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There was once amerchant who lived in an ancient and magical city with
his three daughters. They were dl very fond of each other, and as happy
asthose with love and leisure and wedlth can afford to be. The eldest,
named Pearl, pretended domesticity. She made bread and forgot to let it
rise before she baked it; she pricked her fingers sewing black satin

garters, sheinflicted such oddities as eggplant soup and barley muffins

on her long-suffering family. She was very beautiful, though atrifle
awkward and absent-minded, and she had suitors who risked their teeth on
her hard, flat bread as boldly as knights of old dew dragonsfor the

heart's sake. The second daughter, named Diamond, wore ddlicate,
gold-rimmed spectacles, and was never without abook or a crossword
puzzle at hand. She discoursed learnedly on the origins of the phoenix

and the conjunctions of various astrologica sgns. She had an answer

for everything, and was considered by dl her suitorsto be wondroudy wise.

The youngest daughter, called Lark, sang agrest deal but never spoke
much. Because her voice was S0 like her mother's, her father doted on

her. She was by no means the fairest of the three daughters; she did not
shine with beauty or wit. She was pae and dight, with dark eyes,

sraight, serious brows, and dark braided hair. She had aloving and
sensible heart, and she adored her family, though they worried her with

their extravagances and foolishness. She wore Pearl's crooked garters,

hel ped Diamond with her crossword puzzles, and heard odd questions arise
from deep in her mind when she sang. "What islife?' she would wonder.
"What islove? What isman?' Thislast gave her agood dedl to ponder,

as she watched her father shower his daughters with chocolates and

taffeta gowns and gold bracelets. The young gentlemen who came calling
seemed especidly puzzling. They sat intheir velvet shirtsand their

leather boots, nibbling bumt cakes and praisng Diamond's mind, and all

the whiletheir eyes said other things. Now, their eyes said: Now. Then:
Patience, patience. Y ou are flowers, their mouths said, you are jewels,

you are golden dreams. Their eyessaid: | eat flowers, | burn with

dreams, | have atower without adoor in my heart and | will keep you there....

Her sisters seemed fearlessin the face of this power--whether from



innocence or design, Lark was uncertain. Since shewaswary of men, and
seldom spoke to them, shefelt herself safe. She spoke mostly to her
father, who only had afoolish, doting ook in his eyes, and who of dl

men could make her amile.

Oneday their father left on along journey to adistant city where he

had lucrative business dedlings. Before he left, he promised to bring

his daughters whatever they asked for. Diamond, in ariddling mood, said
merrily, "Bring usour named™

"Oh, yes" Pearl pleaded, kissing hisbalding pate. "1 do love pearls.”
She was wearing as marly as she had, on her wridts, in her hair, on her
shoes. "l dwayswant more."

"But," their father said with an anxious glance at his youngest, who was
listening with her grave, dightly perplexed expression, "does Lark love larks?'

Her face changed ingtantly, growing so bright she looked ahnost
beautiful. "Oh, yes. Bring me my singing name, Father. | would rather
have that than dl thelifeless, degthlessjewelsin theworld.”

Her sgters laughed; they petted her and kissed her, and told her that
shewas gill achild to hunger after worthless presents. Someday she
would learn to ask for giftsthat would outlast love, for when love had
ceased, she would till possesswhat it had once been worth.

"But what islove?" she asked, confused. "Can it be bought like
yardage?' But they only laughed harder and gave her no answers.

Shewas gtill puzzling ten days later when their father returned. Pearl
was in the kitchen baking spinach tea cakes, and Diamond in the library,
dozing over the philosophica writings of Lord Thiggut Mosdlby. Lark
heard aknock at the door, and then the lovely, liquid Singing of a

lark. Laughing, she ran down the hal before the servants could come,
and swung open the door to greet their father.

Hedtared a her. In hishandshe held alittle Slver cage. Within the
cage, the lark sang congtantly, desperately, each note more beautiful
than the ladt, asif, coaxing the rarest, finest song from itsdlf, it

might buy itsfreedom. As Lark reached for it, she saw the dark blood
mount in her father'sface, the veinsthrob in histemples. Before she
could touch the cage, helifted it high over hishead, dashed it with

al hismight to the stone steps.

"No!" he shouted. Thelark fluttered within the bent slver; hisboot
lifted over cage and bird, crushed both into the stones. "No!"

"No!" Lark screamed. And then she put both fists to her mouth and said
nothing more, retreating as far as she could without moving from the
sudden, incomprehensible violence. Dimly, she heard her father sobbing.



Hewas on hisknees, hisface buried in her skirt. She moved findly,
unclenched one hand, dlowed it to touch his hair.

