'tlooking at them. | folt deserted —the breeze
that

attended me had left after putting me to bed the night before, and did not retum to keep me company
during my early Wigl. Often before when | had had restless ights, [twould fuss around me with cups of
‘warm milk sweetened with honey, and lap robes, If1 sl Insisted on geting up.

But my head was dear, strangely dear, for two ights of sleeplessness ard emotional upheava; In

fact | felt more clear-headed than | could ever recall feellng be—

1.

fore. Light headed & more ikely, | told myself severely. t's an Il wind, though: | seemn to have been
cured of the worst of my home-sickness, for the moment anyway. That will probably tum out to be an
Hllusion though, toa. P Just rumb with exhaustion. Exhaustion? Shock. Shock? Well, why? Whatls so
Inherently awful about being carrled to a sofa?

Ihad avolded touching him, orletting Him touch me. At first! had eluded him from fear; butwhen

fear departad, elusiveness remalned, and developed Into hatit. Habit buwarked by somethingelse; |
could not say what. The obwious answer, because he was a Beast, didn't seem to be the right one. |
considered this. | did not get very far; but | thought | knew what Persephone must have felt after she ate

those pomegranate seeds; and was then surprised by a sudden rush of sympathy for the dour King of
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else was there? | flt very stupld, notwithstanding Bessle’s —stubbor, It seemed to me—falth that
everythingwould work outin the end.

Itackled something more readily accessibl

"He had been In a temper last right.
‘Sudden dismay clutched my stomach, and my breakfast somersaulted. Was he very angry with me
then?*... Not that she has anything tofear . Lydia had sad. Dlsmay and my breakfast subsided, but!
‘was stll worrled; | didrt like the e of his belng angry with me—perhaps | bad treated him badly last
night Perhaps | should apologize. What If he was so angry that | didn't see him today? | felt lonely at
once, and ashamed of myself.

100k the peacock-tin that held birdseed to the window. | leaned outside and whistled, scattering
some seed on the sl as | did so. Butterfles and kirds were forbldden; | was stronger than | knew,
although | didrt know why. | sighed. | certalnly didrt know why.

Uitle dark shadows crossed my face, and then Ifelt tiny feet on my head, and a sparrow perched on

my outstretched hand, "Here, come down from there,” | sald, gently dislodging the chaffinh sitting on
my

head. We discussed the weather and the possibility of rain In chirps and bllnks, and | tried to lure a robin
totake seed from my hand, but he anly cocked his head and looked at me. No Hrds were allowed.
Maybe these wererft real birds at al, but figments Inverted by the castle, or by the Beast, because I'd
‘wanted birds. They looked real; the prick of thelr tiny claws was real. There were never very mary of
them—whatever that meant. And 1t was true, too, that recently | hal heard birdsongs sometimes when |
‘was out iding Greatheart. Maybe the spell was weakering? Maybe | wouldrft have to do anything
herdicafterall.

Ihad been sitiing with the birds perhaps ten minutes when | began to feel uneasy. Uneasy was.

perhags too stronga word. It was like trying to catch the echo of a sound so falnt | wasn't sur It existed.

‘Something edsted that was niggling at the edge of my consdousness. | turned my head this way and
that,

seeking some plainer Hint. No; ltwasrft so much ke a sound as like a teasing whiff of something,
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‘something that remirded me of forests, of pine sap and saringwater, butwith a wilder tang beneath It.
The birds were stil pecking unconceredly around my fingers, slong the sil.
“Beast,” | called. "Your're here—somewhere. | can feel It. Or something.* | shook my head. There

‘was a brief vislon, behind my eyes, of him gathering himself together to materlalize out of my sight,
around

acomer of the castle, before he walked around It in narmal fash—

Ton and came o stand beneath my window. The birds flew away as soon as he had

appeared—before he walked around the corner, and | could see him. *“Good morming, Beauty,” he sald.
“Something’s happened to me,” | sald like a child seeking reassurance. * don't know what It . I've
felt pecullar all moming, How did | know You were near?”

He was sllent

“You know something of It | sald, stll istering to my new sixth sense

“ can see thatyour new clarlty of perception wil create difficulties for me,” he sald ightly.

My room was on the second storey, over a very tall first storey, so | waslooking down more than
twenty feet to the co of Hs head. He had not looked up st me since he had wished me good morming.

‘The grey In his halr seemed to reproach me for not belng clevererin understanding the spell that was
laid

‘on him, In not belng of any use to him. Today he was wearlng dark-red velvet, the colour of sunsetand
roses, and cream-coloured lae.

“Beast,” | sald gently. I—want to apologlze for my behaviourlast right. It was very rude of me. |
know you were aaly trying to help*

He locked up then, but| was too fa

way, cven

ring down over the sl with myelbows on the
‘edge and my hands dangling, to read any expression on that darkface. He looked down agaln, and there
‘was apause. “Thank you,” he sald atlast. “Its not necessary, but—well—thank you.*

I5at farther out on the window ledge, spraying him with birdseed as he stood below. "Oh—er,

sorry,” | sald. His face sl Into a white smile, and he sald, “Aren’tyou coming for your walk In the
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dream arything.
But the sun rose, and | washed my face and hands and ate breakfast, while the volces went on and |
listened. The dink of dlate and fork and teacup, and the taste of the food, dedded me. | was awake;
‘something else had happened to me In this castie where anything might happen. | wondered what else |
mightfind that | could hear or see that had been hidden from me untll now.

Ialmost sad doud: "I can hear you'—but | stopped myself. Perhaps If | pretended continued

deafness | would leam what they hil meant, when | had caught bits of thelr conversation—Tor | was
now sure | had heard ther~—n the weeks past: “You knaw Its impossible.”

“ltwas made to belmposd ble.” After breakfast, when they brought me a walking dress—did | catch

the sHimmer of something almost Wslble out of the comers of my eyes, as they blaw around me?— did
say, aloud, "I missed you last nlght.*

“Oh dear, she missed us, | knew she would, we've always been here before. Butwe coudn't leave

him; | haven't seen him In suich a temper since —oh, years and years. Im always afrad he may do
himself

amischlef when hes In that state—not that she has anything to fear—but wefve always stood by him In
such moods, It seems safer, we don't eally hep anything birt our presence ks a distraction, | think, ard
anything s betier than nothing atall.”

“tls very difficult for Him. Much more so than for us.*

“Well, of course”—Indignantly. “We're almost—volunteers; and IrvisibiltyIsr't redly so bad ance:
You're accustomed to not seelng yourself araund, you know...”

“Yes, | know," the other volce sald drlly.

“tls certanly a good thing that that magidan took Himself off directly after he'd finished his nasty
business here, or he would hive been murdered. Nights llke this past remind me of It Afthough | never

have understood why Kiling a magiclan Iike that—fiend —yes, flend—should be counted as murder;
after

all, he's noteven human,*
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“Now, Lydia. That sort of talk wil get you nowhere—and he would be angry I he heard you. If he
knows better, surely we should.*

“Oh, Bessle, | know, Its very wrang of me, but | sometimes— Just can't helo It." The volce

sounded near tears. “This can't possibly work.”

“You may think what you ke of course,” the other volce sald briskly, “but! shan't give up. And

nelther will he.”

“No," sald the melancholy volce, butn a tone so Woebegone as to suggest that determination was
only anather aspect of the problem.

AFalntJingly nolse ke a laugh. "She’s a good gl and bright encugh. She'll igure It outin the end.”
“The end Is a very long time off" Lydla sad gloomily.

“All the more reason to be hopeful; there's plenty of time. And she's stronger than she knows —even
f she understands nothing of It Youfve seen the birds? They come to the garden now—and you know
that that was expressly forkidden. Nothing—not even butierflles, not even birds. But we have rds
now.”

“That's true,” Lydla sad wistfully.

“Well then,” sad Bessle, asIf the argument was wan. “Now then, come along; there's a lot to be:

done hefore lunch.* Invsible fingers patted my hair and shoulders, and the breeze whirled up and was
gone.

Allthis made no sense to me atall. A magldan? Wel, f ever there was a place that was obviously

undera spell, this was It. And the Beast—he miust be the "he” they taked so much about. He must be

undera spell 10o. He had sald once, "l have not aways been as you see me now.” And they sald that |
‘was "bright enough: Were there dues, then, that | was supposed to be Hcking up, arranging Into @

pattem? Oh dear. | didn't know anything about magic, and spells, and things; stich branches of learning

were consdered allttle less than respectable by everyone | knew—nor very Intellectually rewarding, so |

had felt it Interest In them. Surely that wasn't the method | was supposed to be looking for. But what
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up, the forest’s

ik edge shivered and ran ke Irk on wet paper. It reminded me of the spldery quaking
shadows | had seen from my window on myTirst night In the castle; but there was no dread to what |
‘was, or wasr't, seeing now. This Is sy, | thought; | dorft suppose you really see the sort of thing he's
talking about. What's wrong with my eyes? | found myself binking and frowning I looked steadlly at
the Beast, too;1t wasn't that he looked any less huge or less dark orless haly, but there was some.
difference. And how do | know whether | should see the sort of thing he's taking about or not? There
‘was somethingwrong, thatfirstnight. Theres something wrong now.

“Last night,” he began again at last, "when you falnted, you were heless, for goad or ll | carried

You toa cotuch In the next room; | was going to call your servants, and leave you alone. But whenJ tried
to set you down, you murmured In your sieep, and held on to my coat with both hands.” He stood up,
tooka few paces away from me, a few paces back. "For a few minuites you were content—even
happy—that | held youn my arms. Then you remembered, and ran away In panic. But s those few
inutes of sympathy, | think, that cauised Whatever change youfre notiding now.”

“Am | always golng to know when yolfre nearby now?” | sald, a litde wistfully.

I dorft know. | should think t ikely. | alWays know where You are, near or far.Is that all It ls—dlal

You were aware of me when you could't see me?”

15hook my heal, No. My vision!s funny. My colour sense Is confused somehow. And you look

Funy.*

“Manm,” he sald. * should't worry about It1f | were you. As | told you at our first meeting, you

have nothing to fear. Would you like to go back now?”

Inodded assent and we timed and walked dowly back towands die castle. Greathearttore upa few
last hasty mouthfuls and followed. | had a great de to ponder, and did not speak; nor did the Beast say
anything.

The rest of the day passed as my days usually did. | did not agaln mentilon my new strange sense of

things, and by the end of the aftemoon the new crystalline quality to die alr, the way the flower petals
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shaded off Into some colour | couldr’t qulte put a name to, and the way | was hearing things that
werer't

strictly sounds had, by and large, ceased to disturb me. That evering's sunset was the most magnificent

that!| had ever seen; | was stunned and enthralled by Its heedless beauty and remained staring at the
sky

il the last shreds of dim Fink had blown away, and the firststars were it and hung I thelr appointed
places. | turned away at last. “Ym sorry,” | sad to the Beast, who stoad a lttle behind me. “V've never
seen such a sunset. It—It took my breath away.”

" understand,” he replled.

I went upstairs to dress for dinner, stll bemused by what! had Just observed, and found an alry,

gauzy bit of lace and diver ribbons draped across the bed and gleamingin Its own pale light. A comer of
the skirt lifted briefly as | entered, as though a hand had begun to ralse It and then changed Its mind.
“Oh for heaven's seke,” | sald In disgust, recaled from my islonary musings with a bump. "We've

been through allthis dozens of times before. | won't wear anythingllke thi. Take taway.” The dress.

‘was ified by the shoulders tll It hung ike a smal star In my chamber, and forall my certainty that!
would

notwear I, | did lookat It a Itde longIngy. It was very beautful; more so, It seemed to me, than any of
the ather wonderf dothes my high-fashlon-minded breeze had tried to put on me.

“Well?" | sald sharply. “What are you walting for?”

“Thisls golng to be difficult,” sald Lydla's volce. If |

hadn't been accustomed, untl that day, to not hearing them, thelr present silence would have seemed
‘ominous to me. Even the satin petticots were subdued. | was suddenly uneasy, wordering what they
had planned for me. The dress was wafted over to lle negligently across an open wardrobe door, and |
‘was assisted out of my riding dothes. | was still shaking my halr loose from Its net when there was a
moment of confusion, ike belng caughtn a cloud ora cobweb, and | emerged from It pushing my wild

halr off my face and found that they had disobediently wrapped me In the shimmering bitof nothing |
had
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garden? The sun s getting high,” and he brushed cracked com and sunflower seeds from his sholders.
“Of course,” | 5kl and sid back Into my room, and was downstalrs and oltside In the courtyard,
running towards the stable,In a moment. | let Greatheart out, ard he roamed on ahead of us ke an
oversized dog, while the Beast and | walked behind. When the horse had found a mead ow to his taste
and was settled down o some serlous grazing | sat down an low porphyry wall and looked at the
Beast, who avolded my gaze.

“You know something aboutwhat's happened to me,” | sald, “and | want to know what It 15

I dorft know exaclly,” sad the Beast, looMng at Greatheart. 1 have some Idea of It

I curled my feet up beside me on the wall. The Beast was stll standing, hands In pockets, half turned
‘away from me. “Well?* sald. “What's your ldea?”

“Vrm afrald youwor'tlike I, you see,” sald the Beast apologetically. He sat down at last, but kept his
eyes on the horse.

“Well?* | sakd agaln

‘The Beast sighed. "How shall | explain? You lock at this world —my world, here, as you looked at

‘Your old world, your family’s world. This Is to be expecied; twas the only world, and the only way of
seeing, that you knew. Well; s different here. Some things go by different rdes. Some of them are

‘easy—for example, there Is ahways frult on the trees In the garden, the flowers never fade, you are
walted

on by Invislhle servants.” With a ittle tremor of laughterin his volce he added: “And many of the books
In

the lbrary don'texist. But there are many things here that your old habits and skills have left you
unprepared for.” He patised, | Wondered, before you came, how you'd react—If you came. Well, |
‘an't blame you; you were tricked Into coming here. You have no reson to trust me.”

I started to say something,In spite of not- wanting to Interript him for fear that he would ot continue;
but he shook His head at me and sald, "Walt. No, | know, youve gotten used to the way llook, as much

‘a5 anyone can, and my company amuses you, and you're grateful that your Imprisonment here Isn't as
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direful as you were anticipating—being served for dimner with an apple In your mouth, or a windowless
dungeon far underground, or whatever.” | biushed and looked down at my hands. “I've never liked
Faerle Queen,” he added Irelevantly. "t gives so many things a bad name.

“But | don't blame you,” he continued. *As| sdd, you have n reason to trust me, and excellent

reason notto. And In not trusting me, you trust nothing here that you camt percelve on your old
terms.

You refuse to acknowledge the exlstence of anything that s too unusual. You don't see It, you dorft hear
It—foryoult does't exst.” He frowned thoughtfully. “From what yourve told me, a It strangeness
leked through to you, your first night here, when you looked aut your Window. It fghtened you—1
gquite understand ths; It used to frighten me too—and you've avolded seeing anythingelse since.”

1 haver/t meant to" | sdd, distressed at this plcture of myself.

“Not consdousy, perhaps; but you have reslsted me with all your strength—as any sane person

‘would, when confronted with a creature like me.” He paused again. "You know, the st drop of hope |
tasted was that day | irst showed you the llbrary—whenyou were confronted with the works of

Browning, and of Kipling, and you saw them You might not have; you might have seen only Aeschylus

and Caesar and Spenser, and authors you could have known In your old World.* Hewent on as If talking
tohimself: "Later | realized that this was only a reflection of your love and trust for books; t had nothing
toda withme, or with my castle and Its other wonders. And the birds came to you; that seemed a
hopefu sign. But they came becase of the strength of your longing for your old home. But perhags It
‘was a beginning nonetheless.

He was sllent for so lang that | thought he would say no more, and | began to conslder what sort of

guestion to put to him next. But there was a strange quallty to my sight that distracted me—a new
depth

or raundness, which seemed tovary depending on what| was looking at. Greatheart looked as he
always had, large and dapple-grey and palent and lovable. But the grass he waded through caught the

sunlight strangely, and seemed to move softly In response to something other than wind. When Ilooked
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ordered back Into the doset.
"Whatare you doing?* | sald, surprised and angry. *| won't wear this. Take Itoff.* My hands

searched forlaces to untle, or buttons, but | could find nothing; it fitted me as f It had been sewn

on—perhaps It had, "No, no,” | sad. "What Is this? | sald no.” Shoes appeared on my feet; the golden
heels were setwith diamond chips, and bracelets of opals and pearls began to grow up my arms. “Stop.
1,1 5ald, really angry now. My halr twisted up, and | reached up and pulled a diamond in out of It il It
rumbled down around my shouders and back; the pin | threw on the floor. My halr cascading down
around me startled me as | realzed that |t was brushing bare skin. *Good heavens,” | sald, shoded,
looking down; there was hardly encugh bod Ice to deserve die name. Sapphires and rubles appeared on

my fingers. | pulled diem off and sent them to foln the diamond halr-pin. “You shan't get away with
this,”

I5ald botween my teeth, and kicked off the shoes. | hesitated top the dress off; | didn’tlike to damage
It angry a5 | was, and agaln| trled to fird a way out of It. "This s a dress for a princess;” | sad to the
listening alr. “Why must you be so slly?”

“Well, you are a priness,” sald Lydla, and she sourded as If she were pantinga little. Besse sad:
suppose We must start somewhers, but this s very discouraging*

“Why Is she 5o stubbiom?” asked Lydla, plalntively. It's a beautiful dress.”

“ dorft know,” replled Bessle, and | felta quick surge of their determination, and this angered me

even more.

“Itls @ beautfl dress,” | sald wildly, as my halr wourd up again and the pin flew back to Its place,

and the shoes, and the rings to theirs; “And that's why | worft wear t; I you put a peacods tall ona
‘sparrow, he's stll a brown litde, wretched Iitle, drab litte sporraw,” and as a net of moonbeams setlied

around my shoulders and a glitiering pendant curled lovingly around my neck, | sat down In the middie:
of

the floor and burstinto tears. “All ght, | don't seem to be abe to stop you,” | sald between sobs, but |

will not leave the room | wept myself to dlence and then sat, stil on thefloor, with my abundant skiris
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anyway arotind and tnder me, staringInto the fir. | taok the pendant off, notIn any hope that It would

‘stay off, butjust to see what It was: It was a golden griffin, wings spread and big ruby eyes shining,
about

twice the sze of the ring | Wore every day and kept beside my bed at night. For some reason It made my

tears flow again. My face must hie boen a mess, but the tears left no stain where they dropped onto
the

princoss's dress. | meekly refastened the grifin arourd my neck, and It settied comfortably Into the
hollow of my throat.

Iknew hewas there, standing uncertainly before my daor, seversl mintes before he sald, tentatively:
“Bauty? Is something wrong?” | was sually changed and downstalrs agan Inless than half the time |
had spent siting on the floor tonight.

“They're fordng me EQ wear adress | dor'tllke,” | sald sulklly, from the floor. *I mean, It wort

come off.*

“Farcing you? Why?"

 haverr't the faintast Ideal* | shouted, and pulled off 2 few bracolots and hurled them at the
firoplace. They hal-turned ard threw themselves back at me, and over my wrists.

“That's very od,” he sald through the door. After a palise, he added, "What's wrong Withit?"

I don'tlike 14”1 sald sullerdy.

“Er—may ! see?”

"0 course notl” | shourted agaln. 1 didr't mind your soeingt, why am staying n my room? Who
else ks there to see me?”

"You care how ! see you?” he sald; hisvolcs was muffled by the door, and | could be sure of orly

the astonishment.

“Well, | won't wear It* | sald, avolding the question

There was a pause and then a roar that made me cower down where | sat and clap my hands over

my ears; but | reallzed In a morment that It wasr't the sort of roar | could protect myself from that way. |
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“That's odd,” 15

“Don’t they usually light as you approach? The candles did, last night, when|
‘was walking through the castle.”

He made a nolse llke a grunt with words In 1, but In no language | knew; and the lams litat once.

A dortunderstand,” | sald.

He glanced at me. ) have long preferred the dark.”

1 could thirk of no response; and we ertered the castle. The same Immense table stood, heawly laden
‘with fine china and crystal and ser and gold, and | recognized not one cup or bowl or plate from the
night before; and the alr was crows ed Wit savory smells, The Beast stood beHind the great carved chalr
and bowed me Into It; and called another chalr over to him from where Itstood Ina row of tal chars, no
two allke, lined up agalnst the wall. The words he used ere as nfamillar as those he had spoken to the
lampsin the garden.

Then the little table with hot water and towels trotied up to me, and while | busled myself with that,

‘serving platiers Jostled and rang againsteach other I thelr haste to serve my plate. Allttle rattling
cutlery,

Ithought But here even clanks and colliskons are muslcal—I suppose because they're made of such ine
materials. What am / dolng here? Grace would have looked magnificent in a throne. | feal foollsh.

I lanced over at the Beast, who was sittinga itdle way down the table on my ght. He was leaning
back In his chalr with one velvet knee agalnst the table, and no place lald forim.

“Are you not |olning me?” | asked In surprise.

He ralsed is hands—or paws, or daws. 1 am a Beast,” he sald. "I cannotwield knife and fork
Would yourather left you?"

“No," I sald, and this time | didn't need to remember to be pollte.

“Noj s nlce to have company. It Islone—

‘some here—the sllence presses around so.*

“Yes, | know," he sald, and | thought of what he had sald the previous night. “Beauty,” he sald,

‘watching the parade past my plate, "you shouldr'tlet them bully you that way. You can have anything
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came home, and they bloomed the day | left—so | can remember the house dl covered with them,”|
sald wistfully.

“Trm glad. | tred to hurry them along, of course, but ¥s rather difiicult to do at a distance.*

1517 | sald, not sure If an answer was required; and | remembered how the Wnes nearest the forest
had grown the fastest. *And thank you for allthe lovely things In Fathes saddle-hags—It was very kind
ofyou”

1 am ot Kind—you know you are thinking right now that you would much rather be withoutrings

and roses and lace tablecloths, and be home again Instead —and | don't want your gratitue. | told you
that already,” he sald roughly. After a moment he continued In a different tane: 1t was difficult to know
what to send. Emeralds, sapmhires, the st King’s ransom and soforth, | dldn't think would be much
good to you. Even gold colns might be dificult to use.”

“You chose very well,” | sald.

“Did | really?" he sounded Heased. "Or are you |ust being polite agaln?”

“No, really,” | sald. "l used tWo of the candles myself, reading It was very extravagant of me, butit

‘was wonderful o have good, even light o read by.”

 sent more candles this time, ” he sald. "And furs, and doth. | didn't wantto send more money.”
Blood money, | thought:

s dark,” he sald. "Your dinner will be waling. Will you take my arm”

“Vd rather not,” | said.

“Verywell," he replled.

“Let's hurry,” | sald, looking away from him. *F'm very hungry.”

The dining hall lit up at our approach. | had noticed without thinking about It that while duskwas

Falling as we stoo In the gardens, and the pedestal lanterns were lighting elsewhere, we stood among
the

rosesin a lttle pool of shadow, and the lamterns thatlined our path back towards the castie remaned

dark.
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Severd weeks passed, more quickly than | would have belleved possbie during those first few days.

My time fellInto a sort of schedule. | rose

rly In the morning, and afier breakfastIn my room went out
Into the gardens for a walk | sually took Greatheartwith me, on his lead rope. At home he used to
follow me around ke a petd o, and sometimes when | was working In the sho for an afternoon |
‘would let i loose to graze In the meadow that surrounded ouir house. He would wander over to the
shop occastondl, and fill up the doorway with his shoulders while he watched Ger and me for a few

inutes before returning to Hs meanderings. Since the Beast had warned me about other arimals’
didike

of him, 1 had thought It wise to keep a lead on my big horse, though In fact If he had ever taken It Into his

head to bolt, my small strength oudd not have been able to do much about It But the Beast stayed
away

from us, and | never s Greatheart exhibit any uneasiness; he was pladd to the polnt of deepiness, and
a5 sweet natured as ever. Ger had been right; having him with me In extle made a big diflerence (n my
courage.

Aboutmid-momirg | retumed co the castle and spent the hours il lunch reading and studying. | had
forgotien more of my Greck and Latin In the nearly three years Id been away from them than | Iiked to
admit; and my French, which had always been weak, had been reduced to near nonexistence. One day,
Ina temper at my own stupldity, | was prowling through the bookshelves for something to rel me, and
found a complete Faerie Queen. | had only had the apportunity to read the first two cantos before, and |
selzed upon these volumes with dellght.

Afterlunch, | read agaln; usually Foerle Queen or Le Morte Arthur, after studying languages a1
moming, untl mid-aftemoon, when | changed Into rding dothes and went out to take Greatheart fora
gallop. Nearly every day we found ourselves travellng over unfamillar ground, even when | thought | was

dellberately choosing a route we h

previously traced; even when | thought | recogrized a particuar

group of trees or flower-strewn meadow, | could not be sure of k. | didn’t know whether this was





images/page94.jpg
‘you would ike to eat; you need only ask for It.”

“Everything looks and smells 5o dellclous, | cod Pt choose. | don't mind having the dedsion taken
out of my hands.” Around amouthil | sald: "You say| need anly ask—yet the words Fve heard you
say, to the lanters outside, and your chalr here, are no language | recognize. ”

“Yes; when enchaniments are dragged from thelr world Into ours they tend to be rather dow and

grudging aboutleaming the kocal language. But fve assigned two—er—wel, call them handmalds, to
you

that should understand you.”

“The little broeze that chatters at me,” | sad.

“Yes; they should seem a litle more red—almost substantial to you. They re very near our world.”
I chewed thaughtfully. “You talk as I this were all very obvious, but | don't understand at all”

“Vem sorry,” he sald. "t rather complicated; 've ha a long time to accustom myself to the
amangements here, but it practice In explalning them to an outsider.”

Hooked agaln at the grey I his halr. "You are not a very —young Beast, are you?" | sald.

“No," he answered, and paused. | have been here about two hundred years, | think*

He did not give me time to recover from this, but went on as | stared at him, stunned, thirking, two
centurles!

“Have you had any d Mculty making your wants known? | will gladly assistyou If necessary.*
No-o;" I sald, dragging myself back to the present, "But how would | ind you I | needed you?"

1 am easlly found, " he sald, “If you wart me.”

Shortly after that | finished my meal, and stood up. “ will wish you good right now, milord,” | sad.
1 find that | am already tred.”

Sittingln his chalr, he was nearly as tall as my standing helght. “Beauty, will you marry me?” he sad.
Itook a step backwards. *No,” | sald.

“Do not be afrald,” he sald, but he sounded unhappy. “Good right, Beauty.”

Iwentdirectly to bed and slept soundly. | heard no strange Volces and felt no fear.
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“Come; It’s geting dark. Shall we go In7 May | oln you at your dinner?”
“Of course,” | 5akl. "You are master here.”

“No, Beauty; ItIs you who are mistress. Ask for anything | can give you, and you shal have 1t*

“My freedom” sat on my tongue, but | did ot say It doud.

15 Your room as you wish? s there anything you would change "

No—no. Everythingls perfect. You are very kind.”

He brushed this away Impatiently. | don't want your thanks Is the bed comfortable? Did you seen
welllast right?"

“Yes, of course, very well,” | sad, but an Involuntary gesture of my hands caught his eye.

What have you done o your hands?” he demanded.

“—oh—*1 ssid, and reallzed | could notlle to him, dthough| did not understand why. "Last

night—I tried to go outof my room. The door wouldrt open, ard —I was fightened.*

 see,” he sald; It was no more than a rumble deep In his chest. “1t was on my orders that the door
‘was locked.”

“You sald | had nothing to fear,” | sald

“That s so; but| am a Beast, and | cannot dways behave prettily—even for you,” he repled.

1 am sorry,” 1 sald. " did not understand.” There was something about the way he stood there
‘without looking at me: Resgnation born of long silent hopeless years sat headly on him, and | found
myself Involuntarily an¥ous to comfort him. “But | am gquite recovered now In my mind —ard see: | am
sure my hands are neary healed too.” | pulled the bandages offas | spoke, ard held my hands ot for

Inspection. | had forgotten my ring; the diamonds and the bright ruby eyes caught a fow drops of the
last

daylight and gittered.
“Do you llke your ring?* he asked after a pause, looking at my hands.

“Yes,” I sald. "Very much. And thank you for the rose seeds, too. | planted them dght after Father
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“You willfind no mirrors here,” he sald, “For | cannot bear the: nor any qulet watern ponds. And
since | am the only one who sees Yo, why are you not then beautiful?*

“But—" 1 sald, and Platonlc princlples rushed Into my mouth so fast that they choked me sllent. After
amoment’s reflection | dedded agalnsta treatise on the atsolute, and | sald, to say something: “There’s
always Greatheart Although Pve never noticed that he minds how | look.”

“Greatheart?”

“My horse. The big grey stallonn your stable.”

“Ah, yes,” he sald, and looked at the grourd.

15 anything wrong?” | sald amdously.

“twould have been better, perhaps, I you had sent him back with your father,” sald the Beast.

“Oh dear—1s he not safe? O, tell me nothing will happen to himi Could | notsend him back now? |
‘won't have him hurt,"| sald.

‘The Beast shook his head. "He’s safe enough; but you see —beasts—other beasts don't ke me.
You've noticed that nothing]ves In the garden but trees and grass and flowers, and rocks and water.”
“You'll nothurt him?” | sald again.

“No; but | could, and horses know It. As | recall, your father's horse would not come through my

gates a second time.”

“That's true,” | wHispered.

“There's no need to worry. You know now. You look after him well, and | wiltake care o stay

away from him”

“Perhaps—perhaps It would be betterIT he went home,” | sald, although my heart sark at the thought
of losing him. “Could you—send him?*

I could, but not In any fashlon that he wold understand, and It would drive him mad. He will be al
right”

Hooked up at him, wanting to belleve Him, and fourd to my surprise that | did. | smiled. “All Aght.”
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‘could not marry him, however much | came to dislike hurting him.
Inever went outside after dark We came Into dinner as soon as the sun sank and took It brillant
colours with It. When | had retired to my room after dinner | d1d not leave It agaln, and carefully avolded

trytng the door—oreven golng near It; nor did 1 look from my window Into the gardens after the
lantems

extingulshed themselves at about midnight.

Imissed my farily terly, and the pain of losing them eased very litle as the weeks passed, but |
leamed tolve with It, or around It To my surprse, | also leamed o be cautlously happy In my new lfe.
In ourlife In the clty my two greatast passlons had been for books and horseback riding, and here | had
s much as | wanted of each. | lso had one other thing | valued Highly, athough my generally unsocia
nature had never before boen forcd to admit 1: companianship. | iked and needed solftude, for study
and reflection; but! also Wanted someone to talk to. It wasn't long before | looked forward to the
Beast’s dally wats, even before | had vercome my fear of him. It wis difflult to completely forgetfear
of samathing as large as a bear, maned ke a llon, and sllent as the sun; but after a very fow woeks of His
company | fourd It was equally difficult not to ke and trust him.

Evn my makeshift bind focder was successful, On the very first day | noticed that the sced hal bean

disturbed, rearranged Intollite swirls and hollows that, | thought hopefully, were more likely to have
been

caused by birds’ feet and beaks than by errantwind; although In this castle one was never sure. But the

next morming | saw atiny winged shadow leave the sl

s 1 approached the window; and at the end of
two weeks | had half a dozen regular vistors | recogrized: three sparrows, a chaffinch, a it yellow
‘warbler, and a diminutive Hack-and-white creature with a striped breast that | didtrecogrize. They

grew 50 tame that theywould perch on my fingers and take grain from my hand, and chirp and whistle
at

me when | chirped and whistled at thern. | never saw arything larger than a dove.

‘The weather over these enchanted lands was nearly aways fine. Spring should have a good grasp on
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caused by the fact that my sense of direction was Worse than I'd reallzed, which was certainly possible,
or whether the paths and lelds really changed from day to day—wHich | thought was also possible. One

afternoon we rode outfarther than usud, while | was preoccupled with going over the moming's
reading.

Inmy mind. | reallzed with dismay that the sunwas almost down when we finally turned back | didn’t
like the Idea of trying to find our way after dark—or rather, | did rot ke the Idea of belng abroad on this

haunted estate after the sun set—but by some sympathe ic magicless than an hour's steady Jog-trot
and

anter brought us to the garden borders. | was sure we had been nearly three hours riding out
But usually | had Greatheart stabled, groomed, and fed before die light faded, so that | could watch

the stn setfrom the gardens, as | had truthfully told the Beast | Iked to do. He usually met me then, In
the

gardens, and we walked together— learned to trot along beside himwithout belng too obvious about
how difflcdt | found him to keep up with—and sometimes talked, and sometimes didr't, ard watched

the sky tum colours. Whenlit had paled to maive or dusty gold, we went Inside and he satwlth meln
the

great dining call while | ate my dinner.
After the irst few days of my enforced Wsit | had adopted the habit of going upstalrs irst, 1o dress:

For dinner. This hal been ane of the civillzed niceties | was mast pleased to dispense with after my
family

had left the city; but the magnificence of the Beast's dining hall cowed me. Atleast | could make afew of
the rght gestures, even If | did look more like the sculery-mald caught trying on her mistress's clothes
than the gradousady herself.

Afier dinner| went back to my room and read for a few more hours beside the fire before going to

bed. And every night after dinner at the moment of parting, the

Beast sald: “Will you marry me, Beauty?* And every night | sald, “No,” and a lftle tremor of fear ran

through me. As | came to know him betier, the fear changed to pity, and then, almst, to sorrow; but |
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before. | walked down the hall and came to stand beside himin the doonway. "It ralring.” | sald, but he
understood the cuestion, because he answered:

“Yes, even here It rains sometimes " As If he thought there was need for some explanation, he went.
on: “ve found that It doesrft do to tinker with the weather too much. The ganden willtake care of Iiself
aslongas| don'ttry to be oo clever. Snow disappears|n a nigh, you know, and I¥'s never very cold
here, but that's about all. Usually t ralns after rightfal,” he added apologetically.

“Itdoes ook very beautiful,* | sald. | knew by this time that Hs Kindness was real, as was his Interest
Inmy welfare. 1t was very mean of me to boggle at raln, and It showed how selfish ard spolled | was
becoming through having my least whim granted, "All misty and mysterous. 'm sorry | was sulky; of
courselt has to raln, even here.”

 thought, perhaps,” he sald hesitantly, "that you might like to see a bit more of the castle this
moming, snce you can't go out. | belleve that there Is qulte a ot that you have missed.”

Inodded and smiled wryly. *| know there s. | can’t seem to keep the comidors stralght In my head
‘somehow, and as s00n as 'm hopelesdylost, | turn acomer and there’s my room agaln. 50 | never
leam anything. | don’t mean to complain,” | added hastly. “I’s ust that | get lost so very quickly that!
don't have the chance to see very muich before they—er—send me home agaln.”

I quite understand,” sald the Beast, “The same used to happen to me.”

Two hundred years, | thought, Watching raind rofs sliding slowly down theluminous pale marbie.

“But | know my way around ratherwell by now, | think” he continued. There was a pause. The rain
seeped Into the raked sand of the courtyard tll It sparkled llke op. s there anything In particular that
‘You would ke to see?"

“No,” I sald, and srriled up at him. “Anythingyou ike.”

With a guide, the great rooms that had blurred Into surfelt before my dazded eyes during my solitary

rambles becarne dear again, full of Individua wonders. After some time we came to a portralt gallery,
the
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the world where my family stllIved; there wouid be mud everywhere, and the treeswould be putting
out

thelr first fraglle green, and the shabby last year's grass would be displaced by this year’s fresh growth.
Atthe casile, the gardens remalned perfect and undisturbed—by seasonal change, animal depredations,
oranything else. Not orly was there no sign of gardeners, vilble or Invisbe, but there was never any
sign of any need for gardeners; hed ges never seemed to need trimming, nor flower beds weeding, nor
trees pruning; nor did the litde streamsn thelr mosale stone beds swell with saring floods.

The outiying lands where Greatheart and | rode were touched with the change of season; the sow
patches disappeared from the grourd, and newleaves appeared on the trees. But even here there was

ittle mud; the ground thawed and grew softer under the horses hoofs without tuming marshy, and
there

‘was little dead vegetation from past seasors, either underfoot or on the bushes and troes The fresh
‘Young green replaced nothing brown and weary, but grew on clean polished sters and branches.
Occaslonaly, however, It dld rain. | woke up one moming a little over a fortright after | first amved,
‘and noticed how dimly the st shone through my window. Ilooked out and saw a gentle grey but
persistent rain falling. The garden glimmered ike Jewels under water, or ike a mermalds’ dty of which|
‘was catching fantastic gfimpses beneath the surface of adeep quiet lake. “Oh,” | sakd sadly. This new
Vislon of the castle and gardens was beautfu, but it meant postponing our morning walk. | dressed and

ate slowly, then Wandered istiessly downstalr, thinking to walk about  little Indoors, and perhaps
make

acondllatory Wsit to Greatheart, before setfling down to a long morming of study.
The Beast was standIng at the front daors, which were open. He stood with his back to me as |

walked down the curved marbie stalrcase; fora moment! thought helaoked Ike Acolus, starding at the
motith of his thundery cavern on the mountain of the gods; a warm wind sang around him, and came up
to greet me on the stalrs, smelling of a green land at the end of the World. As| reached the ground loor
he tumed around and sald gravely, *Good moming, Beaty.”

“Good moming, Beast,” | answered, word edng a litle, because | had only seen him In the evenings
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me, Beaty?”
My fear, which | had had mostly urder control, bolled up again and became panic. “Chl* | sad.
“Whatshall | say?"

“Answer yes or no without fear,” sald the Beast without ralding Hs head.

“Oh no, Best,” | crled. | wanted to run away, but | thought of him chasing after me, ard | stayed

where | was.

Therewasa long stricken pause. “Very well,* he sald at last. | wil bid you good right Skeep ey,
Beatrty: Remember, you have nothing to fear.”

1didrft move. "Well, go on,” he sald gruffly, with a wave of one arm. 1 know you are longing to

escape. | shart fallow you.* He walked Into his room, and the door began to dose.

“Good night," | called. The door paused a moment, and then shut with a soft dick. | tumed and ran,
back down the coridor the way | had come.

‘The Itfe | had Iived over the last years enabled me to run a long time. | didn’tlook where | was going,
Isimpdy ran In the direction that my fear told me was "away.” My soft shoes were as ight as leaves and
made almost no sound, but the long heavy skirt scwed me down. | stopped at last, gasping for breath;
my rattonality dowly reasserted Itself, and | realized with dismay that, once agaln, | was lost. | took a few

steps forwards and looked around a comer: And there was “Beauty’s Room.” The door opened at once

and a falnt smell of lavender curled around me. |was sure the room had been at the end of along
corridor before—of course, It was easy to mistake things by candlelight—but no matter.

I wentindde, exhausted and grateful, and collapsed on the bed. The smell of lavender came from the
fresh white sheets; the beddotheswere folded backInvitingly. The breeze, which soemed o have been
toasting s toes by the fire and walting up for me, whisked over to help me undress, tutting over my
‘wind-blown har and rumpled skirts. My halrwas combed outand bralded expertly, and | was swept

Into along white nightgown of the softest sk with Nory-coloured roses embroklered on It | dimbed
Into

the big bed and was tucked up; the candles blew out, With a most un-candle-/le smell of cinnamon, and
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simply.

My sudden sympathy must have shown on my face, for b ralsed the light again, and as he came
doser! laoked up at him with very itie fear, aithough | sl leaned sgainst the balustrade. Buthe looked
atme so long that | became uneasy again. | couldn't rea his expression; the face was too unllke ary |
‘was accustomed to. “I—er—| hope youwererft misled by my foollsh nickname, | sald. Whatf he was
angry at being cheated of Beauty, and Killed me for tricking Him?

Misled ?* he sald. "No. | think your name sults you very well.*

“0h o, sald. It was my tumfor the tone of convindng horror.  assureyou! am very plain.”

“Are you?” he sald, musingly. He tumes away, and set the candelabrum In a converiently unoccupled
niche In me tapesiry-hung wll. The hall was It as brightly as a ballroom although the room we had Just
Teft was stll dim and rosy wAth irelight. " have been outof the world a long time, of course, but | da not
belleve | am so short-sghted as al that”

| was not used to beln struck dumb more than once Ina conversation. | must be more tred arsd
overwrought than | thought.

"ou say that Beauly s your nlckname e sald after a moment. "What Is your given name then?”
Honour” | sald

Something that might have been a smile exposed too many long whie teeth. *| welcome Beauty and
Honour both, then,” he sald. “Indeed, | am very fortunate.”

Oh dear, | thought. Then my mind went back to something he had sald earler: If you wanted
someone to talk to* 1 52kl “why didn't you keep my father? He knows many more Interesiing things
thando.”

Mimim, sald the Beast. “Vm afrald | specifically wanted a girl.”

ervously. "Why?"

He tumed away from me, walked back to the doorway, and stood, head howed, hands clasped

"0h? 1 5

behind him The slence squeezed atmy heart. | am looking for a wife,” he said, heawlly. "Will you marry





images/page84.jpg
agalnst the glass, Just to make a nalse. “Thiswill never do,”  sald aloud . Have no fear, hove no fear,
have o fear. You moy trust my Word: You are sof here, in my castle ond onywhere on my fonds

hissed ke winter wind In my mind.

Greatheart, | thought. | will go Wit him. That will calrm me down, to stroke hiswarm cheek and have:

him rest his heavy head on my shoulder. | used to take naps In the stable with the carlage horses when |
‘was a baby; | 541l found stables and thelr occupants very soothingln times of stress.

15l1d off the window seat and alked to the door; but It didn't open. Surprised, | ut my hand to It;
there was no respanse. | selzed the hardle In both hands and pulled at It with all my strength; It was as
though It were part of the wall. It didt even ratie on a lock ora hinge; In the lsing tide of panic In my
rmind, thoughts floated: Itwas solld, this door had never opened, It would never open. | screamed,
No—let me out, plemse letme outl” and pounded the sllent panels with my fsts, tl the kin broke and
bled. | sank to my knees at last, weeping, and tucked my poor aching hands under my arms. | sobbed,
my forehead pressed agalnst the unylelding door, tll the calm of utter exhaustion took me. | stumbled
back to bed.

Atthe edge of seep It seemed that the breeze returmed, and something cool was put on my hands so
that the pain dipped awayllke a thief In shadow. The gentie whisting and sighing of the breeze resolved
tself at lastInto words, but! was too near deep to hear much of what was sald, or to be certn that |
‘was not listering to a dream. There were two volces. The firt sald: "Poor child, poor chld. | feel for her
sadly. f only there were some way we could help her.”

‘The second volae sald, “But there lsr't, dear. You know that. We do our best; but she must find her

own way.*

I know. But It seems 50 hard.

“ltdoes, and Itls; but cheer up. She Is agood gi, and he loves her already. It will be all ightIn

time...”

2
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the fire bumed low a

barked Itsal.
But| couldn't deep. | tossed and tumed untl | had pulled the sheets and Hankets all awry, and lost

one allow on the floor; rather to my surprise, when | discovered Its loss, It showed no dgn of replading
tself, | lay stil for a few minutes, staring at the canopy arched over me: From where | lay looking up, the
picture was of a grffin, head thrown back, daws and Wings extended, and spiked tal lashing around Its
hind feot. It reminded me of my ring; | ha taken It off while | bathed, and hadn't replaced It. This was as
good an excuse as any. | sid out of the ravaged bed and down the three steps to floorlevel. The ringlay,
giittering falntly, on a lttle table by the fire. | picked It up, looked at It for a minute, put It on.

I wasr't ready to go back to bed. | noticed, glandngin Its direction, thatlt was busy setting Itseif to
rights; t would be orly polle to keave It atone for a lttie wHle. | wandered restiessly arourd the room
and paused beside the bookshelves; but | did’tfeel ke reading. | curled up finally on the window seat.

and looked out, leaning my forehead agalnst the cool glass. The moon, now risen high above the
horlzon,

‘was nearly ful; It shed siiver on the broad fields, and the black forest beyond, on the gardens and

omamental trees; even on the tall grim tower that reached out on my left towards the tall grim forest
far

across the meadows. The lanters In the garden were dark. As | ted to look at the scene more closely
there seemed to be a curlous patchy darkness that skittered across the landscape. There were cloudsIn
the sky to be sure, but they moved slawly, not with the restiess elusive swiftness of this pattem of

‘shadow; and the moon shone undisturbed. | blinked, rubbed my eyes; they must be Hlaying tricks on
me.

‘And | thought: This whole castle & ike one dreadful |oke—In spite of the hospltable efforts of food that

serves Itself, hot water that pours liself, candles that bilnk therselves on and off. Even the frierdly
breeze

had left me, the nearest thing to a INing presence | had met—except the Beast. "Have no fear,” he had
sald.

‘The sllence was complete; even ashes from the fire fell without sound. | shivered, tapped a finger
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‘walting for me to recover myself, and then witha sigh a

leep as a storm wind, he ralsed the
‘candelabrumfrom the table. I It s he brought It to shoulder level, and | was staring suddenly Into his
face. "Oh no,” | cred, and covered my own face with my hands. Butwhen | heard him take a step
towards me, leaped back In alarm llke a deer at the crack of a branch nearby, tuming my eyes away
from Him.

“You have nothing to fear, the Beast sad, as gently as his harshvolce allowed.

Aftera moment  looked up agen. He was stll standing, watching me with those eyes. | reallzed that
what made his gaze so awful was that his eyes were human. We looked at each other a moment. Not
bearish at all, | dedided. Not like arything else | could puta name to ither. If Yggdrasl had been gven
an animal’s shape, It might have looked ke the Beast.

“Forgive me,” he sald, "but! am somewhat shorislghted, and | would like a closer look at you.” He
‘stepped forwans agaln, and | backed up until | reached the balcony. | Wrapped my fingers around the

ralling and stood: comered, with the hunter’s lantem shining In my eyes. "You—you aren't golng to—
eat

me? | quavered.

He stopped asif he had walked Into tree, and the candlestick In his hard dropped sever Inches.
“Bat you?" he sald, with convindng horror. "Certalnly not. What made you think so? Have you not been
‘welllooked after since you arrived? Have | frightened you—In any fashion that | could avold?”
—Well, I couldrt think of any other reason for Your —er—inviting me here.”

“Did I not tell your father that no harm should come to his daughter?” | opened my mouth, and then
‘shut It agaln, and he continued sadly: No, you need say nothing, | am a Beast, and a Beast has no
honour. But you may trust my word: You are safe here, In my castle and anywhere on my lands”

My curiastty, at least for the moment, was stranger than fear or courtesy; his gentle mien encoursged
me, ard | need notlaok Into his face; | would look no higher than his walstcoat buttars, which were
aboutat my eye level anyway. “Then why?*

“Well— lack comganlonship. It rather lonesome here sometimes, with no one to tak to,” he sakd
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too High. When the skywas most beautful, our garden was dready dark *
“Sunset no longer pleases you?” the Beast Inquired, as one who will do his duty by the conversation.

“Vd never seen a sunise —| was always asleep,” | explained. *| used to stay up very late, reading.

‘Then we moved to the country—I suppose | like sunrse best now; I'm too tired, usualy, by sunset, to
ampredatelt, and Y sualy Ina hurry to finish something and go In to supper—or | was,” | sald sadly.
Longing for home broke over me suddenly and awfully, and dased my throat.

‘We came to a wall covered with climbing roses which | recognized at once: This must be where

Father had mot the Bemt. We went through the break in the wall, and 1looked around me at the
glorious

‘confuslon; the Beast halted a few steps behind me. Then suddenly In a final flerce bloom of light before:
it

disappeared, the sun filed the castle and Its gardens with gold, ike nectar In a crystal goblet; the roses
‘leamed like facets. We both turned towards the light, and | found myself gazing at the back of the

Best's head. | saw that the heavy brown mine that fel o his shoulders was streaked with grey. The
ight

wert out ike a snuffed candle, and we stood In soft grey twilight; the sky the sun had left behind was
pink

and lavender.

‘The Beast turmed back to me. | could look at hirm falry steadily this time. After a moment he saki
harshly: " am very ugly, am | not?”

“You are certainly, uh, very halry,” | sald.

“You are being poite;” he sald.

“Well, yes,* | conceded. “But then you called me beautful, last right *

He made a nolse somewhere between a roar and a bark, and after an amxlous minute, | decded It
‘was probably a laugh. “You do not belleve me then?” he Inquired.

“Well'—no,” | sald, hesitantly, wondering If this might anger him. “Any number of mirrors have told

me otherwise.
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an of this handsome palace. In this mood, | refused to consider why It was that | was here at al, and |
‘set myself 1o ad miring my surroundings without thinking about It. 1 found my way to some stalrs to

descend, and shartly to the great front hall with the dining room opering off t, and out through the
huge

front doors.

Greatheartwas glad to see me. He put his head over the stall door and nelghed lIke thunder when he
heard my step. 1 don't blame you—I've been lonesome too,” | sald. "Let's explore a bit together.” |
snapped alead rape, which| found by turning round and looking or t, enta his halter and fed him out

Into the sun. He shook his mane and stamped his feet and expressed general approval;
wandered

rd we

through the gorgeous gardens, looking at the flowers and the statuary. There were roses everywhere
‘among hundreds of other kinds of flowers, but | dld not see any rose arbour ke the one Father had
described. Greatheart Hew at the flowers, but ik a well-bred horse, he offered to eat nothing but the
grass; this he tore up In mouthfuls. We found a patch of dover by and by, and paused there awhile for
him to graze In eamest, “You wil get as round as a broodmare, at this rate,” | told him. * wil take you

fora good hard ride—after my lunch.” | took Him back to s stable, and went Inslde the castle; but
when

the dining-hall door began to open, | called, "Vd really rather eatin my room, fyou dort mind,” It
paused, and then dosed agaln, reluctartly; and | found an excellent lunch lald on the Iitle table In
“Beauty's Room.”

“The only probem with this place Is the sllence,” | sald conversationally to my teacup. “Even the fire
burns quietly; and while | canft fault the servce® —and | wondered If there were anything to hear—
could dmostllke a lIittie more rattling of cullery and so forth. It makes a house, or even a castle, scem
Ived-in.” I took my teacup over to the window. *Ive never liked house pets much—monkeys are a
nulsance, dogs shed ard make me sneeze, and cats daw things—but birds, now. It would be very nice to
have Orpheus here to sing to me.” | found a latch to the window, and a section of It swung out,

nolselessly of course. “Not even any birds here,* | continued, leaning out. "l can see how anything that
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When | woke up the sun was high In the | sky, staning the dark-red carpet with long | rectangles of

light, turming the amber pat-| tern the colour of pate honey. In the first moment of consdousness, when
'

knew It was very late but before | opened my eyes, | thought, "How can| have dept so late? 1l never
getall my work done. Why didn't they wake me?* And then | remembered, and | opened my eyes, and
recogrized the feel of fine linen urder my cheek and fingers; and as memory retumed, | redlized what It

‘was that had awskened me: the dellclous, Insldious smells of hot chocolate and of buttered toast, | sat
up.

Breakfast was aid on the table by the fire, which was buming ance again. | bounced Joyfully out of bed.
Every moming In the dity my mald had brought me tomst and chocolate: How did they know? As| swung
my feet to the flaor, | pressed the mattress firmily with my hands, and was rewarded with sharp twists of

pain. | sobered, looking down at my hards, thirking of the night before. They had been wrapped In
gauze

‘while | slept; perhaps that had something to do with the odd conversation | thought 'd heard, Just
before

sleep dalmed me. | frowned, trying to remermber preclsely; but | soon gave It up, the hot cholate
being

much more Interesting. There were also oranges and apples In a golden bowl, and alitle ebony-handled
knife for peeling.
‘The breeze arrived when | was finished, to whisk everything away by bundiingIt up In the linen

tabledoth and makingit vanish In midalr; and after some grumbling on both ddesitand | settled ona

moming dress of grey, with siiver buttons, and elegant black boots with bralded laces. | had been

avolding looking st the door; but when at last | uneaslly approached It It swung open without
hesitation. |

ran out, as If 1tmight change Its mird; the breeze swirled one around me ard left.
‘The castle looked very differentwith bright sunshine flooding through the tall windaws; the sombre.

magnificence | had seen last night by candle—and lamp-lightwas lit up to a rich but cheerful

‘splendour—Itwaseven hard to belleve In the Beast; he seemed a creature from a bad dream, and no
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Ithought Particularly since It wouldn't do any good.
The sunwas low Inthe sky by the time | had stabled Greatheart, groomed him, ard agaln deaned the
tack by hand. "Yes, and | did nofice that all the mended bits have been realaced, and | thank you,” | sad
aloud, pollshing the bits. I didn't do It the Invisible hands would; | had also noticed that the bits and

buckles had been shined to mirror hue after I'd left them a respectable glossy dean last night, and felt
that

1 was belng put on my metile. My hands were still bandaged; they feft a Iitle stff, but they no longer
troubled me—and the maglc bandages did't get solled, even after 1 soaped and olled the leather.
I wenta little waylnto the garden after leaving the stable ard sat on a marble bench, stil warm from

the stn, to watch the aftemoon change to evening grey and flame. O at any rate It could be the sun
that

‘warmed I, | thought | also took notice that the bench was Just the right helght for someone of my short
length o leg. I tumed my head tolook over another sweep of the gardens, and saw the Beast coming
towards me. Hewas already very near, and | bt back a cy; he walked as dlently as the shadows
crawling towands my feet, In spite of the heavy boots he wore. Today he was wearlng brown velvet, the
color of cloves, ard there was Ivory-coloured lace at his throat, and hanging low over the backs of his
hands.

“Good evening, Beauty,” he sald.

“Good evening, Beast," | replled, and stood up.

“Please don'tlet me disturb you,” he sad humbly. I will go away again If you prefer.”

“Oh no,” 1 sald hastlly, trying to be polite. “Will you walk a itie? | love to see the sun set overa
garden, and yours are so fine.” We waked In slence for a minte o two; I've had better Ideas, |

thought, taking three steps to s one, although | coud see that he was ad]usting his pace to mine as
best

he could. Presently sad, allttle out of breath, but finding the silence Uncomfortabe: "Sunset was my

favourie time of the day when we lived In the dty; | used to walk In our garden there, but the walls
were
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goes on feet would want to stay out of his way; but surely he doesn't control the sky," There was a
broad window ledge with a shallow flat-bottomed trench cutintolt. “Just the thingfor birds,” | sald, and
Found a tin at my elbow, with Jeweled peacocks palnted on It full of mixed seeds such as  bird might
Iike. | spread severd generous handfuls of this along the ledge. “All | ask Is @ few sparrows,” | sald. “The
only peacocks | ever knew kit people.”

Hooked out across the gardens. It was odd that no birds had found thase trees and flowers.

“Perhaps they're only Walting to be asked,” | sald. “Wel, consider yourselfinvted,” | sad loudly. “On
my behalf, anyway.” | dosed the window again, changed Into a divkded skirt more or less sultable for
riding—"Haven't you ever heard ofplain dothing?” | sald In exasperation, searchin through the:
‘wardrobes for a blouise Without ribbors or [ewels orlace, while the breeze plucked protestingly at my
elbows—and went outagaln to take Greatheart for his ide.

He was feellng|Vely, and once we were beyond the stately gardenswith thelr trim paths It took very
it urging to get himinto his long-striling gallop. The alr was cold, out beyond the garders; | had
brought a dosk, and afier pulling Greatheart down o a [og, | Wrapped It around me. | had expected to
reach the tall holly hedge that bounded my prison falrly soon; It had not taken so very long to ride In the
night before, and Father had seen the gates from the garden. But now we walked and trotted through
flelds, and stands of trees, and more fields, and more trees. Itwas Wilder country here, with rocks and

twisted scrub, and the ground underfoot was uneven. | wondered If perhaps the hedge did not extend
all

the way around the Best'slands, and perhaps we hi re-entered the fringes of the enchanted forest.
Not that that would be very useful, | thought; I'd probably Justfind that carrlage road again, and be led
stralght back And | dort fancy trying to find my way out ll | starve to death.

There were even patches of snow where we were walking, | tumed to look over my shoulder.

could stil see the castle towers dark and solemn agalnst the clear blue sky, but they were getting far
‘away. “Time we were heading back | sakl relned him round, and kneed him Into @ ponderous canter.

“Back home, | suppose,” | sakl thoughtfully. Itwouldrft do to try to escape on my very first day aryway,





images/page100.jpg
Airst | had seenin the castle; allthe paintings | had looked at thus far hs
belngs

olded deplcting human

Inany detall. | paused to look at these more dosely. The men and womenwere most of them
handsome,

and all of them very grand. | knew litle about styles and techniques of palnting, but It scemed to me
that

theywere a serles, extending over a considerable period of time, posslbly several centurles | thought |

saw afamily resemblance, particularly amang the men: tal, strong, brown-halred and brown-eyed, and

bitgrim about the mouth, and they all had a certaln proud tit f eyebrow and chin and shoulder. "This
looks ke a farnlly,” | sald.

‘There were no recent portralts; the ine seemed to have stopped a long tme ago. "Who are they? |
sald, studying the Ficture of a pretty woman, golden-halred and green-eyed, with a ily fluffywhite lap

dog, and trying to souind casua; 1twas the secret that hid behind the men's eyes | redly wondered
about.

The Beast was sllent solong | looked at him Inquiringy. It wis more difficult to gaze at him steadlly

agaln after looking at al the handsome, proud painted human faces. “They are the family that have
owned

these lands for thousands of years, since time began, and before portralts were painted,” he sald atlast.
He spoke In the same tone of volce that he had used In reply to all my other questiors, yet for the first
time In severd days | was reminded of the undercurrent of thunder In his deep harsh volce, and
remembered that he was 3 Beast | shivered and dared ask no more.

Hooked longest at the last palnting In the long row: Beyond It the wall was decorated with scrolls and

hangings, but there were no more portralts. This last ane that held my attention was of a handsome.
young

man, of my age perhaps; one hand held the biidle of a fine chestnut horse that was arching fts neck and

‘stamping. There was something rather terble about this young mar's beauty, though | could not say
Just

‘Where the dreadfulness lay. The hard on the bridle was denched a litie too tightly; the light In the eyes
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‘was alltle too bright, as If the soul liself were burning. He seemed to watch me as | looked at him,
watch

me with all the Intensity of those eyes; the other portralts | examined had flat panted eyes that
behaved as

they should, vaguely refusing to focts on thelr audlence. For a moment | was frightened; then | ralsed
my

chin and stared back. This castle was  strange lace, and probably not to be trusted, but | trusted the
Beast; he would rot letme be bewtiched by any daub.

As! stared | began unwillingly to reallze |ust how beautiful this young man was, with his curly brown
halr, High forehead, and straight nose. His chin and neck were a perfect balanae between grace and
strengih, he was broad-shouldered and evidently tall, and the hand holding the bridle was finely shaped.
He was wearing velvet of the purest sapphire hue; the white lace at His throat and wiists made his skin
golden. His beautywas extraordinary, evenin this good-looking family; and the passion of his expression
made him loom above me ke a god-ling  locked away atlast, no longer afrald, but ashamed,
remembering the undersized, sallow, snub-nosed creatire he looked down upon.

“Whatdoyou think of him?” the Beast asked.

I glanced at the plcture again briefly. | thought: The artist was a genlus, to catch that fire-eaten look.

He must have been exhatisted when he was done; F'm tired after only a few minutes of laokingat the
firished work " think he died young” | sald finally. A curlous sllence stepped In, took my words, and
tapped and shook and rattied thern together, as|f they ould ring dear as brass or siver; and then,
disgusted, blew them away entirely.

Heltas If| were haf-awskened from an uneasy sleep by the Beast's words: “Let me show you the
lbrary.* We walked down a ha fight of stalrs; the Beast opened a door set Ina pllared arch. | locked

back for a moment, over s shoulder; the hal of paintings had faded to Indedpherabie, shadowy
colours.

But the young man of the last portralt lingered before my mind's eye In a way that disturbed me. |
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battered about the comers.” looked at him, slowly collecting my wits. “Look” he sald. He held one arm
out, shook the lace back from his wrst,stretched the fingers of the hand. Thelr tps gittered. “They're
sort of se-retractable; not nearly so well-designed as a cat's,” he sald. The fingers quivered and about
six Inches of shining curved claw sudderly appeared. The daggers that served as Index finger and thumb
curved ard met. “The temptation Is aWays to A things Up a bt when my clumsiness prevents me from
tuminga page neatly.” The claws dicked lightly together. He sounded almost merry; he rarely spoke of
himsetf, and then s tone was usually grim and sad.

I was not fightened, but | was ashamed. “Vm sorry,” | sald.

‘The daws retreated, and hs arm dropped. "Dorrt be,” he sald. 1 dorft mind telling you.” He looked
‘atme. "But perhaps you mind belng told.”

No," I sald automatically; and then my slow thoughts caught up With me and told me that this was
true. "No, | dorrt mind.* We looked at each other for a moment. The sun shone through a window, then
made s dellcate, fawn-footed way across the broad inlald floor, and found the Beast's biue velvet
shotlders o seton fire. “The sun,” I sald abruptly. "Lock, It's stopped ralring.* Iwent over to the
Window; the Beast |olned me. The garden gleamed; the towers of the andent castle looked young again,
baptized by young rain. "l can take Greatheart out after all.”

“Yes," sald the Beast. " am sure he Islooking for you.” The ight-heartedness was gone. * will say
Farewell to you now,” he continued. *I wil see you this evering,” He tumed away.

“No—wat” | sald, and puta hand out, but did not qulte touch the velvet arm. He paused and

looked back atme. "Walt* | repeated. “Greatheart ikes whomever | ke, Come with us.”

‘The Beast shook his head. “Thank you for the kindness of your offer, but no. Itls not necessary, and
Iassure you It wauld notwork. | wil see you this evering.*

“Please,” | sald.

“Beauty,” he sdd, 1 can deny you nothing. Do not ask thi. Greatheart loves you. Do not break his

trust In you for no reason.”
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“Please,” | sald. *| am asking.”
Therewas a pause, butat last he sald, as If the words were dragged from him like a blesdngfroma
black magiclan, “Very well. | am sorry for this.”

“Come then,”  sald. | went ot through the door we had come In, and tumed down the hall, away
from the palntings. The Beastfol lowe. In the usual fashion, | found my room around the next corner,

and from there | could easlly find the way down the great stalrcase to the front doors. | paused there
and

‘walted for the Beast. When he did not speak his mere presence could be oppressive; | feltasf | were
walting for a storm clod to catch me up.

‘We went outinto the courtyard together. The alr was cool and damp against my cheek. "Not In the
stable,” sald the Beast "Give the poor brute room, | will waltfor you here.” He walked away from the
stable wing to a bench at the edge of the ganden on the opposite dde,|ust Inside the courtyard, and sat
down | went to fetch my horse.

He was glad to see me, and eager to go outsde. | found that now that | had committed myself to this
venture, | was fightened, and unhapply Indined to belleve the Beast’s predictions. Greatheart hid too
uch sense to walk Into the dragon's mouth merely because | asked him to. But It was too late now.

Aftera moment's reflection, | put on his saddle and bridie. | had no chance at all of argulng with him
from

the grouind with nothing but a halter and rope for persuasion; mounied, at least | could stay with
him—probably—untl he could be reasoned with. Ch dear. Why d1d the Beast have to sound so forkom
Just atthe wrong moment?

Greatheartwas a bit puzzled at bein saddled at this hour, but he was willng enough. He was

‘snorting with enthuslasm and pullng at the reins as the stable door opened for us.

152w the change at once, and mounted hastlly at the threshold. As soon as his head emerged, he

flared his nostrls and Hew, and swung his head towards the bench where the Beast sat. | could feel him

tum to Iron under my hand, and there was a glimpse of White around his eye. The door closed
nolselessly
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hesitated on the brink of trying to find outwhy; but my courage falled me, as It had when | had first
faced

his llkeness. | told mysalf a itdle too firmly that | was reacting only to his extraordinary physlcal beauty,
and fairly forced Him ot of my mird. | glanced up at the Beast and found himlooking down atme, one
hand stll on the lbrary deor. Where doyou fit o al this? | thought; what has happened to the hand —
some farily that has owned this and since before poriralts were pa nted? Are you a door keeper, a
Kird of sllent Cerberus perhaps? And what marvels might you guard beyond those | see around me? And
there my courage falled me a third #ime, because | suddenly remembered myself as a small and very
ordinary mortal, far from home and family—alone exceptfor this great Beast who stood beside me,
‘Withinwhose power | was caught, for ends | knew nothing of. | was afrald agn, as | stared at the Beast,
afrald much as! had been on the first right; but then Itwas as If my islon cleared. He was not the awiul
master here, but my friend and companionwithin the spellbound castle. He too had had to leam to find
his way through the maze of rooms and carmd ors thit now bewlldered me; he had had toleam to cope:
‘with enchantments n unfamillar languiages. As he stared down at me | knew his eyes were kind, and a

litie anxious, even though | could not read the rest of his dark face. | smiled at him, the handsome
Farnily

forgotien, then tumed and went through the door.
‘This sngle room of the ibrary was as large as our whole house In the city had been, ard | could see
more book flled rooms through open doors I all directions, Induding  balany overhead, all bullt from
floorto high celling with bookshelves. “Oh my” | sald. "How do you reach the top shefves?”

Amiriature sta rcase, complete with  barister on one side, rolled up to me; | had the feeling that it
‘would have cleared ts throat respectfully Ifit had had a throat to clear. "You remird me of our butlerIn
the elty,” I sald to It *He stood at attention Just the way you're doing now. Do you clean sliver as well as

he did?” It moved In 2 half drde backwards, and | thought It was probably eyeing me In confusion.

“Don't distress 14" sald the Beast mildly. "It wil try to clean sliver to please you, and It Isn’t built for

it
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Haughed. "Pardon me, sr," | sald to the walting stalrcase. *| do nat wish you to dean silver. It

settled down on Its wheels with the faintest sigh of condensing springs. "Do you ever get yourselfin
messes by wishing Inappropriate things?” | sald to the Beast.

“No," he replled. My orders are obeyed, not my wishes.”

Vurned my head away unhapaly, but the rows of books tugged un repentantly at the edges of my
sight | walked ke one bewttched to the nearest shelf. ) dldrft know there were so many books In the
world,* | sald caressingly, and the Beasts answer was heard only In my ear and did not reglsterIn my
braln: "Well In fact, there arer’t” he sdld.

I pulled a volume down at random, and opened It to the thle page. “The Complete Poems of

Rabert Browning,” | read doud, puzzled. “Yve nevereven heard of Hm.” Pride before a fal, | thought.
So much for my scholarship. The Beast sad nothing; when | looked up at him he was watching me with a
curlous, Intent expression. | put Browning back, and picked out another book. This one was called The
Adventures of Sherlack Holmes. The next one Was The Screwtape Letters. Then Kim. "Rudyard

Kipling,” | 5ald In despalr. “This s a name? I've never heard of any of these people. And the paperls
Funny, and the shape of the letters. What's wrong?”

“Nothing s wrong sald the Beast; he sourded pleased, which | did 't like, assuming that he was
amused atmy discomfture. “This llbrary s—well—* He paused. "Most of these books haven't been

‘written yet.” | looked at him stugldly, Kim st In my hand. "But don't worry, they will be,” he sad. There

‘was apause. "You might try the Browning* he suggested gently. Tt shouldn’t be too confusing 'm very
Fond of his poetry myself."

Ishoud have long been past being shocked by anythingln this castle, but| now discovered that |
‘wasn’t. My dazed braln grasped at something more easlly sensible. “You—you do read then,* | sald,

and added before | thought: “You can turn pages?”

The earthquaking rumble that served the Beast for a chuckle washed over me briefl, Ifting the halr

on the hack of my neck. “Yes, aftzr a fashion. You'llfind that some of my favorite books are somewhat
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my lunch alone, ard went out early to take Greatheartfor his aftemoon de. We took It very easy that
day, and when | put him away, the horse was arxlous to be petted and soothed at great length. After he

had been groomed halr for halr several times over, | sat between his forelegs and told him silly storles,

IF0 a child at bediime, whie he Investigated my face and halr with his nose. Atlast he was calm and
happy agan, and | could leve Him The Beast was walting for me outside, sllhouetted agairst an
amber-and-primrose-coloured sky. *Greatheart and | have been hainga long conversation,” |
explained, and the Beast nodded without comment.

‘That night as the whistling breeze unrolled my beddothes to tuck snugly under ray chin | heard the
‘olaes 1'd heard before on that dreadfu first night In the castle. Several times over the last weeks | had
thought | heard them, but always Just at the edge of sleep, and usually anly a few words: “Good night,
child, and sweet dreams,” and once, "For heaven's sake leave the child done,” whereupon the quilt had
abrugty left off tuckingln s comers.

“Well," | heard. “Are you satisfled yet?No, | shouldr't ask that. Do you begin to have hope? Are

You comforted? You see how well Its golng”

‘There was a melancholy sigh. "Oh, yes, already Its golng better than | dared hope, and yet you
knowIt's not enaugh. It's too much, really I Is, too much to ask, how can such a litle thing understand?
How can she posdbly guess? There’s nothing to gulde her; Is not allowed.

“You Nidget yourself too much,” sald the practical volce, but with sympathy.

I canft help It You know Its Impossble.”

“ltwas made to belmposdble,” the first volce sald grimly. “But you needr't give up on that accourt,”
“Oh dear, oh dear, f arly we could help, even a lite,”the melancholy volce went on.

“But we can't” sald the first vice patiently. “In the first place, she can't hoar us; and oven ffshe

could, we are bound to sllence.” Fuzzy With sleep, | thought: | know who she reminds me of —my first
govemess, Miss Dixon, who taught me my dhabet, and to recognize countries on the globe before |

could read the printed names; and who was the first of many to fallto teach me to sew a stralght seam.
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Now this volce and Its Invis ble owner brotight her back to me with sudden clarlty: dear, kind, and above

all practical Miss Dixon, who disiiked fairy tales and disapproved of witches, who belleved that

magidans Invarlably exaggerated thelr abiliies; and once, exasperated at my favourtte game of laying
dragons, which Involved much jumping out of trees, told me rather sharply that a creature as big and
heawy as a dragon probably spent most of I fe on the ground, wings or no Wings. Herswas nota
personality Iwould have expected to find In an enchanted castle.

“Yes, oh | know, | knw. It’s probably Just as well, because If we could talk to hert wodd be Just

too tempting, and then even the last hope would be goe.... Goad night, dear heart. It doesn't hurt to
‘wish her good night,” the volce added, a Iittle defensively. "Maybe she can feel It, somehow.”
“Maybe she can,” sald the fist volce. “Good night then, child, and sleep well.”

Hourd myself straining to say, But | can hear you, | can, please talk to me—whatls It] can't
understand? Whats Impossible? Whatlast hope? But | couldn't open my mouth, and with the effort |
‘suddenly woke up, to find amoon half full staring In through the tall window at me; the fringe of the

bed-curtains made a filree pattem of the lght that fell on my bed. | stared back at the serene white
half

drcle and Its atiendant constellatiors for  lttle while, and then fell Into a dreamless sleep.
3

Spring grew dowly Into summer. | no longer needed  cloak on the long afternoan rides, and the
dalsles In the meadows grew up to Greatheart's knees. | finished rereading the lod and started the
Odyssey1 stll lowed Homer, but Oicero, whom | read In a spirt of penance, I 1ked no better than | had
severd years ago. | read the Bocchae and Medea over and over agaln so mary times that | knew them
byheart | alsofourd my way back to the great lbrary at the end of the hall of pantings, and read the
Browring that the Beast had recormmendad. On the whale Iliked the poems, even If they were a itie
obscure In places Emboldened, | ted

The Ad-ventures of Sherlodk Holmes, but | had to give that up In a few pages, because | coud
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behind us; the lastlitte breath of warm hay-scented dr stirred my har. Great-heart hadrt taken his
eyes

off the Beast; he was biowing unhapplly, and spume began to form on his lips. | tightened the girths.
well,

here we go, | thought, and gathered up the reirs.
Ittook us fifteen minutes to cross a courtyard two hundred feet wide. The horse’s shoulders and

flanks were soon dark with sweat; but he went I the diraction | Isisted on. | whispered to him s he
‘walked, and for the first tme In his ife he did not cock an ear back at me to isten. Hewoudd obey
‘me—but only ust; hisentire concentration rested on the dark igure sitting on a white marble bench, Its
arms stretched outacross the seat’s back.

Fifty feet from Nemass Greatheart stopped and would go no farther; we stood llke stone I a silent
battle of wills. My knees were pressed Inio the horse’s sides tll my legs ached, and my hards on the
relns urged him forwards; but his molith was frozen on the bits, and | could feel a tiny quiver of paric,
deep inside him. “Don’t move,” | sald, panting, to the Beast, “ThisIs harder than | was expecting.*

1 wor't,” sald the Beast,  did nat kelleve you would come so far.”

Atthe sound of the Beast's volce, Greatheart's nerve broke. He reared up so wildly | threw myself
forwards, fearing that he would go over backwards, arsl his nelgh Was ascroam, shar as shipwreck.
Stil on his hird legs, he whirled, nearly unseating me, and In two bounds he was back on the far sde of
the courtyard It had taken us 50 lang to cross. |found myself yelling, "No, you great ax, stop I, lsten to
me, rotyou, isten to mel” and when | untangled my hands from Hs mane and pulled agaln on the relrs,
hisears fllckered and he stopped, shuddering and heaving as If he were at his strengthsend after along

gallop. He tumed as he stopped, tolook back In terror atthe enemy, threw up his head, and took
severd

unhappy steps sideways. The Beast had stood up, presumably when Greatheart had bolted. Now that it
‘seemed that | was more or less In control agaln, he slowly resumed His seat.

et the relrs fall on the horse’s neck, and leaned forwards to run my hands through his siky mane
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and down his wet shoulders; and stffly, as T he had almost forgatien how. he arched s neck and
slowly

bowed his head. | talked to him, tling him he was a great stupld creature ard very silly, and that | knew.
best; be qulet, rela, have no fear, have no fear, have no fear. His ears fllckered back and forth, ard he

‘swung restless head towards the Beast; then atlast he stood stll, his ears back tollsten to me, and |
Felt

him sowly return from cold Iron towarm flesh. “Okay,” | sald at last, "Well try again.* Ard | gathered
up the reins and turned him towards the Beast.
He walked slowly this time oo, but only as If he were very, very tired, and his head hung low. He

paused once agaln about ifty feet away from the edge of the courtyard and ralsed his head a few
Inches;

butwhen | nudged him forwards he went without demur, “Its al right now,” | sald to the Beast “He’s
ashamed of himself, and hefll do as | say.”

The last step brought us to the bendy; and witha gesture half of resignation and half of despalr,
Greatheart dropped his head til his muzzle toliched the Beast's knee. “Merciful God,” murmured the
Beast. Great-heart's ears shot forwards at the sound of hs volce, but he didn’t move.

Idismounted, and Greatheart tumed Hs head to pross It aganst my breast, leaving streaks of grey.
foam on my shirt, and I rubbed behind his ears. "You see?” | sald toelther or both of them, as If | had
been sure all along of the outcome. “That wasn't so bad,*

I was ford of horses, oncs,* said the Beast; and his ords had a distant sound, as If they echoed
downa cold corridor of centurles. Ilooked at him Ingulringly, but sald nothing. He reglled In answer to
‘what | dId not say: “Yes; | have not always been as you see me now.” Not Cerberus, then, | thought

absently, stll petting my horse; but did not pursue the question any urther. For my ownlimited peace
of

mind | preferred to admire the small viciory | had Just won, and leave the castie’s Immense secrets to
themselves

‘The Beastleft us shortly after this; | was a Iitle disappolnted, but| made no move to stop him. | ate
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the castle for the first time aftor dark even less than| hal liked It few hours ago while daylight was
with

me, keeping trolls and witches under cover. Greatheart had finished the grain, and was happily working

on the hay hanging In a net; he was notInclined to be sympathetic to my fidgets. | patted him for the
Tast

time and went reluctantly out. The horse was calm and relaxed agaln, as he had always been at home
untilthe last few days | tried to tell myself that this was a good omen, but | felt more as Hf| were being
betrayed In mylast extremity. | cosed the stable door—or anyway my hand was on It when It dosed
Itself—on the sound of qulet chewing. |fourd myself twisting the griffin dng on my finger as | siepped
downfrom the threshald.

As! stepped outside, the lantems In the garden were lighting up; there was a warm sweet smell of
perfumed lamp oll. The sllence was unbroken butfor the dear tinkling of the lite strearms, and the slow.