"What isit, Father?' she whispered. "Why have you killed the lark?!
He made a grest, hollow sound, like the groan of atree split toits
heart. "Because | havekilled you."

In the kitchen, Pearl arranged burnt tea cakes on apretty plate. The

maid who should have opened the door hummed as she dusted the parlor,
and thought of the carriage driver's son. Upgtairs, Diamond woke hersdlf
up midsnore, and stared dazedly at Lord Moselby's famous words and
wondered, for just an ingtant, why they sounded so empty. That has
nothing to do with life, she protested, and then went back to deep.

Lark sat down on the steps beside the mess of feathers and silver and
blood, and listened to her father's broken words.

"On theway back . . . we drovethrough awood . . . just today, it was
... I had not found you alark. | heard one singing. | sent the post

boy looking oneway, | searched another. | followed the lark's song, and
saw it finaly, resting on the head of agreat onelion." Hisface
wrinkled and fought itsalf; wordsfell like stones, like the tread of a
stone beast. "A long line of lions stretched up the steps of ahuge

castle. Vines covered it so thickly it seemed no light could pass

through the windows. It looked abandoned. | gave it no thought. The lark
had dl my attention. | took off my hat and crept up toit. | had it, |
hedit...snginginmy hat and trying to fly.... And then thelion

turned its head to look at me."

Lark shuddered; she could not speak. She felt her father shudder.

"It said, "Y ou have stolen my lark.' Itstail began to twitch. It opened

its tone mouth wide to show meitsteeth. 'l will kill you for that.’

And it gathered its body into a crouch. | babbled--1 made promises--l1 am
not ayoung man to run from lions. My heart nearly burst with fear. |
wishithad. . .| promised-"

"What," shewhispered, "did you promise?’

"Anything it wanted."

"And what did it want?"

"Thefirg thing that met mewhen | arrived home from my journey." He
hid hisface againgt her, shaking her with hissobs. "I thought it would
bethecat! It dways sunsitself at the gate! Or Columbine at worst--she
always wants an excuse to leave her work. Why did you answer the door? Why?"

Her eyesfilled with sudden tears. "Because | heard the lark.”

Her father lifted hishead. ™Y ou shdl not go," he said fiercely. "I'll



bar the doors. The lion will never find you. If it does, I'll shoot it,
burn it-"

"How can you harm astone lion? It could crash through the door and drag
meinto the Street whenever it chooses." She stopped abruptly, for an

odd, confused violence tangled her thoughts. She wanted to make sounds
she had never heard from herself before. Y ou killed mefor abird! she
wanted to shout. A father isnothing but afoolish old man! Then she
thought more camly, But | aways knew that. She sood up, gently pried
hisfingersfrom her skirt. "I'll go now. Perhgps| can make abargain
withthislion. If it'salark it wants, I'll Sng toit. Perhaps| can

go and come home so quickly my sisterswill not even know."

"They will never forgiveme."

"Of course they will." She stepped over the crushed cage, started down
the path without looking back. "'l have."

But the sun had begun to set before she found the castle deep in the
forest beyond the city. Even Pearl, gaily proffering tea cakes, must
notice an insufficiency of Lark, and down in the pantry, Columbine would
be whispering of the strange, bloody smear she had to clean off the
porch.... The sonelion, of pale marble, snarling awarning on its
pedestal, seemed to leap into her sight between the dark trees. To her
horror, she saw behind it along line of stonelions, one at each broad
step leading up to the massive, barred doors of the castle.

"Oh," she breathed, cold with terror, and the first lion turned its
ponderous head. A find ray of sunlight gilded itseye. It Stared at her
until the light faded. She heard it whisper,

"Who areyou?'

"I anthelark," she said tremuloudy, "my father sent to replace the
onehegole. "

"Canyou sSng?'
She sang, blind and trembling, while the dark wood rustled around her,
grew close. A hand did over her mouth, avoice spoke into her ear. "Not

very well, it seems”

Shefelt rough stubbled skin against her cheek, arms tense with muscle;
the voice husky and pleasant, murmured againgt her hair. She turned,
amazed, darmed for different reasons. "Not when | am so frightened,”
she said to the shadowy face above hers. "1 expected to be eaten.”

She saw asudden glint of teeth. "If you wish."

"] would rather not be."



"Then | will leave that open to negotiation. Y ou are very brave. And
very honest to come here. | expected your father to send along the
family cat or somelittle yapping powder puff of adog. "

"Why did you terrify him so?'
"Hetook my lark. Being stone by day, | have so few pleasures.”
"