‘scuff of my booted feet; there was stl no sign of any IMng thing. | feltvery small and shabby amid all
this

magniflcence; riding Greatheart lent Its own dignity, for he shone throtigh his battered hamess. The size

‘and grandness of his new environment sulted him; he might have been coming home after extle among
the

savages. But there was nothing grard abouta small paln gl poorly dressed, self-conscous, and | ttery.
Hooked arotnd me, blinking, and then turned back towards the castle. The courtyard was dark as |

tumed; but It leaped Into a blaze of Iightas | looked towards It. The siver arch around the en ormous
front

doors glittered and gleamed, and the figures malded on It scemed to come to lfe: a king's hunting
party,

the horses’ manes fiying, and banners and pennoncels bucking In the wind. There were hounds
saattered,

talls high, before the galloping horses, and two or three riders carred hooded fulcons on thelr wrists.
‘There were several ladles riding sidesaddle, thelr skirts mixing with the traling saddle-sKirts. In front of

the field the king rode, leaning forwards over his horse’s neck; he Wore a thin cirdet around his
forehead,
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harness, with long waving manes and bright dark eyes. The bits of calour sprinkled the marble walls of
the stalls and the smooth goklen sand of the floor. The door to the irst stall did back, ust s 1t had for
Father, as we approached, and straw finished scattering ItselfInto the comers as we looked In.
Great-heart pricked his ears at self-propelled bedding; but when | pulled hs bridle off he quickly
transferred his attention to the mixed grain In the manger. He did not eat so well at home.

‘There was a slecton of bone-handled brushes, combs, and soft cloths on a shelf on the stal's outer
‘wall, | groomed the horse carefully, butstil | lingered; | did not want to be firished, to leave him In the
stable and go by myself Into the castle, where the Beast was doubtless walting for me. The Beast had
‘sald that no harm would come to me, but how did | know? | thought of how ready | had been to belleve
those promises of safety when | had first heard Fathers tale, beside our own hearih. He was only a

Beast, What could he possibly want with me anyway? | banished that thought as | had many times
before

In the pastmonth. | recalled unhapplly the tales of the Insatiable monster that lived In the forest and ate
all

the game. Perhaps the Beast found young malden a difcult dish to procure, and had to resort to
trickery,

Ihad cut and carrled too much waod In the last two and @ half years to make a very delicate morsel; but
this was no comfort, since It would undoubtedly be discovered too late.

Iremembered thatFather's tack had been mysterously deaned while It hung on a rack avernight.

‘The rack | found, It having conjured Itself outside the stallwhile | was InIt. “Worrt you let me wash It
myself?” 1 sald to the d, looking up as Ifexpecting to see something looking down; | lowered my gaze:
hastlly and was unnerved by the appearance of a bucket of warm water, soap, sponges, doths, and ol
“Well, thatls what you asked for,” | told myself aloud; and then "Thank you,” louder, and was rewarded
by the same feeling that Father had had: that the alr was lstening, | didrrt like It.

By the time | had done everything ! could do twice over, the sun was nearly gone; lanters sat In the

doorposts of the stalls were lighting themselves It then occurred to me that liked theldea of going Into
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Into the hall. As | qrossed the threshold a door swung open, to my right, about ifty feet down the broad
from comidor. The clicing of my boot-heels had as much effect on that massive sllence as the sweep of
a butterfly’s wings might. | went through the open door. This was a dining hall, Hg enough to be two

ballrooms; there were three fireplaces, with wirdows on the fourth wall that were each three imes as
tall

as1 was, and a many-egged rectanguiar table that might take half an hour to walk around, but erly ten
minutes to walk across. | looked up. There was amusidans’ gallery at one end of the room, with heavy

dark velvet drapes drawn across It Its balcony was bullt where the second storey should have been; the

cellings were very high | ipped my head farther back, squinting: There seemed to be

lesign, pnted

sculptured, on the celling, but the candles were set no higher than the oot of the musidars’ gallery, and
thelr ight did not reach so far.
Iretumed my gaze to the table, | saw now that It was crowded with covered dishes, siver and gold.

Bottles of wine stood In buckets full of glearning crushed I

;a bowl big enough to be a hip bath stood

apedestal two feet tall, In the shape of Atas bearing the world on his shoulders; and the hollow globe

‘was full of shining fresh rutt. A hundred dellghtful odors assalled me. At the head of the table, near the

door | had entered by, stood a huge Wooden char, carved and glided and lined With chestnut-brown
brocade over straw-coloured satin. The gamet-set peak was as tall as  schooner's mast. It could have:
been a throne. As| looked, It did away sightly from the table and tumed tself towards me, as another
chalr had beckoned to my father. | noticed for the first time that It was the orly chalr at that great table,

and there was only one place laid, although the table gleamed tolts farther end with the curved backs
of

plate covers, and with goblets and tureens and talljeweled pitchers.
“Good heavens, no," | sald.  car'tsit there. And whofs to eat all this? | can't,” | sald, and thought

nervously, | hope Its not required. The Beast must mean to eat me after al, and means to fatten me.
well
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his sloeves and collar ere trimmed with fur, and his horse was the largest and finest. | found myself
trying to read His face, and could not. He was galloping towards a great wood that stood at the peak of

the arch, branches bowed like the petas of a flower. On the other side of the arch the scone was
mirror

Image of the irst, but the story told was changed. The King's horse was dunging Widly away from die
forest, riderless, Its eyes rolling: The other hunters were relning back hard at the forest's edge, with
expresslons of shock, dismay, and dawring horror on thelr faces. The dogs were fleeing, talls between
legs and earsflat, and the falcons struggled to be free, wings spread, daws tearing at tasseled hoods.
Both scenes were colourless, Icy pale, yet sharp and vigorous; | expected to see the next hoof hit the
ground as | looked at a galloping horse, to see the lady's ralsed hand brush the scarf from her eyes; and |
looked with nenvous fascination at the Wood, but saw nothing but the siiver trees.

15w this very clearly, but all In the space of a moment. The doors swung sllertly but ponderously

open, reveling a great hall It by hundreds of candles In crystal sconces. As | stood dumb and staring, a
te singing breeze swe st out through the doors and curled around me. | could almost hear volces Intt,

but when| tried tollsten I lost them. It was a very small wind, ard It seemed to exst only for the
purpose

of tugging at my deeves ard twitching the hem of my divided riding skirt, and uttering what sounded
ke

tle cries of dismay at the condition of my halr and my hoots. No candle flame shivered Ina draft, and
no

Ieaves tapped one against another. The breeze drcled eagerly around my shoulders, and feeling that |
‘was belngencouraged, | took a few steps forwards towards the enormous doors. | wondered how

King Cophetua’s beggar-mald had felt when the palace gates had first opened for her. But there was
lithe

resemblance between us; she had a king Inlove with her, because of her Innate roblty, and a beauty
that

‘sparkled even through her rags. So much for comparisons. | went Inside.

‘The breeze glpgled and chirped at me as I | were a reluctant horse, and then dashed off before me
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planned to eat me Immediately It was unllkaly, or at least curlous, that he should have provided me with
enough books for years’ reading,

‘The Immense shadow shifted I Its chalr. | was sure of the knee, now, and the velvet; and now |

could see a glitter of eyes, and also—perhaps—of sharp daws. |

looked histlly sway from the daws. The feet were lost In the podl of darkness beneath the
Wroughtiron grate.

“Would It help perhags If 1 told you that, hid your father retumed to me alone, | would have sent Him
on hisway unhamed

“You wouki}”| sald; It was half a shriek. *You mean that| came here for nothing?"

Ashadowy movement llke the shaking of a great shaggy head. "No. Not what you would count as
nothing. He would have returned to you, and you would have been glad, butyou also would have been
ashamed, because You ha sent him, as you thought, to his death. Your shame would have grown untl
You came to hate the sight of your father, because he reminded you of a deed you hated, and hated
‘Yyourself for In time It would have rulned your peace and happiness, and at last your mind and heart.”
My tired brain refused o follow this. “But—I could not have let him go alone,” | sald, bewlldered.
“Yes,” sald the Beast.

Ithought about Itfor a minute, “Can you see the future, then?” | asked uneasly.

“Not exactly,” sald the shadow. "But | can see you."

There didn't seem o be ary answer to that, elther. | cannot see you at all, milord,” | ventured

tidly.

Agaln the geam of eyes. *Indeed,” sald the Beast. " should have welcomed you whenyou first

amived this aftermoon; but | thought candlelight might be a Ittle Kinder for a irst impression of such as
me.” He stood up, stralghtening himsef skowly, but  stil shrank back, He must have been seven feet tall
atull helght, with proportionate breadth of shoulder and chest, ke the great black bears of the north

‘woods that could bresk a hunter’s back with one blow of a heavy paw. He stood stll for a moment, as If
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lighted candles. My heart began to beatvery much faster, ard | made my way quletly towards that door.
Uke al of the other doors | had met In the castle, this one opened at my approach. A few days of

this ard | would forget the operation of  latch or a door-handle. The room It revealed was a large,
‘warm, and graclous ane, athough small by the standards of this castle. On ane wall to myleft a fire was

burning Ina fireplace framed with wroughtironin the shape of dimbing vines; two armchalrs were
drawn

up before It. Gne chalr was empty. In the other a massive shadow sat. Except for the falnt and nickerlng
lght of the ire the room was In darkness; there was  table behind the occupled armchalr, and on It
stood a candelabrum of a dozen tall candles, but they remalned dark | reallzed |was standingln a lttle
halo of light, the candles In the hall shining around me as| stood on the threshold. My eyes slowly
adjusted therselves to the gloom beyond the door. | caught a gleam of dark-green velvet onwhat might
have been a knee In the shadowed armchalr. *Good evening, Beauty,” sdd a great harsh volce.
Ishivered, and puta hand to the door-frame, and tried to take courage from the fact that the

Beast—for It must be he—h;

not devoured me atonce. “Good evening, milord,” | sad. My volce was
misleadingly steady.

1 am the Beast,” was the reply. "You Wil call me that, please.* A pause. "Have you come of your
own free will to stay In my castle?”

I have,” | sald, as bravely as | could.

“Then | am much obliged to you” Thiswas saki In so qulet a volce, notwithstanding the deep
rumbling echo that ws part of every word, and was 5o totaly different a greetingfrom what | was
expectng that| was shocked Into saying before | thought:

“Obliged] Milord, you gave me na cholce. | could notlet my father die for the sake of a silly rose.”
“Do you hate me then?” The rough volce sounded almost wistiul.

Agaln| was taken aback, "Wel, you give me litie cause to love you.” | thought then gulltly of the

fine meal, and the beautiful reom—espedlly the books. It occurred to mefor the first time that If he.
had
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sign of anythingless than the finest of craftsmanship. There were tapestries on the walls, and hund reds
of

palntings, mostly sea—and land scapes; very few people flgured In any of the scenes, and few animals.
There ware no hunting scenes of any sort, nor any souverirs of the chase, antler or stuffed trophles or
‘Weagons, hiing on the walls. There was statuary on degant pedestals, or standingln alcaves; china

displayed In cablnets; gorgeous rugs alternated with polished floors of marble orIrlald wood. There
were

o clocks and no mirrors.
I500n lost my sense of direction, and then most of my sense of purpose, but | kept walking The fine.

dinner, the strange new suroundings, and my apprehensions comblined to keep me feeling alert and
wide

awake. But | found that the beautles of the castle began to blur before my eyes; there was too much to
take In, as there had been In the garden during the aftemoon, and more recently In the diing hall.
After a while, perhaps hours, | came to a door atthe end of a corridor, Just around a comner; on this
door was a golden plague. As | approached, the candelabra set In two niches on each side of the door it
themselves—I was becoming accustomed to being preceded In my wanderings by Invsible pages
‘arrying Invisible tinder, which never sputtered and always it the irst time —and on the plague | read:
“Beauty's Room.” | Just had time enoligh to make out the words before the door opened Inwards.
Ihesttated. It might be my name, of course, but then It was also posdble that the plaque had

something a lttle more abstract In mird, and I | crossed the threshold | shouid be blasted at once. On
the

other hard, | had no Idea of the rules of the game | was now playirg; and If the castle or Its owner was
trylingto trap me, there were easler ways. That | was here at all was a gesture of defeat and surrender.
looked Inside. Itwas a room for a princes, even In this castle Tull of wonders: An enormous bed stood
ona dals, canopled In gold, with a white counterpane worked In scarlet and green. Tall wardrobes stood

back agalnst the wall to ane side of the bed, and as | looked at them thelr doors burst open as I from
the
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first. He certainly doesrrt lack for food, my thoughts continued ruefully: Is s paate realy so aded that

‘wlth all of this he wants young malden too? Besides, all of this fancy stuff will probably disagree with
me.

Atonce my breeze was back, tsk-tsmg and scolding and banging at the backs of my knees and all
but dragging me towhere the great char walted In lofty slence. 1 at on It rmidly, feeling smaller and
more bedraggfed than ever, and much the worse for the day’s dirt. A white linen napkin unfolded Hself
and blew onto my patched homespun lap. There were seven spaons and seven forks, four knives and
five goblets of different shapes and colours lined up before me, Alltte table walked out of nowhere to
my leftelbow, bearing hot water and soap and thick towels; while | was occuled ith these, dishes
‘were fingling merly back and forth across the table, and | turned back to a plate heaped high with
dellcades

‘The tentative thoughts | had entertaned about refusing to eat and thus spolling the Beast’s plans for
me melted away at ance like butterin ahot skillet. The knowled ge that | had eaten nothing since
breakfast, and that twelve hours ago, reasserted ltsef forcefully, and | made an excellent dinner. |
recognized very few of the dishes | was offered, but everything | sampled was superb. | was soon

bemused by avarlety that surpassed arything | had known at the finest banguetsin the dty. [twas after
'

‘was firshed, leaning back with a sigh, that my fears rushed back to me, as If they had only been walting
il was revived enough to pay them proper attention. | stood up abruptly without anather thought for
that wonderful table, and walked to the door. | wouldn'twalt any longer; | must know toright what my
doom was to be. If the Beastwould not come to me, very well then, | would look for him.

Dinner had refreshed me, and | set out f noteagerly at least energetically. | walked across more
corridors, us and down more stalrs, and In and out of more rooms than | cared to count. | saw fumiture:

and whatrots n all the styles and deslgrs | had ever seen or heard of, plus many more that were
entiraly

outslde my experlence. There were tables and chalrs and divans In black wood, and Il the hues of

brown; In ivory and alabaster and bone; even In brass and copper and ade, siiver and gold. | saw no
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‘washdoths and back-brushes and towels, combed my halr and strunga Jade-green ribbon through It,
and

then presented me with a pale-grean dress with yards and yards of frothy Hilowing skirtsewn all over
‘With tiny winking dlamonds. *Ha,” | sald, *| will wear nothing of the kind.*

‘The breeze and | had quite a it struggle after that over what | would put on—my old dothes had
disappeared while | bathed — by the end of which my halr had escaped Its ribbon, and the breeze was
racing around the room whisting angrily to hself It dzzled through the long sk fringe of the canopy ard

hurled to the lengih of their twisted cords the heavy golden tassels that tied back the bed-curtans.
There

were dresses scattered all over the floor and across the bed and bades of chalrs In gorgeous coloured

heaps. Ard | st wast't happy about what | finally did agree to wear: It was muich simpler than the
green

dress, but there were sl pearls on the white bodice, and the skirt was golden velvet, a fow shades paler
than the canogy.

Itumed towards the door agaln atlast. It must be verylate, but | stllfelt that | couldn't seep un] |
knew what was golng to happen to me—even I thus seeking It out was orly hastening the end. | left

“Beauty's Room” and stood for a moment In the hall, watching the bright plaue catch fire and shadow
In

the candielight as the door shut behind me. | tumed away to walk more corrdors, more tall arched and
pillared rooms. | spentlitte time looking at the wonders | passed; | as too Intent on that one thing:

firding my hast, or my gacler. | paused at last on a balcony overlooking a large dim hal similar to the

Ihad eaten dinner In. Candles Iitthemselves only a few feet aheal of me as | walked, and beyond them
all was darkness; after| had passed, In a minute or two, they wirked out agaln, as | saw when | tumed
‘once or twice to watch them. The big windows, when they were not muffled with curtains, showed orly
as paler grey shapes In the walls; there was no moon yet to shine through them. Butthen, looking up

agaln, | thought | sa a golden edge of ight to a partly open door, beyond the glow of my entourage of
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pressure of the hundreds of beautiful gowns that hung Inside. A bolt of deep-blue sik stitched with
sliver

thread In the shapes of lying birds fell from some hidden shelf at the top of one wardrobe and unrolled
tself almost to no my fee, across the amber-figured carpet. Beside the wardrobes were low tables, and
pon them were placed Jewelry baes as rare and beautiful as the Jewels they contalned, and more
brushes and combs than adozen van princesses could use. There were cut-crystal bottles of perfume
‘with emerakd caps, and vases ful of red and white roses; thelr perfume shimmered In the air ke a
rainbow.

On the other sde of the roomwas an arched wall of wirdows that reached, In rows and rows of tiny
panes, from the high calling to the padded gold-and-white-velvet wirdow seat. Then with a small gasp |

stepped In'o the room, philosophical questions on the nature of Beauty forgotten, because the walls
that

met the Window on each side were ined with bookshelves. There were hundreds of leather-bound
volumes, regal and wise. My fingiers touched the smooth bindings reverently. There was a desk with
enough drawers and pigeorholes for the most—or least—organized of scholars, a tallplle of fine white
paper, a dazen colours of Ink In gt or cut-gfass bottles, and pens and ribs by the hundreds | sat down
atthe desk and stared at It all.

‘Then my breeze came back, as1f | had had more than enough tme to fle through smooth paper and

line up the pens In rows. It whisked under my fingers and around my chalr, and drew my attention to
the

fireplace behind me, opposie the bed, and the deepIvory-and-siver-caloured bathtub drawn up neart.
The tub was recelvng s last Jugful of steaming perfumed water as | watched—floating china ugs were.
more disturbing than Invislble pages, | decided —and towels curled over the back of an In armchalr.
Therewas no reason why the victim shouldrt present herself for her doom after she was properly
‘washed; and It woudd doubrless be good for morale.

It was. And the enchanted soap didrt getInmy eyes. The breeze, which had been tossing about
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beabie to get on with my studles: He must have a llbrary In that great castle of his He must do
something

‘With the days besldes guard his roses and fighten travelers”

Father shook His head. "You cannot know; he Is a Beast”

“ABeast who talks I ke a man,” | sald. "Perhaps he reads Ike a man too.”

Grace finished sliding the potatoes and put themin the skllet where anlons were frying. | had grown
veryfond of fited potatoes and onlons since we'd left the city; | wondered If | would get any at the
astle. | would have refused such ahumble dish five years ago, I our cook couid ever have thought of
offering s sich a thing,

“Beauty, you assume that everyone must be llke you,” sald Grace. “There are a lot of us who find
reading more a burdensome task than anything else. Never mind Latin and Greek and so forth.”
 could almst feel sorry for this Beast,” sald Hope cheerfully, wiping tomato soup from Richand's

chin. " stll remermber Beauty trying to teach me dedensions, which | had no desire to leam.” The
potatoes were sizding.

“Stop 1t sald Father harshly; and Ger came In ust then, 50 no more was sald. He harded me a thin
plece of leather. “Thought this might help. That strap has about reached the end of Its usefulness "
“Thanks," | sald.

“Supper,” sald Grace.

Winter began to slide away from us In good eamest; the bllzzard Father had come home I seemed

to be the last of the year, and spring arived to take charge. The brook from the forest tore off the ce:
that had bullt up alongts banks and hurled It dowrstream with the strength of the seasonal high water.
‘The track from hause to shop to stable turmed to mud. Grace swept the Kitchen and parlour floor twie a
day, and | could 't keep Great- heart’s stockings white, and spent a lot of time sponging the mud off Hs
grey belly and leather hamess.

For three weeks there was no sign of my roses; | woned that perhaps the seeds would be washed
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the best, as I there were some radiated strength emanating from thelr flace of orgn. On the fifth day

there were tiny buds beginring; an the sxth day the buds swelled ¢l touches of colour, red or pink,
could

beseen at thelr tigs. Father and | would ride away the morning of the next day.
Uike the right following the telling of Father's fantastic story, again on my last ight at home | fourd
myself unable to sleep. After supper | had gone outside agaln, oppressed by the uspoken tersion
Indoors, and walked around the meadow. The streants volce was almst articulate, but | coldn’t quite
atch the words; and | fete that| was belng taunted for my duliness. The pebbies on the banks of the
stream watched me knowingly, | went to the stable, although | knew everything wasln milltary order
there, the approprate tack cleaned ruthlessly and lald outfor tomarrow’s [oumey. | had groomed
Greatheart tl he gleamed like polished marble, and combed hislong mane and tal over and over again
tll he must have wondered what was wrong with me. He had been a ltte uneasy the last few days, as
uneasy as a great pladd horse can be, sensing some change In the alr. Atleast he knew where | was
‘when| was shining him; he put his head over the door and polnted his eats at me with alttle aralous
gquiver of his nostrls when | blew die lantem out and left him at last. "Dorrt worry,” 1 sald, “You're
coming too,” and dased the bam door as he watched me. The moon was three quarters full, and there
were Justa few litle, dancing clouds In the sky. The forest was qulet, except for the sounds that trees
make.

Iwentup to bed Immedately, pausing downstairs orly long enough to nod to everyane, sitting

around the fire In the front room with thelr hands busy, although It was past the usua hour that we all
Wert o bed, and to hang the lantem on Its hook by the door. "You/e all ready?” Ger asked quietly.
“Yes,” | sald. "Good night.”

I paused on the second floor at die foot of the ladder to my loft. The forest locked different here. |

‘was used to looking at tfrom my attic, or from ground level. The difference Intrigued me, and | leaned

out the wind ow, teasing myself that there was an Important difference, philosophical ormord, Instead
of
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away I the chumed-up mud, because | hadr't been able to bury them very deegly; and told myself
often

and with Increasing stemness as tme passed that! had been a complete fool to try to plant them so
early.

Itold myself that they werelost now and would do no ane ary good, and all was due to my awn stpld
follyln supposing that even magical seeds could grow at this time of year.

‘The rose on the mantelplece stayed as fresh and bright as It had been when Father first handed It to
me. It dropped no more petals; It idt even drink much water. Grace had putitin a tall aystd vase

from among the lovely things that had been found so mysterl ously In Father's saddle-bags, and taken
the

pottery cup It had first rested In back to the kitchen.
Then, seven days before we were to fde Into the forest, | found three little green shoots along one
stable wall. | stared at them, sucking In my breath, and ran back to the house to look for more. | found at

least adozen, na stralghtlittle row under the Ktchen window that faced the forest. They weren't
weeds,

I was sure, although | had wished so hard for some sign of my roses that | could almost belleve that |
‘was Imagining things. There were a few more dong the front of the house, and | found what | thought

might be two more of the same thin tender green bits poking thelr heads tentatively ahoveground
outside

the shop. It ws morning, and | had been on my way to curry and feed the horses. When | went back to
the stable, | saw fve lttle green sprouts. | must hive overlooked the last two.

Returning o the house for the noon meal, | found a whole regimental line of short green salkes!ind

p by the wall of the house lookin; towards the forest; some of them were qulte three Inches high. "My
rosest* | yeled through the kitchen door. “Come see my roses|”

‘They grew so fast those last few days that | found myself watching them out of the comers of my

eyes a5 If| would catch them at something: hastlly unrolling leal, threading @ new runner up the vines

that were oyously climbing the sides of the house, shop, and bam. The seediings nearest the forest did
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We stopped once to rest the horses; nelther of us was hungry, although there was food In our
‘saddle-bags. It was a litle after noon when we saw the dense dark hedge and the huge diver gate.
looming up before us. The gates shimmered like a mirage In sea -fog. Odysseus, who had been
well-behaved untl now, shivered and shied, and did not wart to go near those tall sllent gates. At last

Father dismounted andled the unhappy horse to die gates, but when he put out his hand to touch
them,

Odysseus reared and broke away. He stopped agaln only a few feet from Father's out-stretched hand,
looking back over his shoulder, ashamed of himself but stll afrald. Greatheart stood st and watched.
“Father," | sald, as he stroked His horse’s nose and tried to calm Him, “you needn’t come any farther
‘with me. These are the gates to the castle. If you leave at once you wil be home by suppertime.” My
Volae racked only a very litde. | was gad | could sit quietly on Greatheart, that | dld not have to

dismount and make my legs carry me, and that | could hide my shaking handsin the thick white mane
that

fell aver his withers.

“Child—you must go back | cannat et you do this— cannat think what made me agree tot In the
first place.

I musthave been mad to think that ! could let you go—like this."

“The dedslon s long past noW—you cannot revoke It;and you agreed because you had no cholce.”

I swallowed, although my mouth as dry, and went on before he could Interrupt: “The Beast won't
harm

me. And perhaps, after al, he Is orly testing our sense of —falr lay. Perhaps | worrt have to stay long.”
The words sounded well, but my volce did't, and nefther of s belleved what | was sayIng, | hurred on.
“Go. Please. Parting il arly be worse later.” | thought: | couldn’t biear to see this Beast send you away.
Vil beall Aght." | rode towards the gates, but before | had wheeled Great-heart so that | could touch
themwith my hand, they swung open without a sound, and a trackless fleld of bright green grass |y

before me. “Good-bye, Father,” | sald, half-turning Inmy saddle. Father had remounted. Odysseus was
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broad branches began. | heard water running somewhere; except for that, and the nolses of our
passage—hamess [Ingling and squesking and occaslonal patches of cobwebce that shattered
underfoot—the woods were perfectly sil. Father was litle way behind me, | looked up and could see
itte bits of biue sky, ke stars against the varlegated green and black and brown | breathed deeply and
for thefirst time for several days | feit my heart IHft out of my boots and take Its proper place In my
breast. As Father Jogged up beside me | sald, "This Is a good forest.” He smiled and sald, “You don't
lack courage, child.”

No, | mean It" | sald.

“Then I'm glad. | find It bit oppressive, myself, he sald, looking around him. We went on a few

‘more minutes, and then he sald, “Look.* | could sae something pale among the trees. In another minute
'

recognized It: itwas the road leading to the heart of the forest, and the castle.
Part Three

1)

I was eager to make as much speed as possible; | knew that Father was on the brink of begging me

totum back and let him go on | to the castle alone. | would rot

ave him, whatever he sald now, but |
‘was uncertaln]ust how far beyond this essentld determination my thin courage could bear me. | knew |
‘would go on, but | wanted to do It with dignity; f Father sald anyihing It was likely that | would cry, and

then the Journey would be a great deal more miserable than It was at present, With nothing more
dreadiul

between s than the grim and thoughiful sllenca that we shared, | kept hearing Richard's tiny crylng In
my

mind, and seeing the gorgeous roses framing Grace and Hope and Ger as they faced the forest. | tried to
feel encouraged by my sense that the forestwas welcoming, not hostile, but that shallow cheerfulness

‘seemed to ebb away as we walked anto the WHie road, | prodded GreatheartInto a trot, and Father fell
alittie behind again; for a little while | didrt have to worry about the expression on my face. | could feel

that Ftwasn't one | wanied him to see.
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standing stl, but the stffressIn his neck and ears Indicated his tenslon and fear. One gesture from
Father

‘would send hirm plunging back down the road the way we had come.
“Good-bye, dear Beauty,” he sad almost Inaudibly. My ears rangwith my heartbeats. | rode

forwards before he could say any more, and the gates of mist closed Impassively behind me. | tumed
and

Faced forwards before they were quite shut, and did notlook back agan.
Sunlight and the smel of the sweet grass were better than dee o food; | felt that | was awakening

from a dream|eft behind In the shadowed eaves of the forest. Whenwe came to the edge of the
orchard

‘we found a white pebbied pathleaing between the trees towards the castle.

I Gannot begin to descibe the gardens. Every leaf and blade of grass, or pebble!n the path, or drop

of water or flower petd, was perfect, In plan and In execution: true In calour and I shape, unworn, and
unharmed as If each had been created only @ moment ago, as If each were a gem, and the pollsh of each

Facet the Ie’s work of a falry |eweler. | duing to Greatheart's mane as he went forwards at a gentle
walk;

the motion of His shoulders and flanks seemed like the heaving of a s In storm.

The castle rose up before s ke sunrise, Its towers and batdements reaching hundreds of feetinto the
sky. Itwas of grey stone, huge block set on block; butit caught the sunlight like a dolphin's back at
dawn. Itwas as blgas a cty, | thought; not one bullding, but many, tied together by corridors and

courtyands; | stared around at what | could see of the wings and walls of It stretching In many directions
'

could not begin tolmagine the number of rooms It must contain. Butit stood dlent, the windows dark,
apparently deserted. But not quite deserted, | told myself unhaplly. O dear.
Greatheart came to a halt before the stable, whose door had slid back at our approach. Inside,

aftemoon sunlight slanted through tall narrow windows with half-moons of stalned glass setin their
arched

tops. The coloured glass held pictures of horses, standing galloping richly caparisoned or free of
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urgency this time; and ako a sense of some other—presence; | could desatbe It no more dearly. | found
myself crylng s | walked, filnging doors open and looking Inside esgerly, then hurrying on as they were.
‘each empty of what | sought. | woke abruptly; the sun was rising. The irst thirg | saw was three roses,

openlng In the falnt light: Two were the dark red of the rose on the mantelplece, one was white,
dellcately

‘velned with peach colour. | hadn't reallzed the Mnes had reached so high. Two of the roses nodded
gently, visible only barely above the window sil, but the third had wound up the  de and hung at eye:
level, as | stood looking out, bowing on Hs stem as IfIt were looking In the windcw at me. | opened the
Window ard leaned out, and to my exguisite dellght found that the whole side of the house was covered
‘With roses In full bioom; and | could see bright flowers leaning agal st the shop and stable walls. “Thank
You,” | whispered to o one.

Idosed the window agan and hurrled Into my dothes; today ! left the gdffin ing on my finger. The
‘Woaten box that had held the rose seeds was packed away In the saddle-bag, | made my bed neatly, or
as neatly as | was capable of, smoothing the blarkets with greater care than | ever used; and | hesitated,
looking around, before | climbed down the ladder for thelast time. The od wooden trunkwas pushed
Into one corner; the bed stood dong the long wall, under die eaves. My few books Were gone from the
opposite wall, where they had lain heaped on the floor near the Iitle window. The big red rose was
tapping softly aganst the wirdow With a sound of velvet rubbing agalnst glass. On an Impulse | went
across and opened the window agaln, and broke the stem; die rose fel graclously Into my hand. | dosed
the window then and went downstalrs without looking back, die saddlebag over my shoulder and die
rose held respectfuly In ane hand.

I met Grace In die garden, retuming to the house with her apron full of eggs. She gave me as much of
asmile as she could summon, and sakl, “There's a bit of butter to fry these In* Butter we used only on
spedal occasions.

By the time | had saddled Greatheart and Father's horse the sullght was winring:a way throligh the

lght frost on the grotind. | tuckes the rose | had plucked under the crownplece on Greatheart’s bridle
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Just the fact of a few extra feet up or down, a change of physical perspective. There iz a murmur of
‘volces from downstalrs. Suddenly | heard clearly, ithout wanting to.

“Poor Ferdy,” sald Ger. "l tod Him he needn't come il aftermoon tomorrow.” Ger's Wish to hire die

boy full rime, 50 that he could teach him the smith’s trade, was about to be fulfiled: Ferdy would work
here dally, dividing his ime between the shop and wood-cutting. He’d be Invited to live here, once | was
gone, probablyln Ger's old attic raom, nce Hope had sald loudly, when we had discussed his staying
here, "Of course we'll leave Beauty’s room alone.”

Uke the rest of the townspeople, Ferdy had been tald throe weeks ago that | wasleaving. Ger had

told Him In the shop while | was there tao, holding another fractious horse while It was shod, Ferdy had
lstened In sllence, and had remalned silent for severd minutes after Ger was finished. Then he sald: 1
‘wish you good luck, Beauty,” and Iitle else, either that day or In the weeks followirg. He avolded me
‘With much more purpase than | had ever expended In avokding him, and he no longer ate dinner with us.
“Poor Ferdy," agreed Hope.

‘The roses had dambered dll around the window; there was an espedally fat bud resting on the il Its
tip showing maroon. | took my boots off and dimbed the ladder silently.

But | couldn't deep What little paddng | had to do—my books, a few dothes—was done; the
saddle-bag st on the floor walting to be carrled d ownstalrs at irstlight and tled on Greathearts back. |

Wrapped myselfIn a blanket and curled up at the head of my bed, where | could lean agalnst the wall
and

stare out the window. | hadn't worn the grifin ring since the first night, but | had begun carrying Itina
pocket. | found that | didrftl1ke leaving ft1n my room, that | kept thinking about It;| was comforted in
‘some obscure fashion when | carrled It with me: ¢ was a token of my uture; | read It as a good omen. |
fott orlt now, pulled It out, and put It on.

I musthave dozed at last, because | found myselfin the castle again, walking through dozers of

handsome, magnificently fumished rooms, looking for something, | had a stronger sense of soraw and
of
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Great-heart was atching me, and as | turned towards him gave a great bound forwards, and | saw the
blacksmlth’s musdes on Ger's arms stand out as he rled to hold Him. Greatheart subsided, sinking ba ck
on his hadks, and chewing on his bits il the white foam splashed to the grourd.

“Oh," | ald, tuming back to my sisters. "All the stuffin Father’s saddle-bags: | hope you'll use . Its
not—| mean, | wish you would,* | end ed lamely. They both nodded. Grace gave me a ghost of a smile;
Hope Hinked, and a big tear rolled down her cheek and splshed onto Richard's face. He broke Intoa

thin ary. | st hesitated. *Use dl thatfine sliver on my birthday,” | sald at last, not having thought of
what

I wished to say, or how to sayIt; and tumed away hastly.
Greatheartwas throwing Hs head up and down, but he was otherwise quiet Ger embraced me with

his froe arm and issed my forshead. “1l tass you p,” he sald. The horse stood as stll as a store for this

operation, and heaved a great dghas | settled In the saddle. | reached forwards to fi the rose a litle:
more firmly. “Ckay?” | sald to my father. He nodded. Ger stepped back.

Iumed Greatheart towards the forest edge, ard he paced forwards dellberately, quiet now, and
Odysseus followed. Just before | reached the trees | tumned In the saddle to wave; Ger ralsed ahand In

reply. | nudged the horse Into a trot, and we broke Into the first line of trees. The last thing! heard as
the

forest closed around Father and me was Richard"s small forlom walling. | urged GreatheartInto a canter,
and the nolse of the horses crashing through the urderbrush drowned everything ele.
When| pulled him up at last the edge of the forest was no longer vslble; | couk see nothing but tall

trees Inevery direction. Few of them were small enough for me to have reached ll the way around
diem

and touched fingertips to fingertips. The scrub at the beginning of the forest had thinned out; there was
moss underfoot now, and | saw a few oles, a few tardy snowlrops, and some tiny yellow flowers |
didn't recognize. It was cool here Without being cold; sunlight dripped a Iitle way amang the leaves, but

‘Without warmth. Most of the tree trunks were stralght and smooth to a helght above our heads, where
the
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and went In to breakfast. | came In sllently through the front door so that | could stand In the parlour
alone for afew minutes and look around me. The rose on the mantelplece was dying at last: The petals
were turning brown and many had dropped off;the stem was Withered. The one golden petd glinted
through the dry brown ashes. | could hear the rest of the family In the Ktchen.

Breakfast was a sllent meal. As so0n as | could | escaped to the stabl. | paused with my hand on

the Kitchen door and sdd to Grace, "The eges were delldous” She gave me a stridken look, then sald,
“Thank you," o the plle of dirty dishes she was holding.

Greatheartwas anxlols to get to Whatever It was that was rulning my peace and therefore his. He

came out of his stall with a rush, pulling me with him and nearly wrenching my shoulder out of s
socket

He tossed his head, making dle rose on his headstall bounce, and pranced a few sieps, no mean feat for
ahorse of his bulk, Odysseus, Father's horse, was tamer, | looped His relns over one arm while |
‘Wrestied with Greatheart. The stupd animal actualy tred to rear, and lfted me several Inches off the

ground; he recollected himsef before he went too High, and retumed to earth, looking sheepish. The
rest

of the family was collected by the Kitchen door. Grace and Hope stood at the threshold, each witha

baby In her arms. Father and Ger stoad a step lower, on the litte patch of bare ground between the
door

and the gate In the fence arourd the garden. The roses were a blaze of vMd colour, lighting up the
dun-coloured house, the plaln dothes, and the white faces.

Ger came to where we stood and took Greatheart’s bridle. The big horse arched s neck and

gquivered, but he stood stil. “'ll hold him fora bit while you—* he sald, and stopped. | nodded. Father
took Odysseuss relns, and | walked dowly towhere my slsters were standing. "Well," | sald, ard kissed
them and the bables In tumn. Mercy and Richard didrft know what was going on, but eve ryone looked
solemn and rather terrible, so they looked solermn too. Mercy stuffed most of one flst In her mouth, and
Richard was Indlined to cry; he was whimpering, and Hope rocked him gently. “Good -bye,” | sald. My

sisters sald nothing, | turned and walked back towards the horses; Father was already mouriad.
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‘was dear to him. He mounted with difficulty, for with the Beast standing so near, the horse was nervous
and would notstand stll.

Ashe gathered up the relrs, the Beast was suddenly beside Him. *Take the rose to Beauty, and

Farewell for a rime. Your way lles there, and he pointed towards the winking s er gate. Father had
forgotten all about the rose; he taok Itin his hand, shrinking, from the Beast; and as he took It the Beast
sald, "Dont forget your promisel” and he slaaped Father’s mount on die rump. The horse leaped

forwands with a scream of terror, and they galloped across the felds as If runring for thelr Ives. The
gates

‘swung open as they approached, ard they plunged through and Into die forest, floundering In the snow
until he coukd pull the poor animal bick to amore collected pace.

I dorft remember die rest of that [ourmey very wel,* sald Father. “It staried to snow again. | held

die reins In one hand, and the red rose In die other. | dorftremember stopping untl the poor horse
stumbled out of the edge of die trees and | recognized our houseln the clearing.”

Father stopped speaking, and as though he could not look at us, retumed his gaze to the fire. The

‘shadows from die restless flames twisted around the scarlet rose, and It seemed to nod Its heavy head
at

the truth of Fathe’s tale. We al sat stunned, not comprehending anything but die fact that disaster had
struck us—agaln; It was ke the first shock of business ruln In the dty. It had been Impossible to imagine
Just what lasing our money, aur home, might mean; but 1t was rumbing, dreadful. T was worse, and
we had yet only begun to feel It, because It was Father's ife.

Ihave noIdea how lang the slence listed. | was staring at the rose, slent and serene on the
‘mantelplece, and | heard my own volce say, "When the manth is up, Father, |will etum with you.*
“Oh, nc,”fram Hope. "No one will o, sald Grace. Ger frowned down at his hands. Father

remained staring at the fire, and after a tiny pause, he sald: Vm afrad someone miist go, Grace. But |

golngdane.”

“You are not," | sdd.
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tome already.”
“Your misfortunes seem to have robbed you of your sense of hanour, as you would rob me of my
roses,” rumbled the Beast, but he seemed disposed to listen; and Father, In his despalr, told him of the
troubles he had had. He finished: "t seemed sucha cruel How not even to be able to take my daughter
Beauty the litle packet of rose seeds she had asked for; and when | s your magnificent garden, |

thought that | might atleast take her a rose from It | humbly beg your forglveness, noble sir,for you
must

see that | meant no harm.”
‘The Beast thought for amoment and then sald: 1 Wil spare yolir miserable life on one condition: that
‘Yyou wll give e one of your daughters.

“Ah” cried Father. "I cannot do that You may think me laddng In honour, but| am not such a cruel
father that | would buy my own life with the Iife of one of my daughters.”

The Beast chuckled grimly. “Almost | think better of you, merchant. Snce you dedare yourself so
bravely | il tell you this for your comfort: Your daughter would take no harm from me, nor from

anything that IivesIn mylands * and he threw out an arm that swept In al the wide fidds and the cistie
at

thelr centre. “But f she comes, she muist come here of her own free wil, because she loves youenaugh
to want to save yourlife—and Is courageous enough to accept the price of being separated from you,

and from everything she knows. On no other cond tion will | have h

He paused; there was no sound bt the horse’s panting breath. Father stared at the Beast, not able to

look away; and the Best turned from his contemplation of the green meadow, and looked back athim.

 give youa month. At the end of that time you must come back here, with or without your daught

You willfind my castle easlly: You need only getlost In the woods around it—and Itwill find you. And

do notImagine that you can hide from your doom, for If you do not retum In a month, | Wil come and
fetch youl”

Father coud think of nothing else to say; he had amonth In which o say good-bye to everything that
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| frowned at the ground autdde. Mast of the snow from the bllzzard Father had been lost In had
‘melted quickly under yesterday's warm sun, and from the warm tolich of the moming wind on my cheek

Ithought that what remalned would soon disappear; but the ground was stll much too hard to be
planting

anything. Nor, f | managed to chop a few holes, would the seeds be likely to find the cold earth very
hospitable. They're magic, after al, | thought. il do what | can.
I borrowed a pickfrom Ger, and fetched a spade from my gardering tools, and set to Work cuttinga

narrow, shallow trench around the house, dose to the outside wall where perhaps the ground was a
lite

‘warmer than In the meadow or the garden. By lunchtime | was tired and sweating but! had sprinkled
my

‘seedsln the trench and covered them over roughly; and had a few left to bury along one wall of the
stable

and one wall of the shop. No one sald anything to me, although | should have been tending the arimals
and chopping wood.

Atthe noon meal Grace sad,  car'tjust lgnore what we dedded —or hat Beauty decided for
us—last right, s we ll seem to be trying to do. Beauty, child, Iwon't try to dissuade you —* She
hesltated. “Butls thare any-thingwe cin do? Anything you'd like, perhaps, to take with you?” The tone
of hervolae sald that she felt she was offering me silk thread to bulld a bridge across a ravine.

“twill be 5o lonesome,” sald Hope, imdly. “Not even any birds I the trees.” The canary was

singing his early-aftemoon-on-the- threshold-of-spring song.

‘There was a pause while | stared at my soup and thought: There Isn't anything | want to take. The
dothes | stand up In, and one change—aboutall fve got anyway. They can keep the dress | ware to
Hope's wedding, and cut It up and use Itfor baby clothes. The skirt | wear o church wil fit ether of my

sisters with Just a ittle akteration. If the Best wants me to lookfine, he'll have to produce his own tallor.
|

thought of Father's descrigtion of velvet and lace; and It occiired to me that Inmy dream
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my bed; the tny dark drops gleamed dully In the moonlight as they dattered one over another. The last
thing to fall out of the box was bigger, an Icy yellow under the pale light, and It bounced and rang as It

land

4, spraying seeds across the bed. | picked It up. It was a ring shaped like a grifin, ke the silver
handle of the corkscrew downstalrs. But this grifin was gold, and It had Its mouth open, with dlamond
fangs g ttering cold, and Its wings spread: The Wings were the band that fitted around the finger; they

overlapped at the back, next to the palm of the hand. The creature was rearing up, daws stretched out.
it

looked fine ard nobie, with ts neck arched and s head thrown back, the line of 1ts body making a taut.
and graceful curve. 1t did notlook e, nor predatory; It was proud, not vidots. | put iton my finger,
‘which It fitted perfectly, and hastlly scooped the seeds back Into the brown bex. | would have ordy a few
hours of deep naw, and | could Il afford to waste a day by being tred—especially afier tonight,
thought, my hand pausingas | desed the Ild. Espectally during my last four weeks. Three weeks and five
days.

Idreamed of the castle that Father had told us about | seemed towalk quickly down long halls with
high cellings. | was looking for something, arxlous that | coud not find It | seemed to know the castle
verywell | did not hesitate as| tumed corers, went up stars, down stars, opened doors; nor did |
linger tolook at the wanderful roors, the frescoed cellings, the palrtings on the walls, the carved

fumiture. My sleeping self was dazded, bewlldered; but the dream sdf went on, more and more

anulous,
tll 1 awoke shivering with the irstlight of daswn fingering my face. | dressed hurledly, hesitated, looking

atmy hand, then pulled the g off and hid It under my allow; a needless gesture since no ane but
myself

ever entered my it atticroom. | finished lacing my boots as | went downstalrs —tWo activites tha
ot mix well, and | had to do my boots dl over agaln when | sat down at the kitchen table.

‘The same uneasy sllence that had characterized Father's first day home continued; but with a
difference. Yesterday we had feared a doomwe did nor know; today the doom was known by us al,

and feared no less. No one spoke at breakfast except the bables, and | left the table first.
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to cope withit.

Thoselast few weeks passed very quickly. The knowledge that I was leaving changed the tenor of all

o Iives very itte, onca we had adjusted to the simple fact of It The story we devised for the towr's.
beneflt was that an old aunt, nearing the end of her e and finding herself without helr, had offered to
take one of s In; and It was dedded that | would beneflt most (snd could best be spared from home),
because | would be able to take up my studies again. Al our frierds were somy to hear| was leang, but
‘were glad of what they thought would be a "grand chance" for me—even the anes who had scint
respect for book learning wers pallts F not cordlal, for my family's sake. Melirda sald, "You must come.
Visit us when yoifre home for a hollday—she'l let you come home fora sgell, sometimes, surcly?”

“Oh yes—please come see us,” put In Molly. ‘| Want to hear all about the city.* Melinda sriffed; she
didn't approve of dites, nor of Wanfing to hear about them. She felt that we had survived ourlengthy
exposure very well conskdering, and while she approved of my going be —

cause she racognized the dalms of things ike aunts, t was stil an unfortunate risk.

“She's seen the city before,” Mellnda sald drlly, and Molly flushed: They'd been carefu not to ask us
‘What ffeIn the clty was ke, since we had left It under such unhapy d reumstancss. “We wish you well,
Inall events, Baauty,” Mellnda continted. "But before we leave, say that you wil come say hello to us
‘when you come back to it yourfamily.”

1 WillF | can," 1 sad uncomfortably. *Thank you for al your good wishes "

Melinda looked a Itle surprised at my answer and remarked to no one In particular, s this aunt

such an ogre then?” ard kissed me, and she and Molly left to go home. We wera In the Kitchan, Father
‘smoking a plpe ard locking thoughtful, Grace peeling potatoes, Hope feeding the babies; | was mending
the throatlatch of Greathearts bridle. Ger was stll In the shop. We had never discussed Just how long |

‘Would be gone —the Beast's words led one to belleve that It would be forever, which didrt bear
thinking

of, sowe didr't think of It.

To break the sllence | sad, "This oresh aunt may not be a complete fiction after al. | probably shal
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Ihad been richly dressed In rusting embroldered skirts and soft shoes | could almast feel those
‘shoes on my feet, Instead of my scratched and dirty boots. | was stil staring at my soup, but | saw only
beans and onlons and carrots; | rearranged the pattem with my spoon.

Ger sald: "Greatheart will be a tle company for her, at least.”

Hooked up. I had hoped to ride him there, but 1l send him back ith Father. You need him here.*
“Nay, gi,” sald Ger In an Inflecion not his own, "he'll ot eatIf you go off and leave him, He goes
‘with you.”

1 put down my spoon. "Stop It, Ger, dorft tease me. | can't take Him. You need him here.”

“We'll get along without” Ger sald In Hs own volce. "We have an extra horse now, dor't forget, and

‘we can buy another If we need ft—with the money your Father brought back from the city. They wan't
be

Greatheart's equal, but they Il do s
“But— | sald.

"Oh, do take him,” Hope sald. "I¥l seem llke we haven't quite forsaken you, ¥ you have

Your horse. She siopped abruptly, and fiddled with her napkin.

“He I your horse, you know,* sad Ger. "For all his sweet ways Its yous he watches for, and

lstens to. | won't say he wouldn't eat, but he'd perform no prodigles for me or any of the rest of

us. He'd [ust be a bl strong horse.*

“But—" 1 sald again, uncertalrly. | could feel my firt tears pricking my eyes; | reallzed that! would
feel much less desolate I | could keep Greatheart with me.

“Encugh,” sald Father. *| agree with Hope: Your keeping your horse will comfort us at least. Ifyou
were alttle less stubborn, g, you'd be comforted too.” A little more gently he added: “Child, do you
understand?”

Inodded, not trusting myself to speak, and icked up my spoon agaln. The tenslon was broken; we
‘were a farly agaln, discussing the weather, and the Work to be done n the coming weeks—and the

necessary preparations for the yourgest daughter's coming ourney. We had accepted It and could begin
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the treesn Itsforest. We never mentioned It to the rest of you because we thought you'd laugh; Molly

told us about It To wam us to stay out of the wood.” | looked over at Ger. The storles he'd tald me two

Years ago had never been mentioned again.
Hope had stopped crying. “Yes, we thought It was all fodllshness; and we needed no urging to stay
out of that awlul wood,* she sdd. The tears began to run down her cheeks agaln; but she sat up and
leaned agalnst Ger, who put his arm around her. "Oh, Father, surely you can stay here.”

Father shook Hs head; and Ger sald abruptly: "What's In your saddle-bags?"

“Nothing very grand. A lttle maney, though; | thought we might buy a cow, Instead of having to bring
milk from town for the bables, and—well there’s probably notenough.”

Ger stood up, stil holding Hope’s hand, then knelt by the leather bags, stll plled In thelr corner.
Grace and Hope, usually the most consdentious of housekeepers, had for some reason let them lie
untouched. I noticed when Beauty and | brought them Inyesterday that they were very heavy.”
“They were? They aren't—I mean, they can't be. | didr/t have allthat much.” Father knelt beside

Ger and unbuckled the top of one and threw back the flap. Dazed, he Ifted out two dozen fine wax

candles, alinen tabledoth with a dellcate lace edge, several bottles of very old Wine and a botile of even

older brandy, and a siiver corkscrew With the head of a grifiln, with red jewels for eyes tht looked very
much ke rubles; and wrapped In a softleather polich was a carving knife with an Nory handle cutin the
‘shape of aleaping deer, With Its homs lad dongts straining back. At the botiom of the bag, pled wrist
deep, were colrs: gold, siiver, copper, brass. Burled among the colns were three small wooden boxes,
and Infald on each of thelr pollshed llds was an Inltid In mother-of-pear: G, H, and B, "Grace, Hope, and
Beatrty,” sald Father, and handed them to us. In my slsters’ boxes were golden necklaces, and ropes of
pearis, diamords, emeralds; topaz and gamet earrings; sapphires In bracelets, opas In rings. They made
ashiringincongruous Hle In laps of homespun.

My box was flled to the brim with itde brownish, greenish, Irregularly shaped roundish things. |

picked upa handful, and let ther run through my fingers, ad as they pattered Into the box again|
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“Beauty—* Hope walled.
“Father," | sald, he won't harm me. He sald s0.*

“We can’t spare you, chiki” said Father.

“Mmph,” | sald. "We can't spare you”

He lified His shoulders, ~You would soon have to spare me anyway. You are young, child. | thank

‘You for your offer, but | will go alane.”

@ am nor offering,” | sad. " am golng.”

“Beautyl” Grace sald sharply. "Stop It Father, why must anyone go? He will not truly come to take
You away. You are safe here. Surely you are safe once you are away from his gates.”

“Yes, of course,” sald Hope. “Ger, tell them Perhaps they Il sten to you.*

Ger sighed. *V'm sorry, Hope my dearest, but | agree with your father and with Beauty. There Is o
escaping this doom.”

Hope sucked In her breath with a gasp, then broke out aying, She burled her face In Ger's shoulder
and he stroked her bright halr with his hand.

it werer't for the rose, | might not belleve It.. | blame myself for this; | should have wamed you
better,” Ger sald very low. "There have been storles about the evil In that wood for generations; | should
not have Ignored them.”

“You didrft,” | sald. "You told us to stay out of t, that It was old and dangerous, and there
‘were—funny storles about t,”

“There was nothing you coudd have done, lad,” sdd Father. “Dorft worry yourself about It It was

my own fault for takin a foollsh risk In bad weather. My own fault, nane other’s; and none other shall

pay for It*

Grace sald: “Funny storles, Hope and | heard storles about amorster who llved In the forest, a

creature that ived In the forestand ate everything that walked or flew, which Is why there Is no game In
it

Anid how Itllkes to lure travelers to thelr deaths ., . and s very, very old, as old as the hills, as old as
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somuch.”

“But he Isa Beast,” sald Father helplesdy.

152w that he was weakening, and Wishing only to comfort him | sald, "Cannot a Beast be tamed "
As Grace had a few minutes before, Father stared down at me as | sac curled up on the floor with
the litie wooden box I my Jap. *| always get my own way In the end, Papa,” | sald.

“Yes, child, | know; and now | regret 1t he sald heawlly. "You ask the Impossible, and yet—this Is
anImposdble thing Very well. When the month Is up, we wil go together.”

“You wor't see your roses Hoom,” murmured Hope.

VIl plant them tomorrow. They're enchanted too—IT ' ucky, maybe | will see them,” | sald.

2

‘That night couldr't sleep. Father had gone upstairs Immediately after he agreed to let me go to the

‘castle with him In a month's tme; he had sald ro further word, and | followed him up the stalrs only a
Fow

inutes later, fearing questions, and sensing an ominous quiver In the silence.
I5at on my bed and looked out at the quiet woods, Hack and siiver In snow and moonlight, and

serene. There was nathing Watchful or brooding about that siiness; Whatever secrts were hidden In
that

forest were 50 perfectly kept that thelr extstence could not be suspected nor even Imagined by any
rationd Facuity.

S0

Ihad been granted my wish; | would go and claim the Beast's promise to take the daughter In the
Father’s place. Grace's question came back to me, and the beaten lock on Father's face: Whywas | so
determined? " wish | knew,” | sakd aloud. | belleved that my dedson was comrect, that! and no other
should fulfll the obligaion; buta sense of responslbillty, f that was what |t was, did notexglain the
Intensity of my determination.

I had brought the llttle wooden boxwith my Inltial on It upstalrs with me. | poured Its contents onto
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laughed suddenly, as | guessed what they must be: "Rose seedsl” | sdd. "This Beast has a sense of
humour, at lewt. We shall get dong quite well together, perhaps.”

“Beauty," Father sad. " refuse toletyou go.*

“What wil you do then, tie me up?* | sald. " wilt go, and what's more, If you dont promise right

now to take me with you when the rime comes, | will run off tonight while you're asleep. | need orly et
lostin the woods, you sakd, to find the castie.”

I canft bear this,” sald Hope. “There must be a way out.*

Noj there Is no way out,” saki Father.

“And you agree?” asked Grace. Ger nodded. “Then | must belleve It she sald slowly. "Ard one of

s must go. But It need not be you, Beauty; | could go,”

“No," I sald, “The rose was for me. And I'm the youngest—and the uglest. The world Isr'tlasing.

much I me. Besldes, Hope couldr't get along without you, nor could the babies while my best skils are
cutting wood and tending the garden. You can get anylad In the Wlage to do that "

Grace looked at me a long minute. "You know | always wear you down In the end,” | sald.

I see You are very determined,” she sad. ) dorft understand why.”

Ishrugged. “Well, V'm turmed elghteen. ¥m ready for an adventure.”

 can't—* began Father.

“Vd let her have her way, If| were you,” sald Ger.

“Do you relize what you're saing?” shouted Father, standing up abrugtly and spiling the empty
leather satchel off his lap. * have seen this Beast, this monster, this horror, and you have not. And you
are willing that | should gve him—//—my youngest daughter, your sister, to spare my own wretched
el

“You are the one who does not understand, Papa,” | sald. “We are not asking that | be Killed Inyour
stead, but that! be allowed to save yourife. Itis an honourable Beastat least; | am ot afrald.” Father

stared at me, as If he s the Beast reflected In my eyes. | sad: "He cannat be 5o bad If he loves roses





images/page49.jpg
lovely. The petals he and the horse trampled urderfoot took no brulse.
I hadn't managed to get you any rose seeds In the city, Beauty,” Father continued. 1 bought

peonles, marlgolds, tulls; but the only roses to be had were cuttings or bushes. | even thought of
bringing

abushn asaddlebag like akidnapped baby.”
“tdoesn'tmatter, Father,” | sald.

His fallure to find rose seeds for his youngest daughter was recalled to his mind as he gazed at the
gorgeous rlot before Him, and he thought: | must be within a day's Joumey of home. Surely | could pick a
bud—ust one flower—and If | carled It very carefully, Itwould surive a few hours’ journey. These are
50 beautifu: They're finer than any we had In our city garden—finer than any I've ever seen. So he.
stooped and Hucked a bud of arich red hue.

‘There was a roar like that of a wild animal, for certalnly nothing human could make a nolse like that;
and the horse reared and plunged In panic.

“Who are you, that you steal my roses, that | value above all things? s It not enough that | have fed

and sheltered you, that you reward me with Injustice? But your erime shall not go unpunished.”

‘The horse stoad st swearing with fear, and he tumed to face the owner of the deep harsh volce: He
‘was confronted by a dreadful Beast who stood beyond the far wall of the rose garden.

Father replled In a shaking volce: “Indeed, sir, | am deeply grateful for your hospltalty, and | humbly
beg your pardon. Your courtesy has been so great that | never magined that you would be offended by
my taking so small a souveriras a rose.”

“Fine words,” roared die Beast, and strode over the wll asf Itwere not there. He walked ke

man, and was dressed ike one, which made him the more horribe, as did an articulate volce proceeding
from suich a countenance. He wore blue velvet, withlace at the wrists and throat; his boots were black
‘The horse stralned at Its brdle but did not quite bolt. "But your lattery wil not save you from the death
You deserve.”

“Alas;" sald Father, and fell to His knees. "Let me beg;for mercy; Indeed, much misfortune has come
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Its wings.
Part Two

1

Father waz stll asleep when the rest of us ate a silent breakfast and started the day's work. After 'd

firished eating wentInto the parlour to look at the rose agan: It was stll there— had 't d reamed that,
at

lemt. The golden peta lay on the mantel plece where Ger had set It the right before; i teetered gently
on

Its curved base when I looked dosely at t, but that must have been a draft In the roam. The rose hal
opened o wider; It was as though It had been frozen at the moment o Its most perfect beatrty. Looking.
atit—its porfume illed the whole room—Ifound It easy to belleve that this rose would never fade and
die. | wentout the front door ard shut It sofily behind me, feeling that | had ust emerged from a
magldan's cave.

Ger had a skittery colt to shoe that day, and | had promised to help Hm; so | kept watch through the

stable window, as | groomed the horses, for the arval of the colt with Its owner. | worked hastly, since
Ihad two horses tofinlsh In the time | usually spent on one; but something about the horse Father had
ridden gave me pause. Onlts rump, near the root of the tall, were five small, rourd white spots, ike
‘saddle—or hamess-marks, but nowhere that any hamess might wear them. Four were arranged In a
curved line, and the fifth was a ltle space away from the otherfour, ard at a lower angle: like the four

fingertps and thumb of a hand. It would have had to be a very big hand, because my fingers, when |
tried

It did not begin to reach. As | Idd my hand flat on the horse’s croup, the animal shivered under the
touch

and threw Its head up nervously. | saw the white of s eye flash as It looked back at me; and It seemed
to

be I such real fear—it had been quiet and well-mannered til then—that | spent several minutes
soothing

it
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and ran sweetly out through a marble draln; a steaming mash was In the manger. He sald *Thank you"
to

the alrIn general, and felt suddenly that the sllence was a listening one. He pulled the saddle and bridie
off

the horse, and outside the stall found racks to hang the hamess on, which he was sure had not been
there

‘when they entered. Except for imself and his horse, thelong stable was empty, although there was
room

enough for hundreds of horses.
‘The sweet smell of the hot mash reminded him suddenly how hungry he was. He left the stable and
shut the door behind Him. He looked around, and across the courtyard formed by tWo wings of the

castle, one of whichwas the stable he had Just left, another door opened as Hit had been walting only
to

atch his eye. He went towards It, gVing alaok as he passed It to what he susposed was the maln
entrance: double arched doors twenty feet high and ancther twenty broad, bourd with Iron and
decorated with gold. Arourd the dim of the doors was another arch, six feet wide, of the same dull siver
metd that the front gates were made of, here worked Into marvelous rellef shapes that seemed to ell a
story; but he did not pause tolook more closely. The daor that beckoned to him was of a more
reasonable size. He went In with scarcely a hesltation. A large room lay before him, it by dozens of
candles In candelabra, and hund reds more candles were setin a great chandeller suspended from the
celling. On one wll was a fireiace big encugh to roast a bear; there was a fire buming In't. He warmed

himself at It gratefully, for In spite of the flower garden th
chilled

nchanted castle was codl, and he was

and wet after hislong ride.
‘There was a table set for one, drawn snugly near the ire. As he turned to ook at It the chalr,
padded with red velvet, moved away from the table a few Inches, swinging towards him; and the covers

sld off the dishes, and hot water descanded from nowhere Into a china teapot. He hesitated. He hal
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Before him was a vast expanse of sllent, unmarked snow. It was late aflemoon, and the sunwoud

‘500 be gone; Just as he was thinking this a ray of sunlight It up the towers standing above the trees of
an

orchard that stood at the centre of the vast bare fleld he stood In. The towers were stone, and belonged
toa great grey castle, but In the light of the dying sun, they were the colour of blood, and the castle
looked like a crouching animal. He rubbed his face with Hs hand and the fancy disappeared as quicly as
the red light. A tiny breeze searched His face as If discovering who and what he was; It was gone agalnIn
‘amomet. Once agaln he took heart; he must be approaching human habltation.

‘The brief winter twilight escorted him as far as the orchard, and as he emerged from It on the far side,

near the astle, his horse started and snorted. An omamental garden was ald out before Him, with
rocks,

and hedges, and grass, and whie martle benches, and flowers Hooming everywhere: For here no snow
had fallen. He was so weary he almost laughed, thinking this was some tck of fatigue, a waking dream.
But the alr that touched his face was warm; he threw his hood back and loosened his dowk; he breathed
deeply, and found the smell of the flowers heavy and delightful. There was no sound but of the iy

brooks ruming through the garders. There were lantems everywhere, standing on black or sliver cirved

posts, or hanging from the limbs of the small shaped trees; they cast a warm golden light of fow
shadows.

His horse walked forwards as he stared around him, bewlldered; and when they stopped agaln he saw
they had come to one comer of a Wing of the castle. There Was an open door before the, ard more
lantems It the Inside of what was obviously a stable.

He hesitated a moment, then called aloud, but got no answer; by now he was expecting none. He
dismounted dowly and stared around a minute longer; then he stralghtened s shoulders and led his
horseInslde, as If empty enchanted castles were a commonglace. When the firststal he came toslid fts
doors open at his approach, he only swallowed hard once or twice, and took the horse In. Inside there

‘was fresh itter, and hay In @ hanging net; and water thatran Into a marble basin from a marble trough,
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looked around; went round the comer of the castle and stared across more gardens, and grassy flelds
beyond. The snow had disappeared entirely, and the green was the green of early summer. Far across
the fields he saw the black border of the Wood, and as he strained his eyes something shiny winked at
him, something that might be another gate. "Very well"” he sald aloud. *I wil go that way.”

He went back Into the stable, and saddled the horse, who looked at him reproachiully. He took a last
look around the courtyard before Ading out, and In a moment of whimsy stood upIn his strrups and

bowed to the great front doors. “Thank you very much,” he sad. “After a night's rest here —atleast I'm

asstiming|twas only anight—I feel better than | have In years. Thank you.” There Was no answer.
He Jogged slowly through the gardens. The horse was as fresh and fisky s a youngster, and suted
his own light hearted mocd. The thought of the forest held no terror for him; he was certaln he would

easlly find a way out of It; and perhags tonight he would be with his family again. He was distracted
from

his pleasant musings by a walled garden opening off the path to s Aight; the wall was wst-high, and
covered with the largest and most beautiful climbing roses that he had ever seen. The garden was full of
them; Inside the rose-covered wall were rows of bushes: white roses, red roses, yellow, pink,
flame-colour, maroon; and a red so dark It was @ most black

“This arbour of rases seemed somehow d fferent from

x

the great gardens that lay all around the castle, but different In some fashion he could nt deflne. The|

castle and Its gardens were everywhere sllent and beauttfully ket; but there was a self contalnment,
even

almost a self.awareness here, that was reflected In the petds of each and every rose, and drew Hs eyes
from the path.
He dismounted, and walked In through a gap I the wall, the reins In Hs hand; the smell of these:

flowers was wiider and sweeter than that of popples. The ground was carpeted with petals, and yet
none

of the flowers were dead or dylng; they ranged from buds to the fullest bloor, butall were fresh and





images/page47.jpg
o sign of His host—nor, Indeed of anyIVing thing that goes on legs, or wings: There werer'teven any

birdsn the garden—and surely hidden somewhere In this vast e was the someone who was wated
on

50 effidently. And one never knew about enchantments; perhaps he, Whoever he was, ived alone, and
these Invidble servants were mistaking this stranger

x

for thelr master, who woulld be very angry when he discovered what had happened. Or perhaps

there was something wrangwiih the food, and he would tum Into a frog, or fal adeepor a hundred

Years.... The chalr iggfed a ltle, Impatiently, and the teapot rose up and poured a stream of the
‘sweetest-smelling tea he had ever known Into a cup of translucent china. He was very hungry; he sighed
once, then sat down and ate heartlly.

‘When he was done, a couch he haln't noticed before had been made up Into  bed. He undressed

and lay down, and fell immediately Into a dreamless sleep.

No more than the usudl elght hours seemed to have passed when he awoke. The day was new; the

sun had ot yet risen above the tops of the tal, white-crowned forest trees, and a grey but gentle light
slipped through the tall leaded windows ard splashed on the floor. His dothes had been deaned, and
‘were folded neatly over the back of the red velvet chalr; and for his coarse shirt, a fine linen one had
been substituted. His boots and breeches looked new, and is cloakwas mysteriously heded of its travel
tears and stalns. There were tea and toast and an elegantly poached egg on the itte table, and a
rust-coloured chrysanthemum floating Ina crystdl bowl.

‘There was stillno sgn of his host, and he grew anXlous. He Wanted to be on his way, but he did not

‘Wish to leave without expressing his gratitude to someone—and furthermore he still had no idea where
he

‘was, and would have liked to ask directions. He went outside, and then Into the stable, where he found
his horse relaxed and corfortabie, pulling at Wisps of hay. The tack outside the stall hal been deaned

and mended, and the hits and buckles were pollshed tll they sparkled. He went outside agaln, and
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could shy and danae at the shadows, to the stable and tied Him up to awalt his master’s return.
Itwas after supper that Father inally told his story. We were all stting arourd the fire In the front
room, tring a ltle too hand to ook peaceful and busy, when Father looked up from His study of the
flames; He was the only unoccupled ane among us, and the anly one who seemed to feel no tenslon. He
smiled around at us, and sald: "You have been very patient, and | thank you. 1 will try to tall you my story
now, though the end of It will seem very strange to you.” His srile faded. "It seers very strange to me,
oW, oo, a5 | 4t warm and safe among my family.” He paused a long time, and the sorrow we had seen

In himthe night before closed around Him agaln The rich smell of the rose was almost vislble; | fanded
It

lent arosy edge Co the shadows cast by the firlight. Then Father began the story.

‘There was ptfully little to tell about his business In the dty, he sald. The rip south was easy, lasting.
about seven weeks. He had gone stralght to his friend’s house upon arrival In town, Frewen had been
pleased to see him, ard had treated him very well; but desgite the mar's and his family's kindness, he
felt, and he knew he looked, out of place. He had forgotten how to Iive inthe dty. The ship had arrived
about a week before he had, and Its cargo was belng held In one of Frewen's warchouses. It would have
‘seemed avery small cargo to him In the days of his prosperity; but with Frewen's help he sold It fora
good profitand was able to pay the cataln and crew whatwas owed ther, and have s btleft over. The
‘captaln, aman named Brothers, was shocked at the change In his master’s estate, and wis eager to set

sall again—the Merlyn needed no more than the usual repalrs any ten-year old wooden ship would
need

after five years at sea—ard try and begin to recoup thelr lasses; but Father had demurred. He tokd

Brothers that It was too talla hil for him to begin to climb again at his age, and while his newlife was
not

50 grand as the ald had been, stll 1t was a good lfe, and his family was together.
s a curlous thing,” he sald to us musingly; "after the first wrench of having to walk through the

town that | had been used to drvingn behind a coachman and four, | found 1 little minded the change. |
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‘The skitish colt arrved a ittle before mid-morning, and | spent a cougle of hours hanging on to lts

headstall and humming tunes I Its ear, or holding up the foot diagonal to the one Ger was woring on
s0

that It would have too mich to do malntalringts balance to cause more troutle.

Fatheremerged from the house a lite before noon, and stood on the front step breathing the alr and
looking around him as I he had been gone a decade Instead of a few months, or as I he were tremuring
up the scene agalnst future hardship. As | watched him walk towards the shop | thought that he had
recovered remarkably well sfter anly one night’s rest; and as he came close enough for me to see him
dearly the change seemed more than remarkabie. | was distracted from the colt, who promptly lunged
forwards; Ger yelled, "Here, hold on now!” and dropped the foothe had picked up. When | glanced
gulltly back at him | saw Hm first notice my father, and the bewllderment | had Just fet showed dear on
his face.

Father had not|ust recovered from a tiring|ourney; he seemed to have lost fifieen or twenty years

from His age. Deep ines on his face had been smoothed out, and the squint he had develope
sight

began o fall him was gone, and his gaze was sharp and dear. Even his white halrlooked thicker, and he.

s his

‘walked with the suppleness of a much younger man.

He smiled at us as though he noticed nothing strange In our staring, and sald, "Forgive me for
disturbing you | hope you don’t mird If | spend my first day home |ust wandering around and getting In
my family's way; | promise you1 wil be back to work tomorrow.” We of course assured him he was
free to do ust as he Iiked, and he wilked out agn. There was a palise, while the colt flicked his ears

back and forth a

suspected us of Inventing new atrocites to wreak upon him. "He looks very well,
doesr't he?” | sald at last, imidly. Ger nodded, picked up a now-cold horse-shoe In the tongs, and putit
back In the fire. As we watched the Iron tum rosy, he sald, | wonder what's n those saddie-bags?" The
mystery was not alluded to again. We finlshed the Colt, and

Itock him, stepping high In his new shoes and flinging the fast-melting snow around him so that he
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‘The bllzzard blew up around him without warning. One minute snow was falling gently over a famillar
horizon; the next he was wrapped so closely around In wind—

borne white that he could make out the shape of his horse's ears only with dificulty. They went on
now because they could not stop, but they were lostat once.

His horse began to stumble over the ground, as I the footing had suddenly become much rougher.

‘The snow covered everything. He let his mount pick Itsway as best It could, trying to shield his own face
from the sharp-slivered wind. He did not know how long he had been travellng when he fet the wind
lessen; he dropped his arm and looked around him. The snow was fallng only softy now, almost
‘aressingly, clinging to W1g: s, sliding on heaped branches. He was lostIn a forest; al he could see In
any direction was tall dark irees; overhead he saw nothing but thelr entangling branches.

Ina little while they came to a track. It wasrft much of a track, belng narrow and now deep with

snow, presenting Hself iy as a smooth ribbon of white, a sightly sunken ribbon runring curiously
stralght

between holes and hummocks and black tree trunks, stralght as f t had been planned and bullt. A trall
of

any recogrizalie sort Is a welcome thing to a man lost In a forest. He gulded his tired horse to It and It

‘seemed totake heart, ralsing s head and picking Itsfeet up a itle Higher as 1t waded through the.
snow.

The track widened and became what might have been a carrlage-road, f there had been any reason
todrive a carrage through the lonesome forests around Blue Hill. It ended, atlast, before a hedge, a
great, splky, holly-grown hedge, twice as tall as a man on horseback, extending away on bath ddes il It

‘was lost In the darkness beneath the trees. In the hedge, at the end of the road, was a gate, of  dull
sliver

colour. He dismounted and knocked, and halloed, but without much hope; the heavy slence told him
there was no ane near. In despalr, he puthis hand to the latch, which fell away from his touch, and the
gates swung dlently open. He Was uneasy, but he as also tired; and the horse ws exhatsted and could

ot go much farther. He remounted and went In.





images/page43.jpg
‘seemto have developed ataste for countryIIving. | hope | have not been unfar to you, children.”
15w Hope, who was not In Father'sline of slon, look down at her slim hands, which were red and
rough with work; but she smiled, I a litle wryly, and sald nothing

‘The Merlyn was st a sourd ship, If not solarge and splerdid as the ones they were bulding now,

and he set outlookingfora buyer for her. He was lucky, and fourd a purchaser almostimmediately, a
‘Young captaln who salled for Frewen, whowas ready to Invest Ina small ship of His own. Father had
been In town for abouta month at that polnt, and began to think of retuming home. He could find out
nothing of the White Raven, ror of the ather ships Whose whereabouts had been ncertan and
“presumed lost" when we left the diy over two years ago. He did hear that ten of the crewmen from the
Stohunrt and the Windfleet had arrived home, only about sx months ago; and one of the sundvors was.
the third mate who ha brought us the story of thelltte fleet’s disaster.

The money he had from the sale of the Merlyn made him think of buyinga horse and risking the trip

north. It had been an easy winier so far, ard he was more and more restless, lingering without purpose.
In

the clty, eating at Frewerrs table and trespassing on his hospitalty, when he knew he did not belong. At
last he went to Tom Black's stable; and Tom welcomed him and sold him a plin-looking, dependatle
horse that would be good for the trip, and also be abe to earn Its keepIn Blue HIll Tom asked after

Greatheart, and was very Interested, and not at all offended, to hear about the horse’sfame as a puller.
"

told her he’d dowhat she tokd him,” he sald In a satisfled tane, “Say hello to your family for me,
espedaly the two newlittle anes.”

Father setout onlya few days later. He made good time; In less than five weeks he saw smudges of
‘smoke from the chimneys In Goose Landing above famillar hlls. That night storm douds rolled up, and In
the mormingt began to snow. He had stayed the night at the Dandng Cat In the Landing, and set off
across country soon after dawn. He was sure he could 't go wrong between there and Blue HIl. He was

anxlous to get home, and the road would take Him some miles out of his way.
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He shook his head. “There's teo much to tell 1t all now. | am tired, and must seep,” and we noticed
how old and frall he looked, and his eyes were heavy and sunken. He looked up at Grace: 1 am sorry,
child, but It was not the Roven * Grace bowed her head. 1t was the Merlyn; she hadrt been drowned

after all.” He fell slent again for several minutes, whie the irelight chased shad ows across his weary
face.

“ve brought back a little money, and a few things; not much.” Ger and | calight each other gving the
full

‘saddle- bags puzled looks; but we sald nothing.
Grace had set the rose, now standing In tal pottery cup of water, on the mantelplece above the
parlour fire. Father looked up at I, and all our eyes were drawn after his. "Do youllke t, Beauty, child?"
he sald. *Yes, Ind eed, Father,”  sald, wondering; "l have never seen Its Ike.”

He sald, as fIn a rance, staring at the flower: “Litlle you know what so dmple a thing has cost me";

and as he finshed speaking, a petd fell from the rose, although It was unharmed and blooming, The
petal

‘tumed In the alr as Itfell, as If It were so feather-light that the warm eddles of alr from the fire could Ift
1

and the firelight seemed to gld t. But it struck the floor with an audible dink, ke a dropped coln. Ger
bent down and pldked It up: It was a bright yellow colour. He took It between his fingers, and with a little
effort bentt sightly. “Is gold,” he sald quletly.

Father stood up asIT his back hurt him. "Notnow,” he sad In response to our awed faces.

“Tomorrow | Wil tell you all my story. Will you help me upstalrs?* he sdd to Grace; and the rest of us
looked after themwhen they had gone. Hope banked the fire, ard we went our ways to bed. The
saddle-bagslay untouched where Gerand | had set them; he gave them hardly a glance as he barred the
door.

Idreamed that the stream from the enchanted wood tumed to llquid gold, and s vole as It ran over

the rocks was as soft as slk; and a great red griffin whesled over our meaow, shadowing the house.
with
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full and perfect bloom. "Here, Beauty,” he sald to me, and held Itout. | took t, my hard trembling a
It

and stood gadng at It | had never seen such a lovely thing.
‘When Father had set outlast autumn he had asked us grs If there was anything he could bring us

from the dity. No, we sald: Our only wish Is that you should come home to us scon and safely.

“Oh, come now, children,” he sald. “Pretty girls wart pretty things: What little tankets do you secretly
think about?” W looked at ane another, not sure what we should say; and then Hope laughed a litle
and kissed him and sald, “Oh, bring us ropes of pearls and rubles and emerads, because we haver/ta
thing towear the next ime we visit the King and Queen. We all laughed then, Father tao, but! thought
hiseyes looked hurt; 0 a itte later | sald to him, “Father, there Is something you can bring me—1'd love
to plant some roses here, around the house. I you could buy some seeds thatare not too dear, In @ few
‘years we'll have a garden that will be the envy of all Blue Hill” He smiled and promised that he w ould
ty.

Iremembered this now, five months later, the snow-cold stem agalnst my fingers. We stood like a
Christmas tableay, focused on the huge nodding rose In my hand, snow dripping softly off s atmson
petals; then a blast from the stll-open door shook us, as It seemed, from deep. Grace sald, *fll put some
‘water n a cup for It,” and wentto the Kitchen. As | wert to dose the door, | saw aladen horse starding
forkom In the snow; It alsed Its head and pricked Its ears at me. | had't bothered to think that Father
must have traveled with some kit besides a scarlet rose. | handed the rose to Grace and sald, "l see to

the horse.* Ger followed me, and It happened that | needed his assistance, because the sadle-bags
were

Full and very heavy.
‘When we retumed, Father was sipping some hastily warmed cider, and the slence stlllay as thick as

the srow outside. Ger and | dumped theleather satchels Into a corner near the door, and all but forgat.
them. As we took our places agaln by the fire, Hope knelt down In front of Father and put her hands In

his lap; and when he looked at her, she sald gently: “What has happened snce youleftus, Father?*
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home walking ke one druink, although he had tasted nothing stronger than tea the whle day.
It was the day of the wedding also that Ferdy kissed me, which was how | discovered that looking
presentable had Its drawbacks. Ferdy was alad a few years older than myself who helped Gerln the
shop when he was needed; Ger sald often that the boy had promise as a smith, and he wished he could
hire hirm on a regular schedule. Ferdy was very tall and thin, with bony hands and a big nose and a wild
thatch of red halr. We had become frlends over the last few months —he'd started working for Ger In
early June—and he taughtme to fish, and to snare rabbits, and to il and clean them when they were
snared. | Iiked him, birt] didn't Iike Hm Mssing me.

‘The wedding day was Hue and clear and warm—hot, after the second cup of punch. The ceremony

‘was performed In our tiny parlour, with only the fanlly, and Mellnda and a few more spedial flends; but

aftenwards the whole town came to the hanguet. We had brought the big trestie tables from the Griffin
In

Greatheart's cart, and set them up In the meadow, and added our own kitchen table; and spread on
them

were bread and sweet butier, and des and frults and Jelles, and roast meats, plus the punch, and tea
and

milkfor those who wanted 1t; and some fiddlers had upon request brought thelr fiddles, and so there
was

dancing; and while Ger and Hope laughed at thelr flends’ Jokes, and danced with everyone, and
thanked

themfor thelr good wishes, they never really took thelr eyes off one anather. The day had begun very
early, on the understanding that Htwould end at sundown; tomarrow would be a working day as usud,
and It was near harvest, with no time towaste, even on weddings. Grace and Molly and Melinda and |
deaned up afierwardsIn the young twilght. We agreed with each other that we Were exhausied, but
none of us could stop smlling,

Ferdy came by the next day espedaly to see me, though | didn'twant to see Him, and espedally not

‘when he'd made Hs Wsit only for that purpose. He apologized to me for the day before, stammering and
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as It always had. | mounted and we jogged sowly off.

Poverty scemed to agree with me. Grace and | were bridesmalds at Hope's wedding and while
Grace looked fraple and ethereal and Hope was flushed and warm with love, | did contrive to look
presentable. After a year of sun and wind ard hard work my skin had cleared up, and since | refused to
be bothered with a hat, Iwas brown from working 5o much outside, which sulted me better than my
usual sallow palor. | also stood up stralghter sina | had had to stop crouching over books; and | was:
also very strong, although this Is not conskiered an Important virtue In a woman. Grace and Hope were
exaepiond anywhere, but hereln the country at least ordInarlly pretty gils were outrumbered by plain

ones, and | fitted Into the background more approprately than | had In the bright sodety of the clty. |
stil

hadn’t grown, though. When | was twelve, my dsters sald Kndly that the size of my hands and feet

Indicated that | would grow later; but by this time | was sxteen, and resigned to-te fact that that
growing

streak|ust was't goln to ave. But now that | no longer had to put them In dalnty white gloves, |
found

that my big hands had thelr uses; and overl Iwas on pretty good terms with myself. It helped that the
only looking-gassIn the house was In my sisters room.
‘We had worred about Grace the first winter; she seemed never to get over the shock of Robble's

loss, and grew so thin and pale | used to think | could see the firelight shiring through her. But with
spring

she began to recover, and while she was quieter than she once had been, she put on welght, and got
some colour backin her cheeks—She did most of the work and all of the organiang for the wedding.
day, and for the feast afterwards; and If she was thinking of Roblie, you would never have known It,
seeing herlaugh and dance and sing, and watch the level In the punch bowls She even condescended to

firta itle, very delicately, with the young minlster who performed the ceremony; ard the paor man
went
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‘The lotter was from a man named Frewen, whom Father had known ar

trusted. He was another
merchantran who owned several ships, and IIved In the city near our old house. He was writing now to
‘say that one of Father’s missing ships Was returning to port after all: It had been sghted and spoken by
one of Frewen's own captalns, whose veradity his masterwould vouich for. Frewen could not say exactly
‘when the ship might reach home; but he hoped to be able to do his dld filend Hustan the serce of
holding It for Him untll he could serd word or come himself to dispose of . He was welcome to stay at
Frewen's house while he transacted his business.

Father real the letter doud to us sitting around the parlour fire after dinner, and a grim sllence fel|

after he was finished, Grace satas If frozen; I It hadrt bean for the firelight she would have been white
as

ik, her hands clenched Into flsts In herlap, twtsting her apron. Even the bables were quiet; | held
Mercy, who looked up at me with big eyes.

VIl hiave to go,* sadd Father. Robble Tucker was an almost tanglble presence In the room. “Tom

Bradley should be stopping by here any day now; | can go south with them.”

And 501t was. Tom arved a weeklater, and dedared himself dellghted to have Father's compary

all the way south to the city again. The letter had cast a pall over al of us that the fine clear auturm
‘weather and the bables’ high splits did nothing to dispel; and It dosed down as tghtly as a shroud when

Father had gone. The worst of It Was Watching Grace turn cold and white and anxlous agaln seelng In
her

ahelpless, despalring sort of exdtement that she could not quite suppress.

Fathertold us not to look for Him before the spring, when traveling would be easler. But It wis a col d
nightn late March, with the snow nearly a foot thick on the ground after a sudden bilzzard, when the
front door was thrown open and Father stood on the threshald. Ger strode forwards and caught himn
his arms as he staggered, and then half carried Him to a seat near the fire. As he sank down with a sigh

we all naticed thatin his hand he held a rose: a great scarlet rose, bigger than any we had seen before,
In





images/page36.jpg
‘shaking and turning a bright scarlet, which looked very odd with his orange hal, and he begged that |
forgive him | forgave him to make Him stop apologlng; but also began to avold him, and when | did

come to the shop when he was there, or when he ate die noon meal with us, he followed me with his
eyes

as1f 1 wore a black hood and carrled an axe, and he was nextin line.
Ger, who as a new bridegroom shouldrt have been notldng anything but the charms of his new.

bride, noticed the tenslon between his assistant and his younger sister-In-law. Ore day whenwe were
out

together haullng wood, ard there was the pause beiween thrawing the tools In on the last plle of waod
and telling Greatheart to get along the e, Ger rubbed his face witha dirty hand and sald, "About Ferdy.”
1 stiffened. There was 3 pause that snickered In my ears, and then Ger sald gently, "Dorft worry about It
1¥s different with different people.”

Iplcked up a twig from the forest floor and threwIt absently Into the wagon. | didn't know what he
meant by 1" and | would have dled rather than ask him. “Okay,” | sdd. And then as | took hold of
Greatheart's bridle | added, "Thanks,” over my shoulder, since | knew he was trying to be helpful.

Hope gave birth to twins ten months after the wedding In May. The girl was born first; Hope named
her Mercy, after our sister who had died, although | privately thought that our farnlly al ready had more
than enough irtues persanified. The litle boy was named Richard, for Ger's father. Mercy was a
healthy, happy baby from the begimning, and she was born with golden curls and blue eyes that would
lookstralght at a face bending over her. Richard was puny, bald, and shriveled looking, did't eat well,

and cred steadlly for the first s months; then perhaps he began to feel ashamed of imself, for he.
ated

only at Intervls, grew plump and rosy, and produced some reddish-brown har.

It was Inte September that a pedlar from the solith came Into town and asked at the Grifin f they
knew of aman named Wood hatse, or of another, older man named Huston, who used to lve In the dty.
Melinda, after looking him over and asking his business, brought him along to us; and he gave Father a

letier with a wax seal.
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persistence eventually, and | learned to make charcoal, and could shoe a horse, I the horse co-
operated.

“m also going to ask you not to mention this to your family;

four father dready knows a b, but your
sisters don't. Y1l come up eventually, | suppose, but d rather we lived here a lttlelonger and were
comfortable here fist. s a good thing for us, we're doing well; It would be a pity to let sly taes scare
us.” There was a touich of pleadingIn his volce that surprised me. *F'm Just taking a itle —precaution.*
“Sillytales;” | sakd. "1 haverft heard arything about any of this except what you're saying."

“Of course not. THink about 1t Blue Hill haswanted a smith; now they\ve got one, Il even say a

good one, and they don't want to scare him off. After all If ths wood Is enchanted, It hasn' tdone
anything In over @ hundred years—maybe Its not really enchanted, or maybe ft used to be, or maybe It

stillIs, bt If we dort distur It It wort harm us. And the townsfolk arerft realy hiding anything from
us;

P from around here, you know, and Mellnda reminded me of this place’s history when she wrote me:
about 1t He paused.

“What was It that happened over a hundred years ago?” | asked.

The light was falling fast, and die rays from the setting sun it the autumn-coloured woods to roal

hues, and warmed the dun-coloured house to copper. Through the kitchen window | coudd see a figure
In

askirtstanding before the fire. Ger took Greatheart’s bridle and led him a little way song, following the
edge of die forest but moving away from the hotse.

“Wel now,” he sdld at last, and when he glanced at me agaln his smile was sheepish. "Youl laugh,

and | Worft blame you. | grew up near here, and the tales you hear In your crad e stay with you whether
‘you wll ornay.

s sald there’s a castle In s wild garden at the centre of these woods; and If youever walk Into the.
trees ] you are out of sight of the edge of the forestand you can see nothing but big dark trees dll
around you, you will be drawn to that castle; and In the castle there Iives a monster. He was a man once,

some tales say, ard was tumed Into a terrible monster as  punishment for his evl deeds; some say he
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leaves were red and gold; twas cold enouigh already for our breath to hang vsible In the alr.
He locked up st the tree we were standing under, and sighed. “Ym probably belng over-cautious,

but 'd rather It were that than foolhardy.” He paused, ard rubbed a hand over Hs chin, considering me.
“Have you ever wondered why ours s the orly house out this end of town—a. full quarter mile from the

next house In? And why we take all our drinking water from the well on the hil, when a good stream
runs.

right by the house?”
Istared athim, notexpecting mysterles The storles of the north | had heand In the city had swiftly
faded once we had become country dwellers ourselves, and we had been troubled by no goblins. "Not
really” | sald.  suppose | thought that the town grew up where Itdld, and the first smith liked Hs
privacy; and perhaps the stream water st good, though good enough to pour ver hat Iron.”

“1ts not quite so simple,” sald Ger, and looked allttle embarrassed. “The story Is the wood’s

haunted. No, not haunted: enchanted. The stream flows ot of the forest, as you see, 5o IkelyIt's
enchanted too, I anythings. The first smith—well, tales vary. Perhaps he was a wizard. He was a good
‘smith, but he disappeared one day. He's the one bullt the house—sald he liked the forest, and a forge
needs a stream close by, and most of the town gets ts water by well. The next smith—the one that left

two years ago—dug the well we've got now, to prevernt the water's enchanting him; but he didn'ti ke
the

nolses the forest made after dark Wel, forests do make odd nolses after dark. Anyway, he left. And
theyve had some trouble inding someone dise. That's howwe ot this Hace so cheagly: It's very good
for what we had to spend.”

v never he:

anything about all this” | sald, "Are you sure you/'re not making It all up to scare
me Into obedlence? It worft work, you know; It only make me mad.”

He grinned. “Oh, Vm aware of your temper, Beauty, You needrt fear. Ard | am telling you the
truth—you have the sort of mind that prefers to know things.” He sald this somewhat wryly; | often

pestered him o explain what he was dolng and why, when he Was using me m the shop; he ylelded to
my
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“Yes,” I sald, and wert to unload the cart, and put Greatheart away In his stable. Ger was sl n the
shop when | was firished. He looked up when| entered, "En?” he said. Il be along In @ minute.”
“Ger—why did you tell me the story about the forest?”

Ger ralsed the hammer he was using and studled the signs of wear on Its head. “Well now;” he sald
thoughtfully. " hae avery high opinlon of your obstinacy; and | knew Id never get a promise of

obedience from you without tellingyou the truth of It. Pm not.a very good llar —and that old forest
makes

me nervous.” He grinned a small boy's grin suddenly and added: * think Y1l be 1 relle f to me to be on
my oath to stay out of H; | wart have to think up my own good reasons anymore. Tell your sisters 1l be
Inin aminute.”

I was awake and sneaking downstalrs barefoot before dawn the nextmomirg, | had done a favour
fora man who mended harness, and he had sald he could flx a soft padded leather callar to go urder
Greatheart's hamess to protect his shoulders; there were two litdle bald patches beginning that worrled
me. Bucky had sald that It would be ready for me this morning, and It was a longish ride to his famm, and
Pd have alot to dolater. Ard I iked to watch the sun rise.

I saddled Greatheart and led him out, i big feet leaving not-quite-regular saucer marks n the frosty
grass. | hesitated as we came to the stream; we sually went around the shop near the stream, then up

the litle hill towards the town, a

¥d haul us water from the well when we rode by 1. Today lled the
horse to the strearm, and walted, watching him: He lowered his head, wrinkled is Hack nose at the
running water, and blew; then he lowered s muzde and drank. He dldn’t tum Into a frog, norInto @
griffin and fly away. He ralsed s head, slobbering over his last mouthful, and pricked his ears at me
‘Without any awareness of having done something out of the ordinary. Iwalked 2 pace or two upstream
avid knelt to scoop up some water with my hands, looping the reins over my wrist. The water was so
cold Itmade my teeth ache with the shock; but It was sweet and very good, better than the dull water

from the respectabie well. | didrft turn Intoa frog elther, and when | stood p the landscape looked Just
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‘was born that way, as a purishment to his parents, who were king ard queen of a good land but cared
only for thelr own Hleasure.”

“Uke the Minotaur,” | murmured.

“The which?”

“"Minotaur. Its an old Greek legend. What does the monster look lke?”

“No two tales agree on that. My mother made me mind her with storles of a bear with foot Jong

daws; my best friend's mother made him mind because a great boar would come and carry him away on

Its long tusks If he didr’t. And the first owner of the public hotise hers thought |t was a griffin. Whatever
it

15,1t must have a mighty appetie. The tale also goes that no hunter ever finds game In there; and you
know our gardens curloudy free of rablits and waodchticks—and that In ltsef s uncanny. And never a
deerdo you see, and no man has taken one from this forest In the memory of the dldest grandfather’s

memorles of his childhood"s taes. There aren't even any squirrels here, and suirrels il Ive:
anywhere.”

‘The sunwas almast gone now; firelight sent a warm glow throligh the windois, and left golden
footarints In the garden. Father went whistingInto the parour with an arm Joad of my aftemoorfs
exertions over the woodplle. He paused at the door and called across to us: “You going back to the
shop, Ger?I've not closed up.”

“Aye,” Ger called back Father went on Inside.

“Now, | want your solemn promise,” sald Ger. “First, that youl not go scaring your sisterswith
these stores I've—foollshly, | suppose—told you. And second, thatyou wil stay out of this forest.”
Iscowled at the grourd. | disiiked promises on princlple because my consdencs made me keep.
them. 1l say nothing to my slsters,” | sdd, and paused. If the magicls dangerous to anyone, It's

dangerous to Yol too; 1 stay out f you w

Ger didn’t ke that; then he grinned suddenly. *You're half witch yourself, | sometimes think; the

forest would probably leave you alone. Okay, | promise. And you?*
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‘walls In town His halr had tumed snow-white, and he moved more slowly than he once had; but he.
carrled himself tall and stralght, and he could talk and laugh again. And | suspected Mellnda of falingin
love with Hm. He was gentle and courtly to her, as he was to all women, Including his daughters; but
Ithought he displayed a special grace for Melinda. And she, who was sirmple and Kind and forthright,
blushed often when he spoke to her, and twisted her hands In her apron like a gif.

Grace and Hope divded the house-work between them, and | did what was left aver, the odds and

‘ends that were nelther halise-work nor shop-work; and often thought that It would have been much
more

convenlent f | had been a boy—not least because | already looked like one. Ger and | and Greatheart

pulled fallen trees out of the eaves of the forest, and Ger taught me to sgilt wood, chop I, and stack It
This was the greatest portion of my Work, for there were several fireaces In the house and two more In
the sheds to provide fuel for, plus charcod to cook; and the forge fire, and the Kitchen fire, had to burn

whatever the weather.

My big horse’s strength grew famous, and several times that first year we dragged some urd raggable

oblect from where Itwas stuck fast: an old stump clinging bale-fuly to the sall, a wagon sunk axle deep
In

spring mud. We also hauled wood for some of the people who Ived In town; and I exchange we were
sent home with beer and blankets—we were southemers, and correctly presumed tender—and

rmincemeat ples at the holldays. | never redly had time to think about the sutabilty of my new role, or
of

how Ithad come about. | was becoming more boy than girl, It seemed; and perhaps snce | was short
and plaln and had no figure to speak of the townsfolk found my amblguous position ey enough to
accept. The men took thelr caps offto my sisters, curbed thelr ibald tongues, and some of them even
made rough bows; | was halled with a wave and a grin, and famillarly called “Beauty,” The name had

been adopted without the ficker of an eye, so far as | could see: ike that of the flerce yellow mastiff
who

looked after the Red Grlfin, who answered, If she was called reverently enough and was In the mood, to
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him Orpheus, however, and he stll sang,
The following summer, a ittle over a year after e arrived, Gervaln and Hope were married. By that

tirme, another room had been added to the house, opening off the pariour, for the newlyweds’
bedroom;

and the local mason bult a chimney for It. Father made them a big bed with a tall scallop-edge
headboard fora wedding present Gerand | had had the two attic rooms, and Grace and Hope had
shared one of the bedroams, while Father had the other. Grace Invited me downstalrs, but | was fond of
my attic, and knew besides that she would like having a room of her own agan. There had been a small
‘storm about my being shut offIn the atiic when we first moved In, but | had Insisted. Sharing the little
room with my sisters, | sald, we'd be as crowded as potatoes In a good chowder; someane had to move
upstars, | was the youngest, and beskles | Iiked the attic.

Father had cuta window for me In the vertical wall, which overlooked the now re-estabiished garden
and beyond that the great forest. When | was not too tred, which happened more often as | grew
acctistomed to the work, | Would stay up an extra hour and read by the light of ane predous candle. But
‘candles were oo dear to waste often on so profltless @ pursuit as reating even If my eyes dldrft soon
become too heavy to prop open, 'd been abie to keep half a dozen of my oldest, mast batiered, and

most witten-in books from the auction. In our new lfe It was the reading | missed the most. The
daylight

hours were spent working, and miich of the evening also, mending dothes and tools and bits of this ard
that by firdight. “This and that" for most of the spring had consisted of my taking over most of the
necessary sewing to free Grace, who was the finer seamstress, to work secretly on an embroldered
counterpane for the wedding.

‘The work had broken downlnto a routine for each of us. Ger worked In the smithy; his ability was

such that before the fist Winter was past there Were peaple traveling thirty miles to come to him.
Father's

old skl with wood had gradually returned to hisfingers and braln, The tny lean-to that was bullt agalnst

the blacksmith's shop was enlarged, and Father bult carts and cabinets there, and patched roofs and
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the name of "Honey.” When Great-heart had hauled yet another mallgnant old stump out of the
ground,

and the two of us, plus the owner of theland and all his nelghbours, were covered with dirt and
spllnters,

I was dapped on the back and given mugs of small beer.
‘When spring came | dug up the garden and planted It, and weeded It and prayed over It and
dgeted; and almast three years of ying falow had agreed with I, because It produced radishes the sz

of onlons, potatoes the slze of melons, and melons the size of small sheep. The herb border ran wild,
and

the alr smelled wonderful; the breezes often stired the piney, mossy smel of the forest with the sharp

‘smell of herbs, mbted In the warm smell of fresh bread from the kitchen, and then flung the result over
the

meadow like & handful of new gold colns. | pruned the apple trees—there were dlso the remains of an
old orchard, and afew of the treeswere stll productive —and had high hopes of the next winter full of
aple felly.

3

Ger had made us all promise—although || was the only ane who had any Indination, that needed to
be curialled—never to walk | In the woods behind our house Without elther him or Father for compary;
the latter reference was courtesy orly, because Father as no woodsman | assumed that Ger meant

deap forest, and one aftermoon wardered Into the first fiinge of the g trees with horse and cart,
pldding

up dead wood to be cut upfor the house fires; the light scrub that had grown up around the meadow.
the

house sat In hiaf been cut down and burned during our irst few weeks here. But Ger saw me from the
shop Window and came after me, angry; |

‘was surprised to see Him angry and explained that | did not mean to disobey orders, and that | was
‘wellIn sight of the house—Indeed, a5 he had seen me. He relented, but sad that he did not want me

‘walking even this near the tallforest trees. This corwersation took place during our first autuimn, and the
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‘She was rght It had been well bull, and had sunvived two years of vacancy with Iittle worse thana
few drafts around warped window sills, and a front door that had fallen slighlyIn s frame and stuck

‘when 1t was fully dosed. The house was a long rectangle, the dividing w;

cutting the first loor Into two
rooms roughly square; the Ktchen was at the back and the parlour up front, with a fireplace fadng Into
‘each room from a central chimney. Upstalrs was a hall runring half the short length of the house to the
chimney, witha bedroom on elther side; each had Its own tiny fireplace. Up aladder and through a hole
You emergedIn a doorway In the peak of the roof, one sde of the frame being the chimney again; a wll
ran away fromyou In both directions, cutting the attic In two. The roof doped sharply on two sides, so
the atic rooms were dmost triangular; Ger, the tallest of us, could stand up stralght only while standing
‘one rng down on the loft ladder.

Everything was beautifully dean; there wasrft a cobweb to be found, and the first two floors were.
‘waxed. Melinda grinned at our lavsh compliments and sald she’d tell them al agaln to Molly, who had
done most of the work, and was young enough stil to take leasure Inwild flattery. We laughed and
dattered downstalrs agaln, feellng that we had at least one good friend.

Fatherinssied chat we unpack at once, and skeep In olir new home. "We thank you, my dear,” he

sald to Melinda, who Hushed, "but we have been sleeping on the ground for 5o long that mattresses on
a

planed level floor will be a splendid luxury,” but we agreed to come to the Griffin for supper.

“You'll save having a lot of people coming here to gawp at you,” she sald, "when you're tring to get
‘Your proper work done.” We would also stalle our horses there tll Father and Ger could repdr our own
stable. ~Youryoung lady's pony here,” Mellrda remarked, surveying Greatheart, "needs a bam of his
‘own. The litde ones will all love him. He's a glan’s horse, Justllke In the storles s mothers tell them.”
She petted him, refused to be driven back to tawn, and set off on foat. I have o add a ttle more water

tothe stew,” she sdd, smillng, “tofeed dl the extramouths.” Daphne ard Rachel were parted
reluctantly

from the “young lady's pony” and trotted away In thelr mother’s wake.
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‘The two bables | had collected were named Daphne and Rachel; Daphne was the elder, and would

answer direct questions after a long Fause spent consldering the Inquirer's motives. Rachel sald nothing
at

all, and held on to Greatheart's mane with both hands. Both of them seemed delighted to be itting six
feet above the ground and not at al fghtened, although somewhat annoyed at my desire for
conversation.

“There It 15" sald Melinda.

The street ha faded to a track, hich then led vaguely over a small ise In the ground; and thereIna
shallow dish of a meadow stood a litle weather-brown wooden holise with a shed beside It and a
‘smaller shed bult out from the larger one. At first sght the house seemed as tiny as a dolf's, dellcately
carved out of matchsticks, | reallzed that this was die effect of the great forest that began only a few
hundred feet behind It, with saplings and scrub growing up nearly to Its back door. There had once been
afence around a Kitchen garden In the back, but It was a]ungle of vines and great leafy things gone to

seed. A third shed hidden behind the other two we discovered to be a stable, with only two narrow
stalls

and aleaky roof. There was a well on the smal hillwe'd come over fallowing the road from the town,
buta lovely bright stream lingled Its way down from the forest and took a generous bend to be

convenlent to the forge before t disappeared behind another small hill, heading away from the town.
We had all been dreading this final moment of finding out |ust What we had come to, and we @l took

heart at the qulet sazne before us. The late-aftemoon sun gllded the early-summer green of the
meadow,

and stalned the pink and white daldes to a primrose hue; the buttercups were flame-coloured. The
house.

‘was neat and sturdy and, as we dismounted at Its stoo, contrived to lock hospltable. Melinda marchesd
Infirst, as we stood laoking around and at ene another, and threw open windows, talking to herselfas
she did so. She poked her head ot of a second-storey wind ow and said, “Hil Comeln! It none so

bad I and disappeared again.
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Persian rug and the long white feathers that grew below his knees entirely covered his huge feet; his.
short

sharp ears were lost In his grey forelock. He was alone In hs stabie, except for the chickers, since Tom
had come through in the autumn, as promised, and collected the two hired horses and the wagon—and
compllmented s on our progress.

By the time Tom had come and gone | had trained poor Greatheart to o In harness; | was much

more consdous of the lass of His digity than hewas, for he had the sweetest of tempers. There wasn't,

astturned out, very much tralning tot; Ger traded a mended plough for some second-hand hamess
that

could be patched and enlarged to it our huge horse; and I putit on Wi and told Him to go forwards and

he went He undersiood almost by Instinct the difference In strength and balance of pulling a welght

Instead of carryingit. Father bullt a small wagon for him, and Ger strengthened It with Iron fastenings
and

added some ropes and chalns for grappling big logs. The horse developed the white marks that come
from Wearing a collarin the dark dappled grey halr of his shoulders; but perhaps Tom Black had been
right, because he did not seem to miss carrying the King.

Even the canary came through the winter In good health and spirtts. He was a very useful bird,

because he gave Grace and Hope ard me something weaker than ourselves to worry over; and he sang
asthough he appreclated t.

We had had no time to think of a name for him before we left the dity, and It was some weeks even
after we'd moved Into our new home that Hope, putingwaterIn his dish one moming, looked up
suddenly and sald, "He stil doesn't have a namel” Grace and | stared back at her, and then at each
other, In dismay. We were sllent several minutes, Hope's hard stll polsed over the water dish; and then
the canary, asIf Impatient, burst Into song. W looked at him then, and Grace sald, “Of course. Why
haverft we thought of It long since? Orpheus.” | made an Incredulous nolse and she sriled and sald, “A
it sisterl ke you, dear, wil ugset the best regulated mind"; and Hope laughed and sald, "Orpheusl It's

perfect.” And Orpheus he became, except that It degenerated over the months to Phooey. | st called





images/page25.jpg
‘We were lucky, because everyone In town liked anyone Melinda liked, and everyone was
predisposed to ke the new blacksmith. Melinda told us that the lack of one had been the chief topic of
conversation around the fireplace at the Red Griffin for two years, and If she heard "Ah, what we best
need Is a proper blacksmith now” ons more she would heave a barrel of beer at the speaker.

Ger had the shop golng agan—bellows mended, the ovenfor making charcoal patched dr-tght, and
tools lakd out—within a week of our amival, while the three of us gils were stil alring the bedding,
mending socks, and figuring out the whimsical nature of the Kitchen overns. Father spent an aftemoonin
the stable, measuring and whistling and measuring some more, and In three weeks we had our horses
under thelr own roof; and he was bullding a pen for them, erlarging the havloft over ther, and thinking
abouta coop for chickens. Melinda had offered us a few pulles.

We three girs didrt fare qulte sowel, particularly at the olrtset; we reallzed In those first weeks Just

how spolled we were, and how unsulted for a life Without servants, There's an art to scrubbing a loos

nota very delicate art, but one that must beleamed. I, who Was a rougher artide to begin with,
developed calluses almost at once; my sisters’ tender skin developed bilsters, and the coarse materal of
our new working dothes chafed them. We didrt talk about our diffludtes, beyond the sharing of Hints
about making things easler thatwe discovered the hard way; and slowly, as the weeks passed, our dars
ot less lumpy and our puddings less leaden. We went to bed every ight numh with exhaustion, In the
beginning, bt we grew stronger, and with strength and Increasing skilfulness came cheerlulness.
Melinda, who almost never stopped talking had a sharp eve for all of that, and In among her
Incorsequential chatter she let fall, asIf by accldent or as among knowing friends, any number of helgful
suggestions that we sllently though no less appredatively put to use.

Our first winter was an easy one, the natives told us, and we were as grateful as we could be,

although 1t scemed like a very harsh wintzr to us. We had never seen more than a few Inches of snow

the ground at one ime, norfor longer than a few weeks. Greatheart grew & winter coat as thick as a
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Excepting of course you, sir” e sdd With a nod to Ger, who gave a shortlaugh.
“Vm o less grateful for your help than the others, Tom,” he sald. | know lttle sbout wagors, as

You've found out by now.”

“Tom chuckled. "Ah, wel, Pve been twenty—nearer thirty—years at this, and there’s Itte | don't

know about wagons, or shouldrft be, for shame. I've n family | go home to, you see, 5o | take to
‘whoever needs me on these Journeys. And Il say this to you now, as ll say It again when you leave us
£0 g0 your way: Pm wishing you the best of good luck, and | dont say tht often. Nursemadings a
rixed blessing, more often than not. But il be sorry to see the last of youfolks.”

‘The Journey lasted two long months, and by the time we parted compary with the wagoners we were
all covered with saddle sores, lame and aching In every Inch of bone, musde, and skin, from sleeping on
the ground, and heartly sick of the whle business. The only ones relatively unaffected by what seemed
tous gils to be desperate hardship were Gervain and Greatheart; Ger was st as certaln and cheerful as
he had been ever sinae he first entered our town parlour over three months ago, and Greatheart il

strode amiably along at the tall of the train as If he hadr'ta care In the world. We were all thinner,
harder,

and shaggler. Tom shook hands all around, and tickied Greatheart under his whiskery chin; wished us
good luckas he had promised; and sald that he'd see us In about sx months. He would be coming to say
hello, and to collect the wagan and palr of horses we were taking with us now.

‘The unaccustomed rigours of travel had deadened us to much looking around at the countryside we
passed. Mostly we noticed the ruts n the road, the rocks under our blankets, and the way theleaves on
the trees we chose tolle under always dripped dew. As we tumed off the maln road towards our new
home, now anly a few miles away, we looked arourd with the first red Interest we had felt for the land
‘we were travellng over.

‘We were wellInland now, far from any sight or smell of the sea; and It was a hilly country, urilke the
low-ying and mary-rivered area we had left. We parted from our companlons of the road at dawn, and

In the late aftermoon we found ourselves on the main, and anly, strect of Blue HIl Children hal cried a
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patchwork of forest ard field and stream, on both sdes of the maln road. Goose Lardling lay mastly out

of sight beyond the big forested hill to the southwest, with fammlands creeping round Its feet and
dasping.

hands at I skirts. The nearest town to the north was Sunnyflekl, a throe days Joumey, perhaps,
through

the heavyforest to Blue HIl's northwest, but no one ever went that way, and Htwas atleasta weeK's
Journey to go around It Our house's back was to this great wood thatno one passed through.
“Although Pve na cill to say e come to seelt, for see It1 have mary times. Since | could not be
certalnwhen yourd findly be coming Pve been golng up once a Week, twice when| could manage t, or
sending one of the older anes, to open the windows and let some fresh alr Insde. A closed -up house
stales overnight, or nearly, and that's no proper welcome.” Mellnda addressed herself to Grace, who
‘was ridingIn the wagon. “Yourll find It dean enough to move Into, miss, thotigh of course your'll be
‘wanting to serub Ityourself once you've settied. But t's been board ed up and empty for two years, and
the dust was sticky-thick on everything, so Molly—she's my eldest—and me, we washed everything
right well, three months ago, when we heard you were coming for sure. Moving’s a sorry business at
best, and 1td make things a bit more corfortable for you. Mind you, though, you're welcome at the
Grlffi il yourre fixed up the way you like. ¥m used to sudden company for bed and board, and | like
it

Grace began to thank herfor her trouble, but she brushed It away, saying kindly, “And you needn’t

‘Worry that you owe us anylhing, for be sure Vll take It out of youing Ger here when he gets the shop
golng.

‘again. Ah, we’re all delighted to be having our own smith again; Its a long way from this side of the hill
to

the Goose forge, you know, and we're not all of s too pleased with young Henney's skl besides.
You've not forgotten the right ways of dolng things, there In that city, now, have you, Ger?*
“No Irdeed: frm stll as clever as the dewil himself,” Ger sald, and Melinda laughed; but he'd seen

Father wince when she, noticing nothing, had spoken with o countrywoman's scom of towns.
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‘warning .of our approach, and men had looked up, shading their eyes to stare across thelr sml, hilly,

arefully cut and tiled flelds. We saw young wheat growing, and com, oats, and barley; there were
cattle

and sheep and lgs and goats, and a few sturdy, shaggy horses In hamess. Most of the menwent back to
thelr work; newcomers would keep, but the dayllght wouldrr't; butin town there were a dozen or more.
people collected and walting to welcome s, and to look us aver.

Ger, wizard-lke, produced an aunt with s children, who ran the tiny public house; It was she who

had heard that he wanted to bring a new bride back to the hills he'd grown upIn, and had written im
about the empty smithy In her home town. Her smile made us, watfs In the wildemess, feel that perhaps
‘we weren't utterly lost and forsaken afier al. She Introduced us to the other pecgle who were standing

around, severd of whom recognized Ger, or pretended to, as the young lad from aver the next Hill
who'd

gone souith to the dty over ten years ago. Ger's birthplace and chlldhood hame, Goose Landing named
for thefine winter hunting, and our new home, Blue Hil, had no particular boundarles beyond the litie

maln streets; the farms and felds spread themselves disinterestedly between the Sgn of the Dancing
Cat,

InGoose Landing, and the Red Grifiin, Ger's aunt’s establlshment.
Ger's aunt’s name was Melinda Honeybourme, and she was a widow of four years, having taken

over the entire management of the Grifln, which they had owned togather, after her husand's death.
She

told the two eldest children, who were standing bashfully at the Griffins front gate, tolaok after Itand
the

‘younger ones, while she climbed Into our wagon and came with us "to see our new house.” | picked up
the two smalest children and put them In front of me In Greathearts saddle.

‘The house was locrted beyond the edge of town and Isolated from It by the eyeless backs of the

Village houses, by a few stands o rees leftat this far end of town where they were In nobody's way yet,

and by the gente undulations of the land. Most of the farms lay east of the Wilage In an Irregular
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be for him with us. He shoud carry the King”
“He wouldr'tlike carrying the King.” sald Tom. "He'll do what you tell him to.  didn't think | had to

tell you to be good to Him, but ¥m wishing yourd stop talking nonsense to me and go down to the stable.
Hell be worrng that you don’t come. Night, miss,” he sald, nodding to each of the three of us, *Ir,” to
Fatherand Gervaln. Ard he stamped hack up the stalrs again.

‘We heard Ruth let him out;sllence came to us on the backwash of the front door dosing. " guess Id

better go do what he says, | sald vaguely, st staring at the empty stalrs. Father started to laugh: the
first

reallaugh we'd heard from him since the trouble began. “They're all too much for us,” he sald. “Bless
them, we’d bestleave town soon before we have too much to carry away.”

“Whatls this horse that won't eat I you leave It behind?* Inqulred Gervain.

Ishaok my heal. “That's al rubblsh—he’s Just gving hirm to me. | dontknow why. | used to lurk

around his stable alot*

“Horses are the arly tings that will take her away from her predous Greek poets,” sald Hope. "Ard
Tom says she’s the onlywoman he knows who can ride properly.

lignored her. "One of Torrfs mares died giing birth; he sald the foal might have a chane If someone
‘who had the time and patience would bottle-feed It 5o | did. | named the poor thing Greatheart—wel, |
‘was only dleven. That was four years ago. Tom usually sells them when they're four or five. He let me do
‘some of the tralning—notust the basic breaking to saddle; al hs Great Horses|eam some fancy sters,
and how to behave on parade, how to stand at attention. Well. | guess Fd better go*

“She used to read him her Greek translations,” murmured Grace. “And he surdved.”

It gave her governess fits” sad Hope. "But then I'm sure that horse knows more Greek than Miss
Stanley did.”

I glowered at her. "He was here for a whie, then | took him back to Tor's stable when he wasa
Yearling—but 've vislted Hm nearly every day—excet, uh, recenly.” | started up the stalrs. Vil be

backIn a litle. Dor't eat l the biscults; st want my tea.”
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an exeellent reputation throughout a large portion of the country. He sold hacks and hunters and
arrage

horses for his Iivellhood; all our animals had come from him. My sisters had awned, up until this
morming,

two pretty, round little mares with gentle manners; and for me, wholocked sightly better In the saddle
than anywhere else, there had been a longlean chestnut geldingwho could Jump over anything that
stayed In one Hacelong enouigh for him to gallop up to It But Tom's real love was or the Great Horses,
elghteen hands high and taler, descznded from the big, heavy horses the knights had used to carry
themselves ard severdl hurdred pounds of armaur Into battle at an earth-breaking gallop. Many draft
horses pulling carts and ploughs across the country owed thelr size and strength to the diluted blood of
these old chargers; but the horses Tom bred were seek and beautifu, ard rdden by princes.

“Your horse,” he sdd to me. “Vve left him In the stable for you. Thought d best tell you, so you

could go down, say hello, settie him In; he'll get lonesome by hirself, now that all the It stuff Is
gone

The litlle stuff was our rding and carrlage horses, hich h been taken away by thelr new owners.
“And

his saddle. Its only an old one. A bitwom. But Il do you for a bit.*
I was looking at him blankly.
“Don't gape atme, gil” sald Tom Irritably. “Great-heart. He’s In the stable, walting for you. V'm

telling you to go say good night to him or he won't deep for woring”

"You can'

Ive me Greatheart,” | said at last
“Vm not gving him to you,” relled Tom. “There's no giing about It He won’t eatIf you go off

‘without him, | know It. Hefs already been missing you these last weeks; you come around so rarely, It

‘makes him neasy. Soyou take him with you. He's a big strong horse. You?l find uses for him."
“But—Tom,” sald desperately, wondering why no one dlse was saying anything "He's a

tremendously valuable horse —you can'twant one of your Great Horses pulling a cart, hich i all
therl
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could afford to own a horse ke that one could afford to travelIn a arry of thelr own, with hired guards,

‘and not disturh their humble company with flashy lures to robbers and cutthroats But the traln was.
dolng.

some biinss for Tom Black's stable too, and the story milst have come out,for several of the
‘Wagoners came U to us during the first few days to look at Greatheart alittle more carefully, and with a
Iitdle more sympathy—and cudlodty.

One of them sald to me: "And so this ks the horse that wouldr’t eat If you left him behind, ch, missy?”
and slapped the horse’s neck Jovially. His name was Tom, also, Tor Bradley; and he began to come to
our campfire In tha avenings sometimes as the days of the joumey mallowed Into we ks and we al grew.
more accustomed to one anather. Most of the wagoners ke to themselves; they had seen too many
travelers In reduced clrcumstances going to new, Urknown homes ard destinies to be particulay

Interested In ther. They Ignared us, not urkindly butwith Indifference, as they Ignored dmost
everything

but the arrangement of hamess and the stacking of loads, the condition of the horses and wagons, the
roads, and the weather. Tom Bradley's vsts were very welcome to u, then, because even with

Gervaln's ready cheerfulness and optimism we were all Inclined to gloom. None of us was accustomed
to

long, brllsing hours elther on horse back—which was preferatle—or In the Wagon, which was built to
arry heavy loads, and not sprung o cusioned for terder human frelght.

“Eh, now, " Tomwould say; *you're doing none so bal; and Il get better In a week or two, as you

et used to the way of t. Have a bit of stew, now, you'll feel good as new.” Tom knew all there was to
know about cookingIn a single pot over a small fire, and taught us how to bury potatoes In the embers.
And when Grace's saddle sores grew so panful that she could get no eep at right, he mysterlously

found her a sheepskin to st on, and would take no payment for It. “They call me the nurse-mald,” he
sald

‘With a grin, “the rest of ‘em do; but | dort rmind It. Somebody has to look outfor you Innocents —If

nobody—did there’d be trouble soon because yolrve no proper notion how to take care of yourselves.
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“Can | come along and meet your horse?” sad Ger.

“Of coursa,” | sald.

‘Twelve days after the auction | rode Greatheart, with Grace riding pilion, out of the dty we'd Iived In
all ourlves, for the last time. The rest of the family rode In the long woaden wagon we followed. Ger

‘was deiving, and Hope sat beside him, with her arm around Father, who sat on the outsl

 None of us
looked back. We were traveling with a group of wagoners who made this joumey regularly twice a year:
It began In the broad farm country solith of the dty and wound Its Way from town to town to the far
north; they arrived at thelr final destination with only a few weeks to spare before they tumed back and
‘went soith again. These men knew the road and what dangers ltmight offer, and were always
willing—for a reasonable foe —to have a few pilgAms Journey with them. Convenlently for us, the traln
passed about ten miles from the vilage that was to be our new home. Hope and | agreed, during ane of

our late-evering conversations, that this made us feel a ltde less desolate, a Itde less cut off from the
rest

of humanity and the world.

Iremembered, from severd years ago, a family we had known a lttle whose fortunes In the dty had
suddenly collapsed; they had left In these same wagons with this same group. It had never occurred to
me then to consider the possibillty that we might ane day fallow thern.

Greatheart clopped along, neary asleep, chewing meditatively on his bits; one of his easy strides
reached as far as two of the small, stundy wagion horses'. There had been a litte dificulty about bringing

him atall, for a fding horse was an expensive luxury; he was also a very slble Incentive to ary bold
thief

‘who might be watching us. But spring was well advanced, so there was no shortage of fresh fodder for
my massive horse’s matching appetite, and | promised to break him to hamess as soon a5 we were
moved Into our new home. Gervaln shook his head over us, but | dor't think he ever meant to suggest

that Greatheart be left behind. The wagoners shook their heads too, and mutiered loudly that they who
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‘We drifted through the hours llke abandoned ships on a sea Without horlzon. Gervalr's lans, which,
after a long aftemoon’s corversation with our father, he ws careful to explain to all of us, gave us.

‘something to think about. He was patient with everything but gloomy forebodings; encouraged
gquestions,

told us storles about the hilly, forested land we were going to that he loved so well; and, by his quiet
enthuslasm, struck answering sparks of Interest In our tired hearts. We had known that we would leave.
the elty and trave, probably far away and out of reach of old friends and assodations Now we knew

that we were bound for a little four-room house In a town called Blue Hill, with the deep hills on one
side

and forests at fronta

back, and that our |ourney there waslkely to take between six weeks and two
months. We even began to take some Interest in the practical aspects of the trp as Gervain described
horses and Wagons and roads.

It was easlest for Hope and me. | was the youngest, |

‘was In Love with no one except perhis Eurlpides, and while | geved deeply for my father and for
Grace, there was it In the city or o life there that | loved for Hself —although rather more that | took
for granted, ike my cwn mald and all the books that | wanted .| was frightened of the unknown that we
Faced, and of our Ignorance; but | had never been afrald of hard work, | had no beauty tolose, nor
‘Would there be any wrench at parting from high sodety, | didn't rellsh the thought of sleeping n an attlc:
and washing my own dothes, but then It didr't Al me with horror elther, and | was stil young enough to

see tin the ight of a

iventure.
Hope had told me weeks before that Gervain's orlginal pians had Induded a mald to do the hewvy

‘work, and four raoms would have been suffident If not ample for the two of them [our house In town
had

elghteen rooms, Induding a ballroom two stortes tal, plus Kitchens and servants’ quarters). These latter
days she was subdued, but there was an air of suppressed exdtement about her. Once started on a task

that could be finished In ane effort, she would accompllsh It effidenty enough; but she was
absentminded
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‘was a bit of a carpenter’s shed with the blacksmith's shop, and work for a good craftsman. He would
ot press his sult now, and we were nat to think thatany cbligation fell on Hope to marry himas a
reward for any trifling serice such as he might be able to render us. He was sure that while such servia:

mightnow seem more than might honourably be acce pted, he knew that we only needed an
Introduction

o new way of Iife far us to make our own way, with hanour. He would be deeply grateful to us If we.
allowed Him to make that Introduction.

Father satsllentfor a long moment after Gervaln had done. Ger had been offered  seat when he first
entered, and had refused It; now he stood as calmly as If he were In his oWn home walting for dimner to
be served. He was a good-looking man, though no beauty, with brown halr and serious grey eyes; | put
his age at around thirty. He had worked for Father about six years, and was proved asteady and honest
craftsman.

Father sald at last: "Hope, what this young man has sald of you ls true?” and Hope, blushing and

paling by turms ike an autumn sunset seen through wind-shakenleaves, nodded and sald, "Yes. Father.”

He ralsed his head then and looked at Ger, who had not moved but to breathe and follow our father
with

hiseyes. “Gervaln, | do ot know If | do the right thing In my reply, for Itls a heavy task you ask the
burden of, for all your pretty words ButIndeed | and my daughters are In sore need o help.” He looked
round at us. “And we wil, | thirk, be most grateful to accept what you offer.”

Gervaln bowed his head. “Thark you, M. Huston. | wil If 1 may, call on you sometime tomorrow,

that we may discuss arrangements.”

“Anytime that Is convenlent for You sald Father, and with a touch of grim humour, added, “You
may be sure of finding me here.

Idon’tknow what we would have done without Gervaln. Since we ha first known that the worst

had happened, our INes had seemed to come to a halt; We could see no farther than each bleak day's

dawning, and the thought of the auction and the end of the life we had known seemed the end of ife
tself.
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house smelled of tobacco smoke and strange perfumes.
Ger, afterleaving us half an hour alone, swept us up from the drawing room where we had callapsed
atlast—Ithad suffered the fewest depredations of any of the rooms—and sald, "Come downstalrs, see

‘what yourfriends have left you,” and refusing to say more, ushered us down to the Kitchen. Father met
us

on thefront stal, gazing at.a dark rectangular spot In the wallpager, and was broughtalong. Downstars,

‘on tables and chalrs and In the pantry were lald haphazand any number of things, much of It food:
‘smoked

hams and bacon and venlson, sealed Jars of vegetables and preserves, and a few predous ones of apples
and peaches and apricots. There were bolts of doth, gingham ard chintz, musin, linen, and fine woven

wodl; there were leathers, softand supple and carefully stretched; and there were three heavy fur
capes.

Therewas also @ canary In a cage, who tried a trl on us when we peered In at him.
“You should not have let them do this,” sald Father.

“Ind eed, | did notknow,” Ger sald, “ard | am giad | did not, for| am not sure | woukd have tried to
stop anyone. But | only discovered It myself a few minutes ago.”

Father stood frowring; he had been very firm In resisting offers of charlty, and In payng dll his debis,
‘even when fellow merchants were willing to cance them sllently, for old frendship's sake.

Afew servants had pleaded to stay with us, even Without pay, Uil we left; and although we could ll

afford even to feed them, Father could not quite bring Himsaif to send them away. One of them, a
young

‘woman named Ruth, came down the scullery stalrs now and sald, "Excuse me, Mr. Huston; there's a
man here to see Mss Beauty.”

“All ight,” | sald, wondering who It might be. "You might aswell serd him down here.” Father made
arestless motion, but sald nothing. The rest of us looked at one another for a moment, and then there
‘was, the tread of heavy boots on the stalrs, and Tom Black appeared In the doorway.

‘Tom bred, ralsed, and tralned horses; he had a stabie In die dity, and a stud farm outside the dty, and
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about messages, or about remembering to retum to a task only partally completed. She confessed to
me

‘one night that she felt guilty for feeling so happy: It was very selfish of her to be giad that she was golng
With Gervaln, yet would not be mowng away from her farmily.

“Don't be sll,” 1 sald. "Seeing your happiness Is what's holding the other two together.” Nearly

every night, after Grace and Father had gone to bed, Hope and | met, usually In my bed room, to discuss
how "the other two” were dolng, and whether there was anything further that might be done for them.

And for Hope to ease the tenslon of being quiet during the day for her father's and elder sster’s sakes
by

babbling at length to me about how wonderful Gervaln was. "Besldes” | added after amoment,
“washing your own floors will be enough and plenty of reallty for you.*

“Don'tforget the tarry aprons you prophesied before,” Hope sdld, smiling.

No ane mentioned gobins or dragons or magldans.

2

‘The day of the aucion came all too soon. The three of us spent Itlodked up In | Grace’s sitting room,
‘which had been re-| served from the sale proceedings for the use of the family, shiveringIn each other's
‘arms, and listening to the strange volces and strange footsteps walking In our rooms. Genvalnwas In

charge; Father had been bundled off to sped the day going over records at the shipyand; It was Ger
who

had the lsts of tems to be sold and saved, and It was he who answered questions.
Atthe end of the day, Ger knodked on our door and sald gently, “I¥'s all over; come aut now, and

have some tea.” Much of the fumiture ws left, for we had been left the house and "Nttings" for the two
more weeks Ger hal estimated It would take us to be packed upfinally and gone. But many of the small
pleces—Father's Chinese bow, the smaller Oriental rugs, vases, Iitle tables, the palrtings off the
‘walls—were gone, and the house looked forlom. The three of us wardered from room to room clinging

toeach ather's hands, and sllently counting the missing artides In the last sad rays of the setting sun.
The
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I continued to stare bemusedly at him. My volce sounded weak and sllyIn myears: *Y our volce—1
recogize t, but It sounds different.” | sald Inanely: s It really you? | mean—I—well | find this
rather—er—difficult..* | tralled off, arl put my hands to my face, pinching my chin as If reassuring
myself that | was awake; and heard the dink of bracelets falling back from my wrists.

“Yes, | am realy 1,* he sald gently; “but my volcels coming from a smaller—human—chest now.”
“You're the young man In the last picture,” | sald sudderly.

He smiled wryly. "Yes; but not 5o young now, P afrald. Even enchantments arerrt perfect

protection aganst time. But then | don't feel Ike @ young man anymore.” He looked down at his hands.
“ttook me the first decade |ust to learn to walk llke a man again”

“Who did this to you?" | sald, and backed up agalnst the window ledge, grateful for s support, as |

had been grateful for the support of a balustrade on another first meeting months ago.

He frowned. s an old family curse of sorts. My forebears were, um, rather over plous, and
‘overzealous In Impressing thelr nelghbors with thelr plety. After the first few generations of

holler-than-thou the local magidan gotrather tired of them, and cursed them; but unfortunately thelr
Virtue

‘Was even as great as they made It out to be, and the curse wouldn't stick So, belng a magidan, he
settled down to walt for thel rfirst erring sten. My familylaughed, which did 't Improve his temper
any—and unfortunately for me, atlast, thaterring foot was mine.

“Your've probably noticed the carving aroind the front doors” | nodded. “That was |, two centuries

a0.” He looked away, and when he looked back at me, s smile was strained. “'m sorry ¥ s0 old
think It works out to about one year In ten—{\e been walting a long tme. | car'tlet you off noW, you
know. | hope you dorrt mird very much.”

 can't marry you; | burstout, and the smile left hs face a5 1 It had been cut off, and his eyes were
dark and sad. | blundered on: "Look at you. You should marrya queen or something, a duchess at least,
nota dull drab litte nothing ke myself. | haver/t anything —no dowry, not even a title to hide behind.”

“Beauty—* he began.
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over thirty years ago; and he had o ather marketale skills
It was at this low ebb In our thoughts and plans that Gervain came to Wisitus; this was about a week.
after the man from the Stalort had told his story. The four of us were sttingsllent In the parour after
dinner; usually we talked, or Father or myself read aloud white my sisters sewed, but we had lite heart
for such amusements now. The auction had already been set, fora day late next week; and Father had
begun looking for a litle house somewhere far from the dty.

Gervain was announced. Hope blushed scarlet, and then looked down quickl at her dasped hands.

She had told me two days before that she hal refused to see Genvaln sine the news of our downfall
had

come. There was no question of his not knowing; the whole dity was talldng about . Father's shipyard

‘was belng sold first of all to pay off business debs, and all the employees were wondering what thelr
new

master would be like, and If they would even still have Jobs. Father had been both iked and respected
by

the men who Worked for him—and adrmired for His daring n business ventures.
Gervaln explalned the reason for hisvisit without preamble. He had looked forward, a few weeks

ago, to making an offer, soon, for Hope's hand. He understood that everything was suddenly changes

but he thought that he knew his own heart, and dared to trust that he knew Hope's. When he had first
‘wished tomarry Hope and she had given him to belleve that she would be wiling to leave the city fora
humblerlife I her family consented, he had begun to look for an opening sultable to s sklls as a

biacksmith, through frlends he still had Iving In the town of his childhood. He had heand Just this
aftermoon

of a house, with a shop and a forge and work walting, In a small town only a few miles from the village
he

had been bom and ralsed In.

His suggestionwas this: that he would be honoured I we would throw our fortune In with his. The

house would be a kit small for five, but It could be enlarged; and, he add ed with a bow to Father, there





images/page10.jpg
Idon’tremember the next few weeks, after the sallor’s arriva, too well; nor do | regret that
vagueness. | remember only too clearly that Father, who had been young and hearty, In a few days’ rime:
‘came to look His age, hich was past sixty; and poor Grace tumed as white as cold wax when she heard

the news, and went about the house like a sllent nightmare, like the poor pale gis In old ballads who
fade

away until thay are nothing more than grey omers to the iving. Hope and | took turns trying to
persuzle

our father and eldest sster to eat, and making sure that the firesIn thelr rooms were well bullt up.
Father made pians to take what litle remained to him and s and relire to the country, where we.

could make shift tolve cheaply. His rapid rise In business wealth and sticcess had been based on his
abillty to take calaulated risks. He had run ventures very near to the line before, and dways come about,
and 50 he had refused to belleve that he would not come about at the last moment this time too.
Consequently, our ruln was complete, for he had kept nothing In reserve. What litle he had avallable to
him he used to try and cushion the fallfor some of His best men; most o Itwas sent with the third mate
from the StaMart, to try and find the men he had left behind him and help them out of thelr difficulties.

The man left on his retum |ourney less than a week after his arrval, although Father urged him to stay
and

rest, and send semeane else In his steal. But he was andous to see Himself how His fullow crew
members

fared, and he would have the best chance of finding them agaln; he did not say It, butwe knew that he
‘was also anXious to leave the Sght of us and the ruin he had brought to us, although Itwas none of his
reation or blame.

The house and lands were to be auctioned off; the money resulting would enable us to start agaln.

But start what? Father was a broken man; he was now alsolabeled |ired, and no other merchant would

have anything to do with Him, f he coud have brought Himself to work for another man. He had done
no

carpentry bitt trirkets for his daughters sinae he had given up shipbulding for more lucrative business
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splendid as the procesdon for a king's coranation. The last of them were so far away that | could not
distingulsh them from the green leaves and the flowers, and the singing birds.

Then the Image faded as the man who stood beslde me continued: * love you, Beauty. Wil you
marry me?"

“Yes," I sald, and he took me In his golden arms, and Kssed me. When we parted, It was only o a
hand’slength, and we looked long at ane another, smiling,

He ralsed my hand to his lips, held It there for a moment. “Shall we go down now?” he sald.

Itumed my head, listering to a purposeful stming In the castie halls beneath us. Litte tremors of
‘sound and motion licked the threshold of the pllastered hall we stood In slone; but | thought my ear
picked outanIndidua rusting|t knew well. I think | hear Lydia "

He tumed his head also. “Very ikely. ¥m afrald yourll find there are a good many Lydias about the
astle now. | can recall a veritable army of housekeepers, each more enthuslastic than the last.* He
paused. "You know about Lydla and Bessle, then?*

Inodded. "Vve been listening —rather a captive audlence, You know—to thelr conversations for
severd months now. Since the night | fanted,” | sald shyly. “You knw. When | began to learn to see.”
He smiled. "Yes, | know.” More brisKy he added: "Then you're a litte prepared. They've been very
good to me; they needn't have stayed when the change came, but they chose to, for my sake —for the
‘sake of what remalned of rry humanity. Although | can admit now that sometimes thelr common-sense
atiitude towards everything, Induding being enchanted, could be as miich an Ittation as a comfort. |
daresay you know something of that”

“Yes, | do,” | sald, and dropped my eyes from his a moment. 1 worrled often aboutwhat 1t was |

had tofigure out, and about the last hope they couldr't talk about.*

“You understand now, dort you?" he sald, and ralsed my chin agaln with his ringer. “The terms o.*
the magic were that you agree to marry the Beast. Not something that Bessle and Lydia, with thelr

siiver-polish and dust under-the-rug consdences, could understand. Prm somry.”





images/page174.jpg
I smiled. " understand now. But It doesr't matter a

You needrt apologize. They have been very
Kird to me too. Even If we did differ a litie about sutable dresses.”

He considered me a moment, a miscHevous light creeping Into his eyes, and sald: “Was that the
dress—that night you wouldr't come out of your room "

I grinned and nodded, and we bothlaughed; and the last shadows fled away from the comers of the
castle and flew out of the wirdowllke bats, never to retum.

He drew my hand through his army; far below usin the bright, sunlt courtyard we heard a datler of
hoofs, and Grace’s laugh as she dismounted. Then | heard MelInda's volce, and Father’s answering her.
“Atrigle ceremony, | think?” sakd my lover.

Ger sald: "Where Greatheart s, Beauty cannot be far away.”

Isaw my horse standing, tall and proud and shiringllke the sky before a storm In winter, his mane.
riding his crest ke thunderheats on the hortzon. He was draped In aimson ard gold, and a red rose was
tucked under the crownplece of his brdle. Beslde him a black horse stood, like him enough that the two
could have been brothers; Hs saddle was siver, and the tralling skirts sapphire blue; and a white rose

leamed like the moon between his black ears. st as | saw e two grooms, dressed In groen and
white,

standing at the horses’ heads, and several more assisting my family—and then more, striding out of the

‘stable doors, dressed In thelr ivery, with red and white roses at thelr breasts, golng to assist the crowd
of

people collectingln the courtyard—the Image faded once agan.
Itumed back to the man at my skle. *| don'teven know your name.”

He smiled. *Pm afrakd | no longer remembert. You will have to name me. Come; Introd e me to
‘your family. | am looking forward to meeting them.”

1 amlooking forward to thelr meeting you,” |

‘sald, and we left the hal that hald the room where Beauty first met the Beast, and descerded the

stalrs together, as thousands of candles In the aystal chandellers blazed In greeting, 1l they rivaled the
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“And You needrt consider YourselfIn my debt because Fve indone your enchantment for you.
You've"— rushed on—"done a great deal for—for my family, and for me. 1l never forget—my months.
here.*

His expression had become quizlcd as | was speaking "Let'sleave aside my debt, ah, or

responsibility for the moment. As | recall, we had a conversation along similar lines at the beginring of
our

acqualntance. You suffer from the oddest misaprehensions about your appearance.” He looked over
his

shoulder. 1f | remember correcty, there should be a miror that has reappeared Just outside, In the i

Come.” He held out his hand, and | reluctantly put mine In his, and heard the dink of bracelets agaln,
and

Tooked down. “Good heavens” | exdaimed. “They've dane It agoin. How—7" | was wearing the diver
princess's dress; the skirts drifted arourd me In @ shining mist, and | wondered how | haln't noticed
before that my straggling halr was dean agaln, and combed, and pined to my head. | seemed to have
ha a bath while the foundations had danced under me, and my exhaustion had been washed away with
the grime of travel. I el the grifiin necklace around my throat, and the high-heeled shoes on my feet.
Iried o pull my hand free when | noticed the change, but hs fingers closed around mine. "Come,*

he repeated. | didn't have miich cholce. | followed Him tnhapplly outinto the hall, and there, as he had
sald, was a mirror In a golden frame, bigenough to hold a reflection of both of us as we stood sde by
side and looked Into It.

‘The g In the mirror wasrft 1, | was stire of I, In spite of the fact that the man I golden velvet was
holding my hand a5 he was holding the girs. She was tal—well al ight, | sald to myself, 1 do remember
that Vm tall enouigh now. Her halr was a pale coppery red, and her eyes, strangest of al, werer/t muddy
hazel, but dear and amber, with flecks of green. And the dress did look lovely on her, In spite of the fact
that she was biushing furiously— feltas If Iwere Bushing furlously toa | leaned closer, fasdnated. No,
there, [twos1, after all:

The quirk of the eyebrows was stil there, the dark uneven arch that had always sad that the eyes
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didi't belleve what they saw; but then since | had orly seen them In i rors, perhaps this Was true. And
'

recogrized the high wide cheekbones, bur my face had filled out around them; and the mouth was st
higher on one sde than the other, and the High side had a dimple.

“Are you connced?” sakd the man In the mirror.

“Oh dear,” sald the gir. “It's maglc, 1Yl fade sway. Its not possibie.”

He put his hands on my bare shoulders and tumed me to face him. " should warn you, my daring,

that we haven/t much time. THings all over the castle will be waking up, and discovering they exist again,
and then coming to find me, and to meet thelr new mistress There's no magic left that can hurt you, nor
any that remans that wil fade away. Your family will be arriving soon —with Robble—and If our minister
‘Wakes up In time and remermbers where he left His Bible, we can have the wedding this afteroon.
Double, I you like, with your sister.”

Ihad a brief wslon of my family riding over the meadows towsards the castle. Behind them | noticed

that the hally hedge was gone; the siver gates framed a broad white road that led through a park that
had

once been a dark enchanted forest. Hope rode the chestnut mare, Clder; Grace rode a horse onlya few
shades paler than her glorious halr. Ger's and Robble’s mounts were blood bays, with black legs and
ears; brown Odysseus carrled Father, and Melinda rode beside him on a cream-coloured mare, her
rose-slk irts falling ke Water over the mare’s white shoulders, her face as bright as my sisters’. My

familywas dressed In the rich things | had found In my saddle-bag: Father In white ard the Iridescent
blue

of aquamarines, Gerin red and grey and black,as fine as a lord, riding beslde Hope In her green dress
and sea-coloured emeralds. Grace was next,In gold brocade and rubles, and Roblie, In scarlet and
green, rode close beside her, holding her hand, healthy and strong and happy again. | coud stll see the
‘Whiteln his halr, but now the vivd contrast sutted him, lending his handsome face a wisdom and dignlty
beyond his years.

Behind them hundreds of people walked the white road; more rode In carrlages, and on horsebac,
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light of the sun. As we approached the great front hal, the doors swung open, and the sea of sound and
‘scent and colour swept In and foamed around our feet. My family stood nearest the threshold, and they
looked up with gl expectancy. The crowd caught sight of us, ard everyone sent up a cheer; Greatheart

and his brother nelghed and stamped, and above It ll rang the wikd music of bels and pipes and homs.
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Our father was a merchant, one of the weathiest In the dty. He was the son of a shipwright, and had
gone to sea as a cabln boy when he was not et ten years old; but by the time he was forty, he and his
‘ships were known In mast of the major ports of the world. When he was forty, too, he marrted our

mother, the Lady Marguertte, who was ust seventeen. She came of afine old family that had nothing
but

Its bloodlines leftto live an, and her parents were more than hapgy to acoept my father's sult, withits
generous bridd settlements. But It had been a happy marrlage, old frends told us gids. Our father had
doted on his lovely youngwife —my two ssters took after her, of course, except that her halr had been
red-gold and her eyes amber—and she had worshiped him.

When | was tweve, and Grace was rineteen, she became engaged to ourfather's most promising
Young captaln, Robert Tucker, a blue-eyed, biack halred glant of twenty-elght. He set sal almast

Immediately after thelr betrothal was announced, on a voyage that was o take three long years but
bode

falr to make s fortune. Ther had been a Masque of Courtesy acted out among the three of
them—Robble, Grace, and Father—when the plans for the voyage and the wedding had first been
discussed. Father suggested that they should be marrled right away, that they might have a few weeks
together {and perhaps start a baby, to give Grace something to do while she walted the long months for
his retur) before he set sall. The |ourey could be delayed a ltdle.

Nay, ssdd Robble, he wished to prove himself first; It was o mar's trick to leave His Wife In her

father's house; If he could not care for her Himself as she deserved, then he was no fithusband for her.
But he coud not yet afford a house of His own, and three years was a long tme; perhaps she should be.

froed of the constralnts of thelr betrothal. It was not falr to ane sofalr as she to be asked to walt so
long.

And then of course Grace In her tum stood up and sald that she would walt twenty years If necessary,
and It would be the greatest honaur of her lfe to have the banns published Immediately. And so they
were; and Robble departed a month later.

Grace told Hope and me at great length about this Masque, Just after 1t happened. We sat over tea In
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Graces rose-slk-hung siting room Her tea service was very fine, and she presided over the siverum
ke a grand and gracious hostess, handing rourd her favourtte cups to her beloved sisters as If we too
were grand ladles | put mine down hastlly; after years of taking tea with my sisters, | stl eyed the litte
porcelaln cups askance, and preferred to walt untl | could returm to my study and ringfor my mald to
bring me a proper big mug of tea, and some blscults.

Hope looked vague and dreamy; | was the orly one who saw any humotir In Grace’s

story—although | coud appredate thatIt had not been amusing for the prind pals— bt then, | was the
only one who read poetry for Heasure. Grace blushed when she mentioned the baby, and admitied that
‘while Roblie was ight, of course, she was a weak woman and wish ed —oh, Just the Iitlest biti—that.

they might have bean married before he left. She was even more beautiful when she blushed. Her
sitting

room set her High colour off admirably.
Those first months after Robble set sall must hive been very long ones for her. She who had been the
toast of the town now went to parties very seldom; when Hope and Father protested that there was no
need of her IMng]Ike a nun, she smiled seraphically and sald she ruly didr't wish o go out and mix with
agreat many people anymore. She spent most of her time "setting her linen In order” as she putH; she
‘sewed very prettly—I dorft belleve she had set a crooked stitch since she hemmed her fist sheet at the
afge of ive—and she already had atrousseau that might have been the envy of any three giris.

S0 Hope wernt out alone, With our chaperone, the last of our outgrown govemesses, or sponsored by
one of the many elderly ladles who thought she was Just dellghtiul. But after two years or 5o, Itwas
observed chat the Incomparable Hope als0 began to neglect many fashionable gatherings; an
Incomprehensible development, sincz no banns had been published and no mysterious wasting diseases
‘were whispared about. It was made comprehersible to me one night when sha crept Into my bedroom,
weeping.

I was up It trarslating Sophodes. She explained to me that she had to tell someane, but she:

couldn't be so selfish as to bother Grace When she was preoccupled with Roblie's safety—"Yes, |
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honour understandable to a five-year-old. | heard him out, butwith an expresdon of deepering disgust;
and when he was finished | sald: *Huhl 'd rather be Beauty.” He laughed; and over the next few weelks
told everyone he met this story of his youngest child’s precadity. | found that my ll-considered oinion
became a reallty; the name at least wis attached to me securely.

Al three of us were pretty children, with curly blond halr and biue-grey eyes; and If Graces halr was

the brightest, and Hope's eyes the biggest, well, for the first ten years the difference wasn't too
noticeable. Grace, who was seven years old er than |, grew Into a beauttful, and profoundly graceful,
‘Young girl. Her halr wass wavy and fine and luxuriant, and as butter-yellow asft had been when she was a
baby {sald doting frierds of the family), and her eyes were long:-lashed and as blue as a dear May
moming after raln {sald her dofing swalns). Hope's halr darkened to arlch chestnut-brown, and her big
eyes tumed a smoky green. Grace was an Inch or two the taller, and her skin was rosy where Hope’s
‘was ory-pale; butexaptfor their dramatic colouring my sisterslooked very much allke—Both were
tall ard slim, With tiny walsts, short stralght noses, dimples when they sriled, and small delicate hands
and feet

I was five years younger than Hope, and | dor't know what hanpened to me. As | grew dlder, my

halr turned motisy, nelther blond nor brown, and the baby curl fell out untl al that was left was a

stubborn refusal to cooperate with the curiing Iron; my eyes tumed a muddy hazel. Worse, | didrft
frow;

I was thin, awkward, and undersized, with biglong fingered hands and huge feet. Worst of all, when |

tumed thirteen, my skin broke outIn spots. There hadn’t been a spot In our mother's family for
centures,

I was sure. And Grace and Hope went on being Inocently and ravishingly lovely, with every ellgible
‘Young man—and many more that were neither—dying of love for thern.

Sinae | was the baby of the famlly | was  little spolled. Out mother died less than o years after |
‘was born, and our itde sister Mercy dled two weeks after her. Although we had a series of highly

competent and often affectionate nursemalds and govemesses, my ssters felt that they had raised me.
By
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the time It was evident that | was going to let the fanlly down by being plain, Yd been called Beauty for
over six years; and whie | ime to hate the name, | was 100 proud to ask thit1t be discarded. { wasr't

really very fond of my given name, Hanour, elther, It came to that: It scunded sallow and angular to

as1f honourable” were the hest that could be sad of me. My sisters were too Kind to refer tothe

Incressing Inappropriateness of my nldname. It was all the worse that they were as good -hearted as
they

were beautifu, and thelr kindnesswas sincerely meant.
Our ather, bless him, dldrt seem to notice that there was any egreglous, and deplorable, difference

between his first two daughters ard his youngest. On the contrary, he used to smile atus over the
dinner

table and say how pleased he was that we were growing Into three such dissimilarIndivduds; that he
always felt sormy for familes who looked I1ke petals from the same flower. For a while his lack of
perception hurt me, and | suspected him of hypocrisy; butin time | came to be grateful for his generous
bilndress. | could talk to him openly, about my = dreams for the future, without fear of his pitying me or
doubling rmy motives.

The only comfort | had In belng my sisters’ sister wis that | was “the dever one.” To a certalnextent
this was damring me with falnt pralse, In the same category as accepting my glven name as anepithet
accurately reflecting my limited worth—1t was the best that could be sakd of me. Our govemesses had
always remarked on my clevernessin a pltylng tone of volce. But at least Ftwas true. My Intellectual
ablities gave me arelease, and an excuse. | shunned company because | preferred books; and the
dreams | confided to my father were of becoming a schalar I good eamest, and golng to Universty. It

‘was unheard-of that a woman shoudd do anything of the sort—as several shocked govemesseswere
only

t00 quick to tell me, when | spoke a lttle too baldly—but my father nodded and smiled and sad, “We'll
see.” Since | belleved my father could do anything —except of course make me pretty—I worked and

studied with passionate dedication, ived In hope, and avolded sodety and mirrors.
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can, Just as her husband probably has a good useful spell or two to stulf Into His scarecrow with the
straw, to make It do Itswork a itle betier.” He saw that he had His audience’s fixed attention, so he

grinned at me, and added: "There are even a fow dragons left up north, you know. | saw one once, when

I wasa boy, but they dorft come that far south very often.” Even| knew that dragons could do all sorts

of marvelous things, although only a great magldan could master one.

My opmortunity to discuss Hope's future with Father never arrived. The crash came orly afew days
after my dster’s and my mdnight conversation. The litle fleet of merchant ships Father owned had hita
streak of bad luck; Indeed, since Robert Tucker had set sal In the White Raven three years ago, with the
Windfieet, the Stobart, and the Fartune’s Chonce to bear her compary, nothing had gone right.
‘Shipments were canceled, crops were poor, revolutions disturbed regular commerce; Father's ships
were sunk n siorms, or catured by pirates; many of his warehouses were destroyed, and the clerks
disappeared or retumed home penriless.

‘The final blow was a message brought by a weary, footsore manwho had set sall s third mate on

the Stahort three years ago. The four ships hil been driven apart by a sudden storm. The Stahwart

and the Windfleet had been driven up on the shore and destroyed; only a handful of men surdved. The
Fortunes Ghance was later discavered to have been taken by Firateswho found It lostand disabled
after the storm. OF the White Raven there was no Word, of ship or crew, but1t was presumed lost. The
‘aptain of the Windfieet had survived the wreck of the two ships, but at the cost of a crushed leg that
refused to hed. A year ago the sallor who stoad now, shredding His hat with His hands, ha been sent by
that captain with one other man, to try and work thelr way home and dellver thelr messages, and an

urgent plea for assistance, sinc written letters seemed to have gone astray. There had been a dozen
men

Ieftalive when the palr had set out, but thelr stuation, done I a strange country, was precarious. The
sallor’s companion had died by foul play, and he had heard nothing of the men he had left since shortly

after Hs departure.
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understand,” 15
of

patiently, athough | privately thought Grace would be the betier for the distraction

someane else’s problems—but she, Hope, ha fallen Inlove with Gervain Woodhouse, and was
therefore miserable. | sorted out this curlous statement eventualy.

Gervain was an estimable young man In every way—but he was also an Ironworker In Father's

shipyard. His family were good and honest peaple, but not atall grand, and his prospects were no more
than modest. He had some Ideas about the ballasting of ships, which Father admired, and had been
Invted to the house several times to discuss them, and then stayed on to tea or supper. | suprosed that
this was how he and my sister had met. | didn't follow Hope's account of thelr subsequent romance very
‘well, and didrft atall recogrize her angulshed lover as the reserved and pollte young man that Father
entertained. At ary rate, Hope conduded, she knew Father expected her to make a great match, or at
least agood one, but her heart was given.

“Dor’t be slly* | told her. “Father only wants you to be happy. He's dellghted with the prospect of
Robble a5 o son-In- s, you know, and Grace might have had an earl”

Hope's dimples showed. “An elderly earl.”

“An earlIs an earl,” | sdd severely. "Betier than your count, who tumed out to have a wife In the

atife. If you think you'll be happlest scrubbing tar outof burlap aprons, Father wortt say nay. And,” |
added thoughtfully, "he wil probably buy you several malds to do the scrubbing.”

Hope sighed. "Youare not the slightest bit romantic.”

“You knew that already,” | sald. “But | da remind you that Father s not an ogre, as you know very
wellIf you'd only calm down and think aboutIt. He Himself started as a shipwight; ard you know that
stiltells against usin some cirdes. Orly Mother was real soclety. Father hasn't forgotten. And hellkes
Gervain."

“Oh, Beaty,” Hope sald; "but that’s not all, Ger only stays In the dty for love of me; he doesr't

really ke It here, nor ships and the se He was bom and ralsed north of here, far Inland. He misses the

Forests. He wants to go back, and be a blacksmith again.*
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Ithought about thi. It seemed ke the waste of a first-dasslronworker, | was also, for all my.
scholarship, notentirely free of the dty-bred bellef that the north was a land rather overpopulated by
goblins ard magldans, who went striding about the countryside muttedng wild charms. In the city maglc
‘was more discreetly contained, In Iittle old men and women with bright eyes, who mate up love potions
and cures for warts In retur for modest sums. ButIf this didr/t bother Hope, there was no rewon ft
should bother me.

Isald at last: "Well,wefll miss you. | hope you wor't settle too far away—butIt's stll not an
Insummountable olstade. Look here: Stop Wringlrg your hands and lsten to me. Would you like me to
talk to Father about It irst, since you're so mid 7"

“Oh, that wauld be wonderful of you,” my bright-eyed sister sakd eagerly. "'ve male Gewain

Bromise not to say anything yet, and he feels that our contintied sllence Is not right.” It waz a tradition In
the family that| could “get around” Father best: | was the baby, and 50 an. This was another of my

sisters’ tactful attempts at recompense for the way | locked, but there was some truth to It Father
would

do anything for any of s, but my sisterswere bath a ltte In awe of him.

“Umm, yes,” | sald, looking longingly at my books. "M talk to Father—but give me a week or so,

will you please, sine your've walted this long. Father's got business troubles, as you may have noticed,
and Pd ke to piek my time.*

Hope nodded, cheerfu agaln, called me a darling g, Kised me, and slipped out of the room. | went
back to Sophodes. But to my surprise, | couldn't concentrate; storles 1d heard of the northland crept In
and disrupted the Greek choruses. And there was also the fact that Ger, safe and senslble Ger, fourd our
local witches amusing; 1t was not that he laughed when they were mentioned, but that he became very
stil. Inmy role of tresomeltte I sster, | had harassed Hm about this,til he told me a itle.* Whera |
come from, any old wife can mix a poultice to take off warts; t's something she leams from her mother

‘Wlth how to hem a shirt and how to make gingerbread. O I she cant, she certainly has a nelghbour
who
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“Good evening, Beauty,”

1d 2 great harsh volce.
He stralghtened himsef slowly, but! shrank back. He must have been seven feet tall at full helght,
‘With proportionate breadth of shoulder and chest, ike the great black bears of the north woods. With @

sigh as deep as a storm wind, he ralsed the candelabirum from the table. It Iitas he brought It to
sholder

level, and | was staring suddenly Ino his face. “Ch no,” | cried. When | heard him take a step towand
me, lleaped back In alarm.

“You have nothing to fear,” the Beast sad, as gently as his harshvolce allowed.

He was stll standing, Watching me with those eyes. | reallzed that what made his gaze so awful was
that his eyes were human....

“AFULL-FLEDGED FANTASY NOVEL... | WAS IMMEDIATELY CAPTURED.... BEAUTY

15 A WONDERFUL BOOK *—isoac Askmav's Sclence Fiction Mogazie.

Tomy mother,

because 1twill be along walt for Kilkerran;

and to both Mr. Rochesters,

for alding Mahomet to go to the mountain.

Part One.

5

I was the youngest of three daughters. Ourliter -mird ed mother named us Grace, Hope, and

Honour, but few people except! perhaps the minister who had baptized all three of us remembered my
given name. My father stilikes to tel the story of how | acquired my odd nidname: | had come to him

For further Information when | st discovered that our names meant something besides you-come-
here.

He succeeded In explaining grace and hope, bt he had some dificulty trying to make the concept of
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probably buy them.” He put the hat on stralght, and Hope plcked up his doak and put It around s
shoulders, and arranged the goiden chaln and clasps. Ger stood stll while she fussed over Him, witha bit
of a smlle puling at his mouth. Welooked at him as Hope stepped back. He stil looked ke Ger as we

all knes him, but he was different too; you could Imagine this Ger commanding armes. With his heavy
halr pushed back under the cap, you noticed the helght and breith of Hi forehead, and the stralght
proud lines of his eyebrows and mouth.

“ feel sl he sald. “Don't stare at me 50 and he took the Gap off, and the ok, and dw ndled

agaln to Hope’s husband and the finest blacksmith In a half dozen towns.

“Youlooked like a lord,” sald Hope, smiling.

“Fond wife,” he reglled, putting an arm around her walst.

Grace had left her chalr, the gald dress heaped over the back of It and sqlling across the seat, to ight

‘severd candles and lamps to augment the firellght, “Hf we're going to be grand, we should see what
we're

dolng,” she sald, and as she passed me, she Kssed me and whispered In my ear: “Thank you, dear heart:
Idor'tcare that | canft wearlt; I shall look at It every night, and think of you, 1] even try and think
Kirdlly of your dreadful Beast." | smiled.

Father stood up ard smlled at me too, but 1t was  sad smile. "Very wel, my dear, you win the
day—as you seem aways to do. As Ger says, | dor't urderstand; but there’s maglc at work, so—well,
Pl do what you say, and try to be gl of what we hive —of what you tell us. We shar't letyou out of
our sight for the week, you know.”

Inodded. " hope not”

We all went to bed shortly after thi. | reallzed that! stll hadn't told Grace about Robble.
“Tomorrow,” | thought. “Tonight would have been too soon, too much.

But | mustr/t put It off anymore.” My attic looked Just s | remermbered It orly somewhat cleaner;

Grace ket It much better than | ever had. The sheets on the bed were fresh and dean, not stff ard
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musty with si months’ neglect, and the bed was made up very neatly, whichwas not at all how | hal
left

.1 sac.on the trunk, under the window, and stared out across the meadow and Into the forest.
My thoughts went back to the evering Just past, of the scene around the pariour fire, when | had tried
toplead for my Beast agalnst my family's animasity. | knew now what It was that had happened —1

‘couldr’t tell them that here, athome with them again, | had leamed what | had successfully Ignored
these.

last weeks at the castle; that | had come to love him. They were no less dear to me, but he was dearer

Yet. | thought of the enchantment that | idrt understand, of the puzde Lydla and Bessie expected me.
to

it together; but suddenly these things mattered very lite. | did not need to push them out of my mird,
as

Ihad been doing they simply dropped Into Insignificance.
And In the moantime | was with my family for a woek.

The house fell slent; but the quiet here was simper than the kind of qulet | had Iived In for thelast six
months. | stared at shadows that moved only with the moan, and myears strained afiar echoos that
Weren't there. | crept downsta s agaln and went out o the stable, where | found Greatheart flring
dellcately with the new mare, who wasrrt quite [gnoring him, “Pm not sure a foal next summer Is on the
schedule,” | tod Him. He rubbod his hea agalnst me. *But youfre notlstening,”

1added. | took his bridle down from Its hook and he ralsed his head at once and watched me

Intenty. |freed the red rose that hung from the strap across the forehead, and replaced the bridle, and
the horse related. "Good right lttle one,” I sald, slapping his massive hirdquarters, ard made my way
softly backto the house. | took @ deep bowl from the Ktchen, illed It with water, and tiptoed back
upstals. | put rose and bowl on the window sil; and suddenly | reallzed that | was exhausted. | pulled
my clothes off, and fel asleep as soon as | lay down.

5

Two days passed as quickly as a sigh. On the third day Greatheart and Cider were discovered to
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Undemeath all this was a Jade-green dress, hemmed with emeralds, for Hope; then two long
embroldered dosks and hoods, and soft leather gloves lined with white fur. Undemeath these were fine

dothes for Fatherand Ger; and In a itte soft satchel at the back where | almost averiocked It were

dresses and caps for the bables, Iitle pearl and sapphire pins, and tiny blankets of the finest wool.
The parlour gittered lIke a King's treasure house. | had taken more out of that saddle -bag than could
ever have fitInto It In the firt face; and there was the secord saddle-bag stil ful, that | had not yet
touched. Hope, with a string of emeralds around her neck and a green shasl over one arm, the sliken
fringe traling to her feet, pidked up one of the littie dresses | had lald on the table, and sighed. “'ve
‘wanted to be able to dress the twins In something really ine; butit'simpractical when they grow so

Fast—and these are far more beatful than | was dreaming of. | dor't know, Indeed, what we're golng
to

do with all this—but | love |ustlooking at It. Thankyou, Beauty dear,” and she Kssed me.
I want no presents from the Beast;” sald Father. “Is he trying to buy s off? Let him take his rich
gifis back, and leave us our gi.*

“Please, Father,” | sald. “Think of them as presents from me. 'd ike you to keep them, and think of

me.” Father dropped his eyes, and reluctantly put out a hand and stroked the fur collar of His new
Jacket

Ger sighed. " stll don’t understand—ard | don'tllke not understanding. It makes me feel ke a child
agaln, with my mother telling me bogey stones But | wil doas you say—and, sinc It pleases you—* He
picked up His cap, and twired Iton one finger. "Your Beast must be very fond of you, to be so kind to
‘your family.” Father snorted, but sad nothing, “Thank you both,” Ger sald, and he kissed me too. “Te
always wondered what h would be like to dressllke alord; here’s my opporturity,” He put the hat on

backwards, and pulled it low on his forehead so that the feather tckled his chin. I feel different
already,”

he sald, blowing at the feather, and Hope laughed. “Youlook d fferent,”
“Yes, | will cause quite a stir wearlng this hat and white satin breeches to shoe horses It's a pity |

didn’t ask for a new par of bellows to be thrown In with this d ed. The price of the feather alone would
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more. These are famlly matters, and I've no call o be meddling. There's more here than you care to tell

me, and that's as ltshould be; I'm no kin of yours. But fm fond ofyou, child, 5o | hope you'l excuse

Vd have liked to have seen more of you, birtyou're here for so littie 1l have to leave you to your
Family.*

I was plad to see her, but her common serse and my Inablllty to answer her stralghtforward questions
distressed me, and | was relleved when she ook herleave. The only bright spot was watdhing her and
Father together: They spoke fora few minutes spart from the rest of us, after she had already bid us
food-bye. They were smiling at each otherIn a foolish sort of way that they obviously weren't aware of;

and | cauight Hope watching them narrowly. She caught my eye, smiled ust enough for me to recognize
it

asa smlle, and winked slowly. We tumed our backs on them and retured to the kitchen, where Grace
had gone already, soberly discussing the dyelng of yarn.

John also took home the tale of the wonderful new bellows—brass-bound|—that | had brought from
the iy, which served to soften the opinlons of peoplelike his mother toward my e|-minded aunt. Ger

had found the bellows hung mysterlously In the place of the old ones, which had disappeared, a scant
Few

rinutes before Iohn had arived that first moming after | had come home, and had ust the presence of

mind o explain where they were from. John swore they were more than twice as easy to pump as the
old

ones, forall they were so much bigger.
‘The smooth white road that had brought me to my own back door had disappeared as thoughlt had
never been. That morming, while Ger was discovering his new equ pment, | was walking dong the edge

of the forest. | could find Greatheart's hoofprints, where he had Jumped over the thomy hedge that
grew

Imeguiarly It the forest’s border, but hehind It, nothing, Nothing but rocks and leaves and dirt and pine

needies: no road, no hoofprints, no sign even of arty large animal ford nglts way through the
underbrush.
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I was stil starlrg at Greatheart’s hoofprints as though they were runes when the first wsitors arived
‘with workfor Ger and Father, and discovered the lost lamb retumed to the fold. The house was full of

people for that day, and the day after, and the day after; Id forgotien there were so many people In
Blue

HIl. But my mysterlous arrival piqued thelr curlosity, and many of the men stll remembered
Greatheart's

strangth, and came out to wish us well, and to drnk some of our cider.
‘That third day, Molly arrived shortly before Mr. Lawrey left, ostensiHly to deliver a big Jar of
Melinda's famous pickles, which she remembered | wasfond of, but actually to ask me agaln about the

dity. "She mustkeep you locked In the attic,” Molly s

Impusively. "You haven't seen anything.”
“Well, mostly | study,” | sald apologeticaly.

Molly shook her head In wonder; and then some men who hal come to consult with Father and Ger

‘were brought In for tea. Itwasn't il after dinner that evening, the dishes washed and the cindles it,
that

‘we were alone, and had time to talk. | had been seeing Robble In my mird all aftemocn, since the

minister had left: his thin Face It up by the old happy-go-lucky smile | remembered from the diy, when
he

‘was making the finsl preparations for the Joumney that would make him a fortune and win him a wife.
‘We were stting arourd the parlour fir, busy with handwork, Just as | remembered from the days
before Fathers fateful Journey. | was mending harness; everyone had protested against my working,
‘when| was orly a few days home, but| had Indisted; and It felt good to be doing this homely work agaln,
although my fingers were slower than they once had been. Everything seemed very muchas |

remembered It: | derved much comfort from looking around me and relterating this to myself. | wanted
to

take as much of this contentment and securlty back with me as | could.
Hope finished a seam on the dress she was making, and dragged me away from my bits of leather to

use me as a dressmaker’s dummy, pinning folds of green cotton arourd me. *This lsn't golng to help you
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have escaped the stable, and were gradng, side by side, by the enchanted stream Greatheart, to
everyone's surprise, was Indined to get  lttle huffy and snorty when Gerwent to catch him, and

‘wouldr't let him near the mare, who stood stl,

rs forward, and awalted developments. | had been
‘watching the show from the itchen door, chewinglazlly on a plece of bread and Graces Hackberry

Jelly, but then | went across to Joln them. “Your overgrown lapdog has some temperament after all,*
sald

Ger with arueful smile.
Vil try,” | sald. "We could be all day chasing ther.

“Here, you greatidiot, " | continued, walking towands the horse, who stood In front of his mare,
‘watching my approach, “youfve had yourfun, a proper right of It daresay. Now you cin behave. Duty
aalls” | stopped afew foet away, and held my hand out, palm up, with the last of the bread ard Jelly. Il
Ut youn with the cow If you're not good,” | added. We held each other's eyes fora moment, then
Greatheart dropped is head with a lgh, and ambled over to me, and put his nase In my hand.

“Cart-horse,” | 5

ectionately, and slld the halter | had thoughtfully brought with me over his he:
Greatheart only flcked an ear as Ger slid a rope around the docle Clder's nedk, and we retumed them
tothe stable, Greatheart Investigating all my pockets for more bread. “This should be quite a foal,* sad
Ger. " hope It takes after Iis daddy.”

“Maybe she'll ollow the farnlly precadent and have twirs,” | suggested. The father of the twins gave
me a palned look, and we wentin to breakfast.

5till hadr't told Grace about Robble; | dreaded It, knowing the heartache she had already been
through, and while | knew that what | had seenIn the Beasts glass was true, Itwas sollitle, so verylittle
to ruln Grace’s precarious peace of mind. And since die Beastwas persono non grata at home anyway,
1dislied the prospect of explalning the souree of my Iformatian; my farmily would not have the falth
did In his veradity, and the possibilly of trith In what | el seen would cause an uproar In several

different directions at once. So| continued to put It off, and continued to scold myselffeebiy for so
dolng:
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But that aftemoon the mirister came to cal, Hope and Grace and | were all In the Kitchen, and Grace
asked us with a look to stay. | had not seen Pat Lawrey since my return, and | found mysef estimating
his Worth with the cold calculation Ger used on a fresh load of pi Iron, as he smiled and shook my hand
and told me how well | waslooking and how glad everyone was to see me. He was a nice young man, to
be sure, | thought, but not much else. Grace can't marry him, | thought with a touch of fear; no wonder
she st remembers Robble. Toight, | thought. No more delays.

Melinda's son John, the hoy who worked for Ger, had spread the word of my retum the day after

my unexpected arrval, and the house since then hal seen a sieady stream of vistors, some of them old
friends ike Mellnda and her large family, and some merely acjuantances curlous to see the prodigal. All
‘wanted to know whatlfe In the city was ke, ars | put most of thelr questians off, and lied
uncomfortably when | had to. Everyone thought It was very odd that | had tumed up so sudderly, ke a
mushroom, or a changeling I a cradle.

Melinda had come the very first day; John had gone home for his dinner at noon, Instead of eating

With s, 50 he could start broadcasting the news as soon as posslble. Mellnda came back with him In the
aftermoon, and kissed me and shook me by the shoulders and told me | looked marvelous and how I'd
grownl Her questions were the hardest to turn askle; she wanted very much to know why she hadn't
seen me coming through town—everything that happened In Biue Hill happened In front of the
Grlffin—and what my aunt meant by letting me come alone, ard whether there really had been no
‘warning. She obvlously thought| was belng treated very shabbily, and cnly her good manners prevented
her from sayin so outright | tried to explaln that d left the party | traveled wiih for orly the last few
miles, but she refused to be mallifled. Then she was shocked that | coukd stay only a week—"Afier sx,
seven manths, and a six weeks'|oumey to come here at all? The woman's mad. When are you coming
agaln?"

I dort know,” | sald unhapply.

“You dor’t—* she started, saw the expresslon on my face, ard stopped abrugtly. "Well, M say no
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Father stood up and walked around the roor, and paused as he retumed to the fireplace. "You're
sure," he sald to me, wishing for reassurance ard yetunsure that he could accept It | nodded.

"Magle,” murmured Ger. "Ah, well.”

Father took another turn around the room—{twas too small a raom for a man of i size and hasty
stride—and paused agaln. “l shall write to him at ance. There will be business arrangements to be mate
also. Perhaps | should go myself.” He stood Iresolute.

“No need” sald Ger, “Callaway s setting out for the clty In a few days’ tme. He asked me today If

there was anything he coud do for us—offered to esamrt Beauty, too, sinaz her auint doesrrt seem to be.
providing for her properly. You can trust him with any messages. I you tell him to bring Tucker back
With him, you may be sure he W, tied on the back of his saddle If need be.”

Father smiled. "Yes, Nick Callaway Is a good man. 'd rather not make that|oumey again If| can.”
Everyone avolded looking In my direction. After a tiny pause, Father tumed to Grace. "My dear, s
Yearss a long ime. Perhags you should walt and see?”

“Walt?* she sald. "'ve been walting sb years. Robble worrt have forgotten, any more than | have.

And we're on even terms now, too; nelther of us has a penny of our awn.” This was nat striclly true; by
Blue HIlPs standards, we were very well o, But Grace swept us dl before her on the bright, happy look
she wore, which we had not seen on her face for sbe years. “ltwit be dl ight,” she sald. " Wl notwalt
any longer.*

Ger and Hope exchanged glances and sow smiles.

“Send for him, Father,” sald Grace; her tone was that of a queen commarding, With no thought of
delay or denld. “Please. | will wite to him also.”

“Verywel,” said Father.

‘The next three days crept past me as quickly and secretly as the irst three h

; perhaps even faster,

because after my news of Robble, we were al | preoccipled with Him and with Grace, who could

scarcely remember to put one foot In front of the otherwhen she walked; with the sudden, brutal
urgency
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much,” I sald, holding my arms ot awlkwardly as she pinned a swath across my chest. "I the wrong
shape.* Hope smiled, and spoke throuigh a mouthful of ins. "No You're not,” she sald. “Alll have todo

s shorien the hem. Arerft there any mirarsin that grand castle of yours? | dorft understard how you

could help noticing something.
“She's never noticed anything but books and horses since she was a bt sald Grace, golden head
bowed over a shirt she was making for Richard.

“An ugly baby," | sald.

“Let's not start that agan,” sald Hope. "Dorft fidget, 'l e firished sooner, you sily thing, If you'll
stand stll.*

“The pins stick me," | complalned.

“They would 't I you would stand stll,” Hope sald Inexorably. "But didn't you grow out of your
dothes, and have to have new ones?”

“Well, no,” | sald. "Lydla ard Bessie ahways tend to my wardrobe, and one way or another whatever
they put on me fits.”

“Whew,” sald Hope. | wish the twins’ clothes would do that.”

“Minim,” sald Grace, biting off a thread.

“But that even you shouldn't notice onything* sald Hope, kneeling to fold up the hem.

“Well—the day afier | came home I looked at Great heart’s saddle,” | offered, trying to be helpful,
I remember that the strrup leathers were replaced the irstday | was there. m using them three holes
longer now than | did then. Funny though, | dorft at all remermber moving them.”

“Whatd1d | tell you?” sald Grace, starting on another seam, "Orly Beatity would think to measure
herself by the length of her stmups,” and everybodylaughed. “Oh dear,” sald Hope. “Fve lust apin.
Richard's oot will find It tomorrow. All Aght, foolsh g, you can take It off now,”

“How?" | sald lalrvely.

Afier Jhad been extricated | sat down on the edge of the stone hearth, where | had set my cup of
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dder, near Grace's knee. | hated to break the comfortable sllence. *| —there’s another reason | came
home, |ustnow,” | sald; and everyone stopaed hatever they were doing and looked at me. The slence
‘was sgiintered, not]ust by my words. | looked down Into my cup. "Fve been putting off telllng you.
1¥s—Its about Grace.”

My oldest skter ald the ittle shin on her knees and crossed her hands over I before she looked at

me; and then her eyes were aralous. "Whatls 1t?"

1didrft know any good way tolead up to It "Robble’s come home,” | sald, very low. "He put Inat

the city dock the morming of the day | came horme, | came to tell you—so you wouldr/t marry Mr.
Lawrey tl you'd seen him agaln”

Grace gasped when | first mentioned Robble’s name, and put ouit her hands, which | selzed.

“Robble?” she sald. *Oh, Isit true? | carft belleve t, I've thought of It for so long, Beauity, Is It true?”
Inodded as she stared at me, and then her eyes went blank, and she fell forwards In mylap Ina faint.

11ifted her genly backinto her chalr as the rest of the family stood up and started forwards. Father sid

pillow under her head, and Hope disappeared Into the kitchen and returned with an evl-smelling itte
bottle, Grace stirred and sat up, looking at us as we crouched around her. "It had better be true, now,”
sald Father grimly. "l know,” | answered In an undertone. "But It1s."

Grace looked araund slowly until her eyes rested on me, and her gaze deared. “How do you know?

“Tell me everything. Have you seen him7 But you sald he wasin the city. Please—*

1 saw him the same way | saw you and Hope talkingIn the parlour, that morning,” | sald, and her

eyes Widened, and | heard Hope catch her breath. “The White Raven Is a wreck; | don't know how he
managed to bring her home at al. And he looks il and tired. But he’s alive. And | don’t know what he/I
dowhen he finds out what's happened to you—to all of us.*

“Allve,* whispered Grace, and she looked at Father, with her eyes as g and bright as summer
ralndrops. “We must Invite him to come here as soon as he may. He can rest here, and regain his

strengh.”
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room after room after room, ard no Beast, nor any sense of his presence. At last | came to the litle
room

‘where | had first found him, and where | had seen Robble In the glass. He was sitting In the deen

armchalr as If he had never moved singe | had left him a week before; his hands lay paim up on his
knees,

but the dght one was cured shut.

“Oh, Beast” | sald, *| thought | would never find you.* But he never stirred. “Beastl” | cried. “Oh,
Beast] He's dead, and s all my fault™—and | woke up. The weak grey light that serves as harbinger of
red and golden dawn fantly Iit my window. | fumbled for a candle, fourd and Ift1t, and by Is ittle light
‘saw that the rose floating In the bowl was dying. It had already lost mast of Its petals, which floated on
the water llke tiny, un-seaworthy boats, deseried for safer craft.

“Dear God,” | sald. *| must go back at once.* | dressed and hurried downstalrs, firding my way by
touch through the home | no longer remembered; no one else was sirring |lft the one full saddle -bag.

‘we had never opened, and plcked up the ather, which was more than ample for my small needs; the
bags

had lain undisturbed all this week on the table In the comer of the parlour. | picked up some bread and
dried meat from the Kitchen and ran to the stable. | had marked the tree beside which | had found

Greatheart's hoofprints the moming after my arriva, and now | led my anxtous horse along the border
of

the forest tl | recognized the white kntfe slash In the bark of the tree. | mounted, adjusting hamess as |
rode, and Greatheart was soon crashing through the brush.

Butwe didr/t find the road. Thi did not disturb me at irst; we Jogged, trotied, and cantered steadlly
il the morming sun It our way for us, and the forest floor showed a patchwork green and gold and
brown “You need orly getlost In the woods” | recalled. The edge of die forestwas long since out of
sight | tumed to make sure; beyord trees | saw shadows of trees, and then shadows of shadows. |
dismounted, loosened the girths, and fed myself and the horse some bread; then we walked on side by

side fora litie while, Ull Greatheart was cool. Then myImpatience grew too great, and | remounted and
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we cantered on.

Trees dapped me In the face, and Greatheart’s galt was ineven as he plcked his way over the rough
ground. It ssemed to get Worse the farther we went. It han't been like this on the other two Journeys.
Bynoon we were tired and blown, and Greatheart walked without fidgeting to gofaster. My father and |
had struck the road after only a few hours' easy riding, | dismounted agaln, and we walked together, the

foam dripping out of the horse’s mouth We came atlast to a lttle stream; we both waded and drank
and

splashed our hot faces with the cool water. | noticed the water had an odd taste, a itte bitter, which
lingered In the mouth a long time after drinking.
‘We tumed and followed the course of the stream, for want of a better guide. The way was a litie

easler hare; the trees and thorn bushes did not grow so dasaly together near the Water, where the
ground

‘was softer and covered with low leafy bushes and marsh grass. The stream murmured to Itself, but pald
usna heed, and the sharp smell of the grasses Greatheart broke underfoot bit our throats. The sun
walked down the aftermoon sky, and | sa no sign of the road we were looking for. | knew from
limpses of the sun throlgh the trees that we were” stll heading In more orless the direction we had
started from before dawn; but perhaps thiswas of no useln this forest. Nor did | know Hf die Beast's

castlelay at the geographical centre of the forest, nor whether we were heading towards the centre at
all

‘We could only go on. Twlight came upon us; we Were last In good eamest now. | had little notion of
wooderaft. | had had no notion thatit might be necessary.

Greatheartstrode doggedly on. We had been traveling for over twelve hours, and even Greatheart

‘was nearing the end of hs strength; we had stopped to rest Infrequently and briefly. | coud 't rest |
dismounted ard we walked. Greatheart stumbled occasionaly, more often as the shad ows grew up
around us, didn't notice If | stumbled or not, although when | stood st to look up at the sky my foet In
thelr soft sl ppers took advantag of the pise to tell me that they were sore and brulsed. Greatheart

stood stil, his big head hanging, “This will help a lttle,” | sald, ard took off his saddle and bridle, and
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ofa long and terrble walt ended. Her letter and Fathers were delivered to Nick Callaway, who after
belngassured that| needed no escort declared his Intertion of setting off on the very nextday. “Ive no
reason to hang about, and I'm arxous to get back before the weather tums—Its fsky enough, aslateln
the year as It Is,” he sald. 1 should be there In five weeks, If Vm lucky, and home agaln In twelve, with
Yourfrend, | hope.* He obMously thought there was something a itde odd In my arrangements, but he

Inquired no further after | had reassured him that | was well taken care of. “But my party will be:
traveling

much more slowly than you,” | sald.
“All ight, miss, and a good |oumey to you,” he sald, and rode away, leaving us to be grateful that he
hadn’tasked us where olir mysterlous Information about Captain Tucker's whereabouts had come from
Inthe first place.

On the steth right | sald, "l will have to leave tomorrow, you know ; and everyone spoke at ance,
begging me to stay one more day. | at on the fender, twlsting my ring around my finger, listening
unhapplly. Hope and Grace both started crying, | sald nothing for several minutes, and the tumult
subsided at last, and everyone was sllent, llke moumers at graveslde. Father stood up and put his hand
on my shoukder. “One more day,” he sdld. “Its not even been a full week yet.”

I chewed my lip felt the whole welght of myTamily :Iove concentrated In my father's hard, pushing
me down where | sat. "All dght,” | sdd with dificulty.

I slept badly that right. My sleep had been dreamiess these days at home; In the morings | had felt

vaguely cheated, but had each day quiddy forgotienit In the pleasure of being able to go downstalrs
and

see my father and ssters, brother, and e and

phew over the breakfast table. But this night |

dreamed In haunted snatches of the castle, of vast empty rooms, of the sinlster dlence | had feared
during

my first days there. But now It was worse, becalise my sixth sense caused It to echo through my mind il

my own body felt ke a shell, a cold stony cavern with nothing Init but the wind. The comforting If
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amblgious presence | had learned to trust during the last few months had disappearcd; the castie was
as

solitary and Incalcudable s 1t had been on my first ight there. Where was my Beast?| could notfind
him,

nor could | serse Him anywhere.
I woke up at dawn, rumpled and unrefreshed, and stared at the low slanted celling for several

inutes before | could get myself out of bed. f was moody and distracted all that day, and nothing
pleased me; | d1d not belong here, and | should not stay. | tred to hide mylmpatience, but my family
‘watched me unhapply, ard uncomprehendingly, tl | could not meet anyone’s eyes. That everingas |
huddled by the fire, my hands Idle but restless, Father sald: “You will leave tomorrow morming?” His
volae wasa litle unsteady.

Hooked up at him, around at all of them. *| must. 'm sorry. Please try to understand. | promised.”
Fathertried to smlle, but didn’t quite manage It. "You were well named,” he sald. "Atleast —I wil

stll drearn about you often?”

Inodded.

“As least | know that much now,” he sald with an effort.

I couldn't speak, and soon afterwands | wert upstalrs. lald aslde the plain clothes that Grace and

Hope hadlent me, and shook out the creases In the dress | had wom when | arived; my dsters had
‘Wanted to wash and press tfor me, but| had refused; there was no need to gve them extra work They
acceded to what they were pleased to term my perverity eventually; with great pracical knowledge of

‘such matters, they sald | would ruln my lovely dress, but | shook my head. | would leave It to Lydia’s

and Bessle’s Inspired care. There was Itle paddng to do; then | lay down and tried to sleep. But this.
night was worse than the last, and | tossed and turmed and dawed at the beddothes. | fell asleep at lat,
but my dreams were troubled.

Idreamed that| was waking through the castle, looking for the Beast, and, as In my dreams of the

night before, | could not find him. ) am eadly found, If you want me,” he had sald. But| hurrled through
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had tofind the Beast.
The great front doors to the castle were open, to my Intense rellef. | ran Inside. Alantem It Its wick
nearly gutiering. | picked It up and ad)usted It; ftwas plain hammered copper, with a glass bubble to
protect the flame. | carrled It with me down the corridor. The diring hall was cold and stl, ke the
parlour apposite, though both the daors stood wide. | wernt upstalrs.

It was muuch Worse than my dreams had been. |was tired, deadly tired, and sore and hungry, and so

flthy that the creases of my petticoats chafed me when | moved; ard my feet hurt worse with every
step.

1 was too tired to think; all that my mind held was: 7| must find my Beast* But | couldr’t ird him. | was
to0 tired even to call doud to him, and too rumb to hear even If he had answered. All my serses were
dull; | could catch no feeling of his presence. The castle had never been solarge. | crossed hundreds of
hals, passed through thousands of rooms. | didn'teven find my room, nor d1d 1 hear any rusting that
might have been Besle or Lydla. The castle was deserted, and as chil and dark as f It had stood empty
for many years. Some of the thicker shalows might have been dust and cobwebs. It was fortunate that |
carrled a lamp with me, because few of the candles Iit stmy approach, and many of them winked once
or twlce and went out again as f the effort were too much. My arm ached with holding mylantem aloft,
and tsight trembled with my arm/'s shivering; I faint glow splled around me, but none of the shadows
held the Beast. My stumbling footsteps echoed In solftude.

More time passed. | tdpped over the edge of a carpet and fell sprawling; the lamp tured over and

wert out. lay where | was, too exhatisted to move, and found myself weeping. | dragged myself toa

sitting position, disgusted at myweakness, and looked hopelessly down the long hall In the direction |
had

been going when I fell;and I the darkness | saw a tiny puddle of Ight. A ight. | got to my feet and went
towardslt.
It was the room | had found the Beast In on the first night, and the room | ha dreamed aboutlast

night A dying fire In the hearth cast the dimlight | had seen through the partly open door; It creaked on
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Its hinges when | pushed It farther open. He was sitting In the wing chalr, his dosed right hand on his

knee, asIf he hadrt moved since | had left him over a week ago. “Beastl” | cled, and he didrft move.

“You can'tdle. Please dontdie. Come back to me,” | sald, weeping agaln, kneeling down by the chalr.
He didn’t move. | looked arourd widly. The bowl of roses stll sat by s elbow. The flowers were
brown, and petalslay scatiered on the floar. | pulled the white handkerchlef from his breast pocket and
dipped It In the water, thenlald It across the Beast's forchead. "My love, wake up,” | sald.

‘With & motion as slow as centurles he opened s eyes. | didn't dare move. He blinked, ard some

light retumed to his dul eyes, and he saw me. “Beauty,” he sdd.

Ve here, dear Beast,” | sald.

“ thought you had broken your promise,* he sald; there wasn't a shate of reproachin His volce, and
foramoment | coud't answer. *| started late,” | sald, "and then It took me a very long time to fird my
‘way through the forest.*

“Yes, Itwould,” he sald, speaking with pauses between the words. “F'm sorry. | couldrt help you.”
“tdoesn’tmatter,” | sad, "as long as you're all ight. Butwill you be all right now? ll never leave

You agaln.*

He smiled. "Pll be all dght. Thark you, Beauty.”

1 slghed, and started to get o my feet; but | staggered, and saved mysalf only by dutching the arm of
the chalr. The world splashed around me ke black water In a bilge, and | couldn't find my feet. The
Beast reached out a hand, and | sank onto his lap. *Vm sorry,* | sad.

“You're very tired, you must rest now,” he sad. “You're safe home.”

Ishaok my heal. Now that my most pressing fear had been disposed of, a few thoughts stole
tentatively back Inside my mind. “Not yet. | have to see to Greatheart—td stil be n the forest without
him—but | had to find you first—and then there’s something | must ell you.”

“Not now,” he sald.

“Yes, now,” | replled. | paused a minute while the workd stopped pitching and rolling. | could hear
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hung them neatly on a convenlent tree-limb. "Maybe we'll be able to come back for them.” | took what
remained of the food | had brought, then hung the saddiebag over the pommel. After a moment’s

thought, I pulled off my heavy skirt, added it to the plle, and tied my doak over my petticoats and
twisted

Ittightly around me with a ibbon. "Come dong” | sald. Greatheart shook himself gingery and lo oked at
me. * dort know what’s hapening either. Come along;* And he followed me. The absence of that skirt
made a big difference to my feet.

The last bit of daylight was fading and leaving the silver water black when | s something pale.
glimmer through the trees to my left. It was long and low, too stll and too stralght for runningwater.
‘aught my breath, and began to strugele through the suddenly dense undergrowih, Greatheart snorting
and crashing behird me. It as the road. It stretched out to my right, and ended a few feet to my left,In
ragged patches of sand and stone. It dd not rin as smooth and stralght as | remembered, but my eyes
were blurred and tired. My feet touched the road Just as the last ight died, leaving the road a grey
‘smudge In the blackness.

“We'll have to wattrll moonrise now,” | sald fretfully. After standing, looking uselessly around me for

afew minutes, | went back to the side of the road and sat down under  tree. Greatheart Investigated

thenwandered out nto the sandy road and had a good roll, with much snorting and blowlng and waving
of legs. He retumed to drip dust on me, and | fed him some more bread. He ate a fewleaves off the tree
I was under, then settled down on threelegs for @ nap. | sat, hands around my knees, walting tll the

moon climbed highenough for us to make out our way. It seemed llke hours, but It wasn’tlong; the
moon

rose early, the sky was dear and cloudless; even the starlghtwas bright enough to cast a few shadows
through the tangled undergrowth. The road was a dim pale rbbon, leading farther Into the forest,

promising nothing, | sighed, then walked over to the horse and thumped his shoulder. He opened his
eyes

and looked at me. "Do you think you might be Adden?” | rubbed some of the dirt off his back with a
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corner of my doak, and mounted with the ald of a low-hanging branch. | had first taught Him to respond

tomylegs and volce when he was a yearling, before he had ever worn ary hamess; but that was along

tirme ago, and I felt very Insecure on a back as broad as his was now, whthaut a saddle. But he stepped

onto the road and broke Into a gertle trot, ittle more than a shufle, and | clung to his mane and
managed

Falrly well. Ifound myself falling asleep as | rode. All that kept me awake at all was the horse’s changes
of galt, wak to]og, a brief canter, and walk agaln, as he set his oWn pace. His head was up and his ears
pricked; | conentrated on not falllng off—and on not thinking what might lle shead of me. Firstwe had
tofind the castle.

Any number of nights may have passed without my knowledge or comprehenslon, Greatheart shified
from a o to awalk, ard then stopped dtogather. | opened my eyes and looked around vaguely. We
had come to the big siiver gates, but they remalned closed, even when Great-heart put his nose out and
touched them. | kneed the horse around til | could reach outand push them with my hand; the surface
‘was smooth and sightly chilly to the flat of my palm. Thenlt quivered like the skin of an anlmal, and

‘seemed to flush with a warm grey light like the earth's fist dawn. It swung open dowly with the sound
of

‘someone breathing | did not wonder at thislong; Greatheart broke Into a gallop as so on as the gates
opened wide enough to let us through. | dug in with my hands and legs and held on.

We didn't see the castle tl we were almast upon It. It was dark, darker than the shadows around It;
even the moanlight shunned It. The lights In the garden were few ard dim, and blocked to us aswe
galloped through the meadow and the stand of omamental trees. Greatheart went stralght to the stable
and stopped. | s1d off s back, my legs almost folding under me when myfeet touched the ground. The
stable door didn’t open. | put both hands agalnst I, and It shuddered, as the gate had; butt remained
shut.| pushed itIn the direction It usually opened, and as slowly and wearlly as Sisyphus | forces It open.
One or two candleslit wanly as we went In. | opened a stall door and sent Greatheart In, hot as he was,

threw a blanket over him, gave him a swift pat and word of thanks, and left him. | would tend him later. |
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the Beast breathing; | didr't think he harl been when | first entered the room. "Laok,” | sald. “Dawn*

Tendrls of pink were dimbing above the forest, and a Iitle hesitating light came through the window,
and

we could see each other’s faces clearly. The Beast was wearing golden velvet, | noticed, Instead of the
darkbrown | had last seen.
 canft sleep now,” | sald. “It’s daylight. What | want Is breakfast.* And | stood up, and walked to

the window. As the light Increased, a little of my strength returmed. | leaned my elbows on the window
sil

and looked out across the gardens. They had neverlooked so beautful to me before. The Beast Jolned
me at the window. *It's good to be back,” | sald.

“Were your family pleased with the news you brought?” he sakd.

Inodded. “Yes. Grace Worr't be good for anything now, tl they have had proper news of him. But
that's all Aght too. They hope helride back with the man wha's carrying her and Father’s letters to Him.
‘Will you et me—sometimes—laok In the glass agaln?* | added tmidly.

‘The Beast nodded. "OF course. You know, though, | feel a itde sorry for the young minlster.”

Hooked out the window agaln. | waved a hand, Indicating vaguely the sweep of garden ard

meadow, and sald, "You—this hasrt suffered any lasting harm by my—er—delay, has It?*

“No, Beauty, don't worry,” he sald.

I hesitated. “What would have happened—If | hadn't come?”

“Happened?Nothing” he sald. Nothing at all."

Istared at him, not comprehending, as Hs answer hung between usIn the morning alr. Nothing?

But—* And | stoped, not wanting to mention, or remernber, his dreadful stllness when | had st
entered the room.
1 was dying?” he sakl. “Yes. | would have died, and you and Greatheart would have retumed to

‘Your family; arld In ancther two hurd red years this castle would have been lost Ina garden run wid,
with

the forest growing up to the dooryard, and birds nesting In the towers. And In two hundred years after
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that, even thelegends would have left, and only the stones remalned.”
I1o0ka deep breath, “This Is what | have to tel you then,” | said, looking p at him. The Beast

looked at me Ingurirgly. | looked down agaln, and sald In a ush, to the grey stones of the windaw sil,"|
love you, and | want to marry you"

Perhaps | falnted, but 1twasn't at alllike the irst ime. The Beast disappeared, and then everything

else did too, or perhaps Itall happened at once. There was a Wid explosion of light, as If the sun had

burst; then, ike a shock wave, there rase up a great din of what sourded like bells ringing huge
cathedral

bells, and crowds shouting and cheering, horses nelghing even cannons firing, | huddied down where |

stood and pressed my hands to my ears, but this helped not at al. The castle trembled urderfoot as If
the

stones were apalauding In thelr foundations; and then | could feel nothing under my foet at al, and |
was

buoved up by ight and sound. Then It all ceased as quicly as It had begun. Ilowered my hands and
‘opened my eyes cautiously. The gardens looked |ust the same; perhaps the sunllght was a bit brighter;
bt then Itwas moming, and the sun was rising. | tumed around and looked Into the room.

The Beast was nawhere to be seen. A man stood beside me, dressed In golden velvet, as the Beast

had been, with white lace at his throat and wrists. He had brown eyes, and curly brown hr streaked
‘With grey. He was taller than | was, though not o tall as the Beast; and as | looked at him In surprise, he
smiled at me, a litdle uncertalrly It seemed. He was gquite alarmingly handsome, and | bllrked and feit
foolish, My Beast,” | sald, and my volce sounded shril. | felt ke a scrubly schoolgh beside this grand
gentieman. “Where s he? | must gofind him—* And | backed away from the window, stlllooking at my
unexpected visitor.

“Walt, Beauty,” the man sad.

I stopped. "Your volce, | said. ) know Youir Vol ”

1 am the Beast,” he sad. | was lald urder an enchantment to Iive as a dreadful Beast untl some

‘malden should love me In spite of my uginess, and promise to marry me.*
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‘couldr’t cateh the words. Whatever It was, | fourd myself hauled to myfeet and tumbled In soveral

directions at once; and when | emerged agaln, breathless, the fary dress was gone. So, mysixth sense

told me, were Lydia and Bessle. | was Wearlng a dress of an Indeterminate colour somewhere
between belge and grey; the only decoration was a white yoke, and plain white cuffs on the long
stralght seeves. The high round collar reached nearly tomy chin. | laughed, and went over to open the
door. As | moved, felt something around my neck; | put my hand up. It was the griffin.

Iopened the doar, and the Beast looked at me gravely. 1 fear that they are angry with you,” he sald.
“Yes, | think you're right,”  sald cheerfully. "What did you say to them? Whatever |t ws, It nearly
deafened me. If deafened Is the word

“Did you hear that? P sonry. Pl be more careful In the future.”

“That's all Aght,” | sald. It produced the desired result,”

“Shall we go down then?” he sald. He turned, and waved me towards the starcase.

Hooked at him a moment. "Aren't you going to offer me your arm” | sald.

‘There was a sllence, while we stared at one another, as If every candle, every tlle In the mosalcfloor
and coloured thread In the tapestries, had caught Its breath and was halding 1t as It watched. The Beast
‘walked the few paces back to me, tumed, and offered me His arm. 11aki my hand on 1t, and we walked
downstalrs

a

‘Summer turned grad ualy, peacefully, to autumn. | had been In the Beast’s castle for over six months.

I was o nearer the answer to the rddle of the maglc that Lydla and Bessle Hinted was lald on the Beast
and his estate; nor did my sikth sense develop any further. Or at least—1 d1dn't think so. | found | could
read more of the books In the llbrary with comprehenslon; If | stopped and tried dellberately to envision,
say, amotorcar, | managed only a headache, and my reading was spolled. But f once | slipped Into an
author's world, nothing In tdisturbed me, and | coud slip out of It agaln when | closed the book. But

erhaps there was nothing really mysterious In that | had accepted Cassandra and Medea, and Parls's
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Melinda had managed o find some thread from her own large supply that would ust match the green
cotton she wanted to makel nto a dress. Grace set the ful bowls around while Hope cut bread, and
Father passed the plate of fied ham. The bables were Wielding spoons, sort of; Richard was mashing
his bitof bread Into the bottom of his bowl wih the back of his spoon, to the accompariment of much
Interesting splashing. Mercy tred to help, il thelr mother preverted her, and also rearranged her sor's
hold on his spoon. 1ts nice to have the cool weather back,” sald Grace; "cooking over the fire In the
middle of summer exhausts me.”

“Yes, | ke fall" sald Hope, "after harvest, when everyone has the first bit of breathing space dnce

‘spring sowing, Thatwas quite a storm we had last right, though, wasrt 17 But this morni ngls far; It
must

have Hown Itself out.”
s funny, the way the roses never seem to lose thelr petals, even with the wind,” murmured Grace,
and she and Hope glanced towards a vase on the table tht held a dozen gold and red and white roses.
O the way they never grow over the windows,” sald Hope, "They've never been prined, have they?”
Grace shook her head.

Ger glanced over at them. "Pruned?” he Inguired.

“The roses. Beauty's roses,” sald Grace. "They never need pruning, And they don't seem to care
aboutstorms that take the heads off all the other Bowers within miles of here.*

“And after they're cut, they llve a month to the day, looking as I they ha Just been brought Irside,
and then they die In a night* sald Hope.

Ger smiled and shrugged. “It's a good omen, don’t you think? The flowers so beautiful and all7 |
‘wonder I theyl bioom all through the winter? That'l make the towrspeople talk”

 think theyl ahways bloom,” sald Father. “Summer or winter.”

Gerlooked at Hm. "Did you dream about herlastnight?”

“Yes." He paused. “She was riding Greatheart towards the castle. She was wearinga long Hue

hablt, and a cloak that billowed out behind her. She waved at someone | couldn't see. She looked
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happy.” He shook his head. "l dream about her —often, as you know. And I'e noticed—oh, Just
recently s occurred to me —she’s changed. Changing First | thought, ' forgetting her, and It mate
me very urhappy. But Its not that. She’s changing. My dreams are as vivd as ever, but the Beauty |
see s different.”

“"How?* asked Grace.

“ dort know. Iwish | dd. | wish | knew where the dreams come from—whether | dream truly.”
“ thinkyou do,” sald Hope. *I belleve you do. 1€ ke the roses; they comfort us.”

Father smiled. "l ke to think that too.”

‘Then Mercy sdd Ina dear thin treble: "When s Beauty coming home?”

Her wordswere llke a rock In a qulet pool that , the dreamer, was looking Into: | saw only the

beginnings of wonder, surprise, and a litle fearln the faces of the rest of the family before the Image:
was

shattered, and my sleeqwith It: My first coherent thought, as | awake, was: | was wearlng the blue hatit
Yesterday; | saw the Beast, and wawved at him, as we cantered back towands the castle.

Dawn came dear and pale through my window. The storm was blown away and the sky was blue

and doud—

ess. | was still #red; | nodded over my teacus, and walked dowly downsta s and outinto the

garden

“Good moming, Beauty,” sald the Beast.

“Good moming,” | retumed, and yawned. Ym sorry. The storm kept me awake most of the night |
‘was tired, and didn't mean to add: "And | had an upsetting drean Just before | woke up,” and I yawned
agaln, and then realized what 'd sald.

“Whatwas It7* he asked.

s ot Important,” | mumbled. We had been walking towards the stable as we spoke, and | went

Inside to let Greatheart out. He ambied through the door, pricked hisears at the Beast, and wandered
off
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cholce among three goddesses as the reason for the Trofan War, and other Improbabies long before |

read about steam-engines and telephones; | had accepted my life In this castle, for example. The
prindple

‘was probably the same.
I continued tollsten to Lydia and Bessle's conversations without acknowledging that | could hear

them, but  leamed nothing that was useful. | had trouble, sometimes, when | Inadverte ntly made
comments | shouldn't have been able to make. But Lydla was stralghtiorward and trusting and never —
think—suspected. Besse may have; she was the quieter of the twa, and | didr't know her as well; and
she sad nothing that would Indicate one way or ancther. Perhaps the Beast had warned then. | dide't
see the princess's dress again, nor the convent schoolgi’s dress, and nelther of them referred to that
Inddent; although, once or i, Lydla sald with meaning during minor squabbles: "Now we know how
stubbom she can be.” Whereupon | won.

Ioccaslondly heard other things talking o one anather, especialy the plites and trays and glasses on

the grand dinner table; but they spoke In

language that | had neverleamed. | understood a phrase,
‘sometimes, by notlistening; It was usually something ike Here you, move over,” or I worft have this,

1¥s my tum,” that would sl Into my mind. But mostly | heard nothing more than echoes behind the
dink

of siiver and crystal. This, with Lydla and Besde, served to make me fed! far lesslonely; and the castle
never again seemed asImmense and salltary as 1t onae had after Vd heard, one or twice.

“Hsst—wake up, you,” and seen a startled candle burst Into flame.

And | always knew where the Beast ws. If he w at a good distance, | could Ignore him. If he was
nearby, It was i ke lstering to the soughing of wind through tall rees —1t was there, and while | could
choose not to pay attention tolt, | couldrt pretend It didr't exist. Usually this atter situation prevalled.
“Beast,” | sald, exmperated, about a week afier the night I'd falned, "do you dways lurk ke this?"
ke to watchyou,” he sad. "Does It disturh you?”

“Oh—well," | sald, off balance. *| suppose not.” When I looked out aver the forest from my
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bedroom window there was o rosy flush of auturn leaves among the evergreens, and | began to wear a
doak agaln on the aftemaon rides. | thought of my famlly as little as possible, putiing them out of my
head, and resisting any attempts to returm to them. Although | had almast contrived to forget what the
Beast had sald that night many weeks ago, Just before | falnted, It was nonetheless the reason that| had
since then chosen never to think about the future. When | did remember my family —and | dreamed of
them very often, norwere they ever far from my conselous mind, even If| would not entertaln them
there— thought of them as | had left them. | avokled thinking about how much the bables must have
grown, ard whether Ger and Father had had time to bulld the extra room on the house as they had

planned. | never dlowed myself to think about seein them agaln. And much decper thanall of this In
my

mind, where | probably couldrft have reached It even If | had wanted to, was the thought that | couldn’t
leave my Beast now even Hf the opportunity were offered. | stll wanted to visit my famly, and | missed

them desperately; but not Iflewing this world to retum to theirs meant that | could not come hack
here.

But | was only dirmly aware of the smalest part of this. Consclously | understood orly that to save myself
needless pain | must not think about my lfe before | had come toive In the cistle.

And every night before | left him In the dining hall the Beast asked, “Beauty, wi| you marry me?" And
every night | dosed my eyes, my heart, and my mind, ard reled, "No, Beast.”

“This magicland was not entirely free of the lashing storms of auturm. In October there was a day
heavy and grey with foreboding, and that right | had dficulty sleeping, as the douds crept lower and

lower, and hung themselves baefuly arourd the castle’s high towers It was past midnight when the
rain

Anally broke through; but even then|t was nearly dawn when | fell uneasily asleep, and dreamed. |
dreamed of my farily, as | often did, but never before had | dreamed of them with such Widness.
They were eating breakfast—I couid even smel the thick porridge as Grace spooned It Into bowls.
Everyone sat around the Kitchen table, and there were tWo conversations golng on at once. Ger and

Father were having a friendly argument over the cutting of floorboards; Hope was telling Grace that
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Grace nodded. "l can't help 1" she sald through her tears. "We never knew. And | don'tlove Pat
Lawrey—

I5tlllove RobBie. | can't seem to think of anyone else. | carft even try to. Have | been terbly unfalr
toMr. Lawrey?"

“No," sald Hope, as If she wererrt quite sure. "No, don't warry about that But Father will

encourage him, you know, and he'll start courting youn eamest. Oh, my dear, you must try to put
Robble ot of your mird. You can't waste your life ke this. Its been six years.*

I know,” sald Grace. “Do you think Pve forgotten a day of 1t7 ButIt's no use.”

“Try," sald Hope. Please. Mr. Lawrey loves you and would be good to you. You needrt love him

as youdId Robbie.” Hope's volce was Unsteily and she had begun to weep also. “Just be good 1o
him—time and his love for you will do the rest. fm sure of It. Please, Grace.”

Grace looked at her like a lost child. “Must 17 Is ths the only wayleft to me?”

“Yes," sald Hope. “Trust me. Its for your own good— know It. And It would dlease Father so

much. You know how he worrles about you.”

“Yes.” Grace bowed her head. "Very well; | Wil do as you say,” she WHspered.

‘The mist gathered around the Ficture again, and then across It, and my dsters disappeared. “Oh,
poor Grace,” | sald, "poor Grace. | wonder what did happen to Robble?”

sl spoke, the mist disappeared ke a fog before a high wird, and a man stepped down froma

shigfs ide to the dock. There was a briskwind blowing acrass a harbour | knew well: | had grown up
onItand beslde It | could see one of the warehouses that used to belong to

Father. It had had a new addition bult onto t, and It was freshly palnted. The ship the manleft was
two-masted, but the secord mast had been snapped offa third of Itslength from the deck, and a spar
lashed to the stump. The rest of the ship was sadly battered also; there were gaps In her ralling, hasty
patches on her sides and her deck; most of the forward cabin had been torn away, and canvas sheeting

tumed the remalns Into a sort of tent. The men who manned her Were ragged and hollow-eyed, nor
were
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there many of them; but they stood to attentlon with a pride that showed In thelr faces and In thelr

bearing. Several men from the shore came hurying up to the one who ha Just stepped off the ship.
They

‘made a curlous contrast: These men were stout and heafthy, and well-dressed. The man they
confronted

‘was much taller than they, but thin and pale as T he had been very ll recently and had notyet fully
recovered. His black hair was streaked with white.

“Please excuse me, masters,” he sald; "we lost both our skiffs over the side durlng storms | thought It
‘Would be best to tie up at the dock rather than trust to luck In haling anther ship In the harbour. You
see,” he add ed with a grin, "V'm afrad we've lost our anchor also, and the old tub s leaking so fast that

thought it would be well that my men be near enough to leap ashore when the time comes. We're not
it

For much swimming.”
Irecognized the grin when | hadn't recognized the man. Itwas Robble.

“But who are you, dr?* sakd one of the men who approached him.

“My name Is Robert Tucker, and my ship—what's left of her—s the White Roven. I sall—or | used
to—for Roderlck Huston. | set out six years agio With three other ships: the Stolwort the Windfieet, and
the Fortune’s Chance. I'm afrald we ran Into rather more trouble thanwe were expecting.” | couldr’t
see the faces of the men he was talking to. One yourg lad, dressed like an offlae boy, detached himself
from the group and ran off to spread the news. After a pase, Robble went an: “Can you tel me what's
become of the other three? We lost track of them entirely, four years ago, duringa storm —the first
storm” he sald wryly. “And where might | find Mr. Huston? Things have changed, | see, since we've

bean gone,” and he nodded towands the warchouse | had noticed . "He must have written us offlong

since. We've not been anywhere that we could well send a message from. | tried, once or twice, but |
don't suppose they ever arrived.”
And then the mist oblterated the picture onae agaln, and | found myself staring at the top of a table In

adark room In the Beast's castle, "Robbie,” | sald. "He's come home—hes allvel And Grace doesr't
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In search of grass. The meadows were st wet from last night’s raln; | was wearing boots, but the hem
of

my dress was soan soaked through.

After several minutes’ slence, the Beast sald: “Was It about your family?"

1 opened my mouith to deny It and changed my mird. | nodded, looking down and kiding at a dalsy.
It shook tself free of ralndrops that the sunlight tumed Into a halo, "Must you read my mind?* | said
 can't,” sald die Beast "But In this case your face Is transparent enough*

“ dream about them alot,” | sad, “but it was different this ime. It wis llke watching them—It was as
If1 were reallyln the room, except they could 't see me. | could see the knotsIn the wood of the
table—not because | remembered them, but because | saw them. Ger had a bandage wrapped around
one thumb. | recognized the shirt Father was wearlng, but It had anew patch on one shoulder. | saw
them”

The Beast nodded. “Did you hear them too?*

“Yes,” I sald slowly. “They—they were talldng about me. Ard the rases. My father sald he had

dreamed about me— was riding towards the castle, | Was wearing my biue habtt, and | looked happy.

He sald he wished he knew If he dreamed truly

nd Hope sald she was sure he dld, that the dreams and
the roses were to comfort them.”

“She's right,” sald the Beast.

“How do you know?” | asked.

“The roses are mine,” sald the Beast. “And | send the dreams."

Istared athim.

“He dreams about you nearly every night, and tells die rest of your family about It the next day. It

does comfort them, | think. | am careful not ta let him see me.”

“How do you know? Can you see them?” | sald, stll staring,

He looked away. “Yes; | can see them.”

May 17
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He locked at me, and his eyes were unhapgy. “I will shaw you, If you wish It.”
“Please,” | sald. “Oh, Hease show me.”

1 put Greatheart away, and the Beast took me back Inside the castle, up stalrs and down hallways

‘and up more stalrs to the room | had found him In on the very first nlght. He dosed the curtalrs and the
door, and | noticed that the smal table that stood behind the Beast's armchalr giftiered strangely. He
went over to tand peered at t; then he picked up a glass that stood on the mantelplece, and sald a few
‘Wordsas he poured a litle of Its contents onto the tabletop. He replaced the gass rand sald to me,
“Come here, stand by me.*

I could see that on the table a thick plate of what looked ke pale nephrite lay. The gitter had died,

and there Was a cloudy grey swirling ike harbour water Just after the tum of the tide. It cleared slowly.
I5aw my ssters In the parlour, Grace was sitting, head In hands, and Hope stood In front of her,

hands on Graces shoulders. “What's wrong, dearest?” she sald. “What's wrong?* Momning surlight
streamed In the window, and | heard Ger'slaugh, fantly, from the shop. “Is It something about M.
Lawrey? I|ust saw him leaving.”

Grace nodded slowly, and spoke Into her hands. “He wants to marry me.*

Hope knelt down and pulled Grace’s hards away from her face, and they looked at one another.

“He has asked you?*

“Not quite. He's much too proper—you know. But his hints—and he Just told me that he wants to
'speak to Father. Whatelse could he mean?"

“Of course,” sald Hope. "We've suspected all summer that this was coming, Father will be

pleased—he thinks Mr. Lawreyls a very good sort of young man. It be all ight You'll make a lovely
inlsierswife, you're so good and patient.*

Grace’s eyesfilled with tears. "No,” she whispered. | can't.” The tnars splled over and ran down

her pale face. Hope reached out and touched her sister's et cheek with her hand. Her volce was a

whisper too. “You're not st thinking of Robble, are you?"
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know—ch dear—Beast,” | s

, tuming to him, "Is what 'm seelng happening now? Has Robble orly
Just docked? And Grace arly ust had her conversation with Hope?"

‘The Beast nodded.

“Then €5 not too late, | sald. "Yet. Oh dear. If Robbie sets out for Blue HIl today It take him

nearly two months —and he wouldrt, besides: He'l stay and see to the ship, and his men. And he's not
‘well—you can see that ust bylooking at him. | worder If hell even send a message. You can never tell
‘with these desperately honour-bound people; he may think he has to put It off for some reason. Gh
dear,” | sald. | walked away from the table, and paced up and down the room several times. The Beast
‘wiped a doth carefully over the table and then sat down In the big chalr near I, but | was preoccupled
and pald Him it attention. “Grace must be told. f she gets herself engaged to that young minlster —f

she even foels that she’s encouraged him to belleve that she would accept his suft —shefll go through
with

It. Shel feel she must, Roble or no Rabble.

“Boast—could youserd her a dream—talling her about Robble?”

He shifted in his chalr. *I could try, but| doubt that! would be successful. And even Il were, she
would not belleve It*

“Why? Father belleves

“Yes, but he wants to—and thre are the roses that remind him that there Is some maglcat wark
Gracs often dreams that Robbla Is safely home. She knows that tha dreams are wralths of har own love,
and 5o she has tralned herself not to belleve. She would not belleve any drearm | sent. And —well—toth
Your sisters’ minds are strongly pragmatic; Pm not sure | could send them anything at all. Your father|s
different—solls Ger, for that mater; sols Mercy. But nelther your father nor Ger would mention
dreaming of Robbie, you know, to save your sister paln; and Mercy Is too young.”

| pausead In my pacing, "You know a great deal about my farmlly.”

I have watched them many hours, since your father rode home alone. They have grown very dear to

me, perhags for your sake; and | have watched to see that they were well”
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“Then let me go home—ust for a day—an hour—to tell Grace. She mustrft marry Lawrey —shel
be miserable for the rest of her life, after she finds out that her heartwas right about Robble. And then
they/ll know tao that V'm allright, that ' happy here, that they needr't worry about me anymore. And
then Ml come back. And 1l never ask toleave agaln. Please, Beast. Please.” | knelt downln front of him
‘and put my hands on his knees. The room was sl dark, the curtalns unopened, and His face was Hdden
In the darker shadows of the wing chalr; al | could see was a gliter of eyes. There was a long sllence,
‘while | could hear nothing but the quick heave of my own breathing.

I can deny you nothing,” he sald at last, If you truly want It. Even If It should cost me mylife.” He
tooka deep breath; It seemed that he would suck Inall the @r Inthe room. *Go home, then. | can give
You a week” He leaned forwards. There was a bowl of roses on a what-not at his elbow; he Iified outa
great red ane, lIlke the one Father had brought home nearly eight months ago. “Take this." took I the
stem stil wet, cool against my fingers. "For a week It will remalnfresh and blooming as It is now; but at
the end of the week It will droop ard dle. You il know then that your fathful Beasts dying too. For|
annot live without you, Beauty.”

Hooked at him, appalled, and with a itie gasp and gulp | sald: “Can you not send me as you send
dreams? Itwould be much swifier. And—and you would know when to bring me back,
before—anything happened.”

 could," he s

“But you must take Greatheart with you, and | canrot send Him thus, as | have
alreatly told you; Itwould drive him mad.”

“He could stay here, with you,” | sad.

No; he suffers me only for love of you. You must take him with you. I you leave at once, you wil

be home In time for supper.”

‘Those words, "home In time for supper,” filed my whole world and echaed In every part of my head,

and | spared no further thought for any of my scruples atleaving the poor Beast. Al the longing to see
my

Famlly mat | hal suppressed so urgently over the last few months surged and poured Into me tl | could
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scarcely breathe. | stood u, looking through the thick walls of the castle to a litde house on the farside
of the enchanted forest.

“Wear your ring,” sald the Beast, “and remember me.”

Haughed, and my volce was shitll ith exdtement. " couldrt forget you, dear Beast,” | sad, and

bent down, His hards 2y, ingers curled a ltdle upwards, on s knees; | Wssed the right palm, and
looked Into the shadows for a moment, where is eyes watched me. The glitier of them was strangely

bright, as Hf reflected by tears; but that must have been the blur In my own Wision. As | turned away, |
saw

his right hand dose slowly.
Iran to my room, down a haltway and around the first corner, pulled out a sik scarf, and bundled a
fet things Into It; then a loaf of breal from breakfast and  few orangesInto ancther scarf, and knotted

them hastlly together. It did not occur to me, that day, to wonder why breakfast had not yet been
deared

away. | grabbed my cloak and bolted dowrstalrs. Greatheart knew at once that something was up. |
fastened the rose to his headstall as | had done with another rose, when we had first followed the path

that we were about to retrace. | pushed my small bundles Into the saddle-bags, and mounted;
Greatheart

had thundered Into a canter before | was setted In the saddle. | grabbed the reins.
The siiver gate winked at us across the meadows; we were beslde It It seemed, before | had myfeet
In the stiups. Butwhen | looked back, the castle was far away, the gardens only a memory outlined In

dellcate green. | pulled Greatheart to a halt for a moment, a trange and unexpectedly queasy moment
for

me; but | thought, Nansense; Vil be hack In a ek We Jogged through the gate, and It swung sllently
shut behind us

1had no Idea of direction, hadr't thought to ask the Beast before | left, but Greatheartjogged
steadly along the carrlage-road as If he knew where he was gaing. | remembered that the road ran out

‘Within a few miles of the grey gates; but the dark aftemoon shadows lengthened across the
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obscurely struck me with full force. | looked at Hope, who was stll standing near me: "You/ve shrunk,”
Isqueaked. | was looking down at her, and seven months ago | had looked up, severd Inches. Hope
laughed; "My

Inch or 50 taller than she. “There] We always told you youfd grow; you were ust too Impatient, and

ar, you've grownl” Grace, de taller of the two, came to stard next to me; | was even an

‘wouldr't belleve us,” she sald, smiling

“Seven Inches In seven months Isi?t bad,” sad Ger. 1 hope this trend will ot continue too much
longer.”

“Oh, stopt, spollsport,” Hope sald. “And lock at the roses In your cheeks!” she sdd to me:
“Enchantments agree with you. I've never seen youlook pretter.”

I grinned. “That's not saying miich, litde sister.”

“Now, children,” sald Grace mock-sertously. "No ighting. Let's eat.”

“Do we have to walt il after dimer to hear your story?” sald Father plaintively. *Atleast tell us: Are
You home for good and ever now?"

“No,"I sald, as gently as | could. "F'm afrald not. It |ust a Vsit.” In the |oy of coming home the real
reason for my Wisit had been brushed adde and burled; now | recalled I, | casta quick glance at Grace,
‘who was smlllng at me. V1l tell you all about It after dinner,” | sad. “Vrm hungry.... You could tell me
about what's been happering here sincs 've been gone. It ssems Iike years, | half-expect to see the
babiles all grown up,”

“Not yet,” sald Hope, rescuing Mercy's cup ust before she knocked It on the floor.

Ithad been a good year for them, happy —except for the loss of the youngest daughter—ard

certalrly prosperous. Ger's reputation had spread tll he had more work than he could do. 1 could Just
about keep abreast of 1t—! hte turning people away, particularly f they've come from a distance—but
then, a month ago, Ferdy was called away. He'd become nearly Indispensable to me In these slx months;
butan unde In Goose Landing was badly hurt by a faling log, and they needed somebody to help look

after the farm; thelr children are all very young. So Ferdy Went, and Y afrald we wor't be getting him
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back. | have Mellnda's oldest boy working for me now; he's a ltde young, bt he's dolng well. But 1l
take time for him 1o learn everything he needs—! need Hm—to know.”

“And What's suffering forIt worst s the extra room we're trying to bulld on the house,” sald Father.
“We'd hoped to have It finshed by winter, but we wort now,  Father's carpentry business had

Improved to the point where he could spedalze In what he could bulld athorme, In the shop. “V'm too
old

tocrawl around on other people’s roofs,” he sald, “and | ke warking at home. Beds and trunks and
cradles, and chalrs and tables, and the occaslonal wagon or cart, mostly. And some repalrs. | seem to
make a terrible lot of wheels. | get a it fancy work now and then —that's what! like best—scroliwork
ona desk carved legs on atable.”

“Nothing miich new from us,” sald Hope. | run after the bables, and Grace runs after me. This

‘Yyears cider tumed out really well—even better than Mellnda's, I you can belleve It—we/ll all have
‘some, after dinner.”

“That's where the new mare gets her name, as you might expect,” sad Ger. "We were all feeling so
‘smugabout It and then this horse comes along—we bought her from Dick Johnson, you remember
him?—with a coat of Just the right colour.”

“We couldn't resist,” sald Hope.

“Yes," sald Ger. “Ard | was very unfalrly accused of buying her for her colour.” Hope laughed.

“You may not have naficed,” he continued, "btwe have a cow byre now 0o, bulltonto the otherwall

of the stable. Rosle has the rablits and chickens to keep her company. Odysseus doesrft seem to ke

cows for some reason, so we had to bulld her her own stable.*
“You're wealthy,” | sald admlringly.

“You haven't seen the new carpet in the parloryet, elther” added Grace.

“Not so wealthy as you,” sald Hope, “Judging from that wonderful dress you're wearlng.” | hadrft
bothered to change that moring, at the castle, Into riding dothes; the dress | was wearlng was rich and

heawy, and quite ridicuous for travellng. "Come on now,” Hope continued, “we're all inished eating.
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‘sand-coloured roal, and It stil showed o sign of ending, | had a queer, dxth-sense feeling that Just
beyond the first shdow up ahead that | couldn’t see through, the road ended, buthad unrlled as far as
the next shadow by the time we had reached the first. Great heart trotted trelessly; | knew that we stil
had a long way to go, and we should reserve our strength, but when I slackened the reins, the horse

leaped forwands Into a gallop. I et him run, the sun sparkling In his pale mane as It Hted and fell with
the

motion, the pale road unfolding Just beyond the edge of sight.

‘We stopped once, and | slacked the girths and fed Greatheart pleces of bread and orange, but we

were botheager to go on. | tried to make Him walk, but he fretted so that | told myself that he was
‘wasting more energy than If | et him o so we jogged.

‘The sun sank beyord our sight, and twilight crept out from behird the trees and spread across our
‘way; the road gimmered fairtly. Then something else, a golden glimmer, showed among the trees for a
moment and was gone. Then It showed agaln. ftmight be lamplight from a house. | leaned forwards and

Greatheart broke Into a gallop agaln, and galloped Hil the reins were slippery with sweat; and then we.

burst through the border of the trees, and we were In the meadow behind the house, lamglight
leaming

through the Kichen window, gold-edging the roses that hung near I, and laying down allttle golden
carpet on the grass verge between the back door and the Kitchen garden. Greatheart plunged to a stop,
then threw his head out and nelghed like a war-horse. There Was a moment of dreadful sllence, then the
back door flew open, and Hope sald, “It s Greatheart!” and | d1d out of the saddle and ran to the door.
By the time | got there, everyane else had come outside, and we laughed and hugged one another, and

Greatheart, who had followed me for s share of the atiention, was petted and Kised, and most f not
all

of us were ering.
‘The babies, left alone In the Kitchen, had made thelr way to the door and were locking curlously at
the confusion outside. Mercy slid down the two steps to the ground and stood, precarously, dutching

one of the posts of the chicken-wire fence that protecied the garden from the littie creatures that never
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came out of the enchanted forest. "Mercy,” sald her grandfather, after the Infal uproar had subsided,
do

You remember Beauty?

“No,” she repled, but when | walked over to her she smiled at me and held up her arms. | pickerd

her up, while the more timid Richard made a dash from the door and wrapped himselfin his mother's
skirts.

“Come n, come In” sad Father. “You must tell s everything,*

“Walt, | have to put Greatheart away—ls there space for him?*

"We'll make space,” sad Ger.

Vil set another place at the table,” sald Grace. "We're ust shting down to dinner.” Al our volces
sounded strange, breathless, and ereaky; | found It ifficult to think dearly. Grace and Hope and Richard
‘went back Inside the house whil the rest of us wentolit 1o the stable. “Would Mercy ke a fde?” | sald,
‘with laudable presence of mind; my own earlest memories were of wanting to sit on horses. “Try her,”
sald Ger, "She and Richard are old friends with Odysseus now.” Mercy was amranged on Greatheart's

‘saddle and held by the leg from both sides, and we safely navgated the few steps to the stable. Ger
wert

Indde to light a lantern. *BIg” was Mercy's comment when she was Ited down.
Besldes Odysseus's brown blazed face, there was a new chestnit face thatlocked over Greatheart’s
old stall door. "Cider,” sald Ger. "Five years old; a nlce litie mare. | hope theyll get along. We can tle
Greatheartn a comer, here. There's plenty of hay.” | pulled off the saddle. My head was ringing.
“Hurry up, can't you?” begged Father, who was holding Mercy. "l mustn’t ask you anything tl we

o back Inside and Joln the gris and the suspense & kiling me.” Just then Hope appeared In the
doorway,

“Are you goln to stay here all ight? We'll die of suspense, and the food will gt cold, In that onder.*
Ger took my saddle-bags, and we walked back, | With an arm each around Hope and my father. "I
don't belleve Ityet,” | sald. "Neither do we,” sald Hope, and hugged me again.

It wasn't until we were Inslde the house and In the ight that something that had been bothering me
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don't mind that much anymore—| mean, 'd rather be here, of course, but ..” | couldn’t think how to go
on.

“Understand? Understand what?”

“The Beastls lonely too,”  sald desperately, and there was an aghast dlence.

“You can have—sympathy—for this monster, after what he’s done to you?* sald Father at last. |

nodded urhapplly, and there was more astonished sllence.

“AH right,* sddd Ger, In the tone of one trying very hard to be reasonable. "l dorft understand what's
golng on, but we know this much: There’s maglcmbked ug In all of this—these Invsible servants you talk
about, and 5o on—and none of us can understand magl, | guess whatyou're trying to tell us now,
Beaurty, Is that the Beast you know Is not the same manster that your father met. s that right?*

Ismiled with an effort. "It will do.” And | added with unforced gratitude: Thanks.”

Richard and Mercy had fallen asleep In their chairs, and Grace and Hope picked them up to carry

them to bed. "It's a funny thing.” sald Hope, brushing a curl off Mercy's forehead. “She sald her first
‘sentence Just this morming, at breakfast. She sald: 'When Is Beauty coming home?” And a tear crept
down Hope's cheek

‘We resetled ourselves In the parlour while the bables were put to bed; none of the rest of us sald
anything tl Grace and Hope returned, bringing with them a Jug of dder and a plate of gingerbread. We
all had our glasses refiled; but then the sllence seeped back and filed the room so dosely that It was

difficultto see through, like flame. Hope stirred restlessly and sighed, then reached over to pluck ata
Fold

of mylong skirt and rublt between her fingers. “You're dressed llke a queen,” she sald. "I suppose you
have wardrobes full of dothing ke this?*

“Oh, more or less, | sad, embarrassed, although there was nothing In Hope's face but gentle
curlosity; and It was slowly being borne In on me that my storles about the castle and my ife there had

it reallty for myfamily. They listened with Interest towhat | told —or

20
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tried 1o tell—ther, but It was for ray sake, not for the sake of the tale. | could not say Ifthis was my

Fault or thelrs, or the fault of the worlds we lived In. The only thing they had understood was that |
would

be leang them again, to retum to a fantastic destiny; and | began to see how horrible this must agpear
to

them And | also began to sense that there was Iitle | could do to help them.
Ismiled at Hope, as she looked pleadingly at me, and In answer to her look | sald: “A lat of them are
too fancy for me, and | won't wear ther. | wish fd thought to bring you some of thern; they'd look
Tovely on you twa* | thought of the sivery, gauzy dress | had refused to wear a few weeks ago.
My commonplace words deared the air, “From the welght of your saddle-bags | thought you
brought haf the castle with you,” Ger sdd cheerfully.

“—what?" | sald. "Where are they?* Ger polnted to the tabie Ina comer of the room, and | walked

overto them. There was certalnly more In them than | had put there. | threw back the flap of the frst,
and

adull gold brocade with tiny rubles sewed on It looked up at me. “Thankyou, Beast,” | sald under my

breath; ard | had a sudden, dizy, Inveluntary glimpse of Him leaning over the far-seelng gass In the
dark

room In the castle. It was right; the curtains behind him where he stood were open, and | could see a
fow

stars. There was afire buming In the fireplace, tuming the chestnut-coloured velvet he wore to a
ruddier

hue. Then the Wision faded. | had both hands lald flat on the table In front of me, and | shook my head to
dearIt. “Are you all ight?” sald Father, “Yes, of course,” | sald. Apparently my new ways of seeing.
rested uneaslly In rmy old world. Then | knew where | was agaln, and | was looking at golden brocde.

1 pulled It out. 1t was a ball-dress, with satin lbbons Woven Into the bodice, and rubles alterating.

‘with pearts. “This must be yours,” | sdd, and tossed It at Grace. She reached a hand outfort orly atthe
Iast minute, and yards and yards of sKirt cascaded across her shoulders and Iap. There were shoes that

matched the dress, call ruby-studded combs for her hair, and ropes of rubles towind around her throat.
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‘What's happened to you?
“The Beastls kind to you, Just as he promised ” sald Father.

“Yes, Papa,” | sald, and paused. Plctures of the gardens, the castle, the Incredible Ilbrary, ard the

Beast himself crowded Into my mind, I don't know where to begin.”

“Begin|n the middle and work outwards,” sald Hope. “Don’t be stuffy.”

“All Aight” | sald. So | told them about Lyd1a and Bessie, and the candles that it themselves, and the:
‘way my room was always down a short hallway and around a comer from wherever | was as soon as |
Felt lost. | told them about how big and grand the castle was, and the enormous table where | ate dinner
every night, where | could have anything | pleased by asking or 1, and the way the serving trays Jostied

one anather In thelr enthusiasm to decant thelr contents onto my plate. | told them about the little
Friendly

birds at my bird-feeder. | told them about the huge llbrary, with more books In It than | could ever begin
toread.

“ didrt think there were that many books In the orld,” Grace sald drly. | smiled ard shrugged. |
found that | coukin't gulte say to ther: "Well, you see, most of the books dortexst yet” | found that
there was qutte a lot that | skipped over because | didrft feel that! could exglain It

My greatest diffculty was the Beast himself. | couldn'tleave him out of my narrative, yet | had
tremendous trouble bringing i Into It; and when | did mention him | found myself pleading In his
defense. The ogre my father had metwas the Beast they all belleved In; and while they were relleved to
hear that he was "good” to me | didr't seem to be able to tell them how good and kind he really was. |
‘stumbled over explanatlons of how fond | had come to be of him, and what a good fiend | found Him. It
‘seemed disloyd, somehow. It was he who hial cruelly taken me away from my family In the first lace;
how could thay or | forgjve him that? How could | make excuses7 | couldrrt tell them that | —oved him.
“This thought came to me With an unpleasant Jolt. Loved im?

IHell dlentand looked at the fire. | was holding a cup of warm splced dder; they were right, It was
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Very good. It was strange to cope with dishes that Say where you st them, and didn't|ump up and
hurry

overto you If you beckoned. And the food was very plan, but | didr/t mind that; what | did mind wasa
sense chat! nolonger belonged here, In this warm golden Kizhen. You're only]ust home, | old myself.
1t’s been along time; of course you've accustorned yourself to a different Iife. You've had to. Relax.
“How long can you stay?” asked Hope. “You sald that you have to go hack.”

Inodded, The warmth of the Ktchen seemed to retreat from me, leave me Isolated. Ilooked around
atthe faces of my famlly. "Yes I'm here for—for Just a week.*

A Week?” Father sald. *Orly a week? That's all?"

“Surely you'll come back again?” sald Grace.

I wasa traltor, questioned pltlessly by a beloved enemy. | twisted my handsin mylap; the clder
tasted bitter. "Well—no,” | sald, and my words dropped ke knives In the sllence. There was a sharp
edge to the firdight | hadrft noticed before, staining the comers with blood. 1! promised | wouldrft
ask to leave agaln” What can | tell them? | thought desperately. The Beast had sad, 1 cannat live
‘Without you.” They wouldn't understand that | must go back.

“Forever?” sald Hope, and her volce disappeared on the last syllable.

“Why did he let you go at all?” Father sld angrly.

This wasn't the time to el diem. "Just to—well, o let you know Vm all ght;* | sld lamely, "o you
‘wouldr't have to Worry about me anymore.*

“Worry—but we love you,” he sald. "We can't help worryingIf we never see you.”

“Wel—the drearms you have aboutm

Ifaltered—"they're true. They help, dor't they "
“How do you know about that?” demanded Father.

“The Beast serds them. He told me.”

“He sends dreams—very kind of him, m sure—bur he keeps you. What kind of a bargaln Is that?
h, that | had never seen his castle, nor acceted his ying hospltaltyl*

“Oh, please, Father" | sald, *don’t be angry. You dorft understand. | miss you al, of course, but |





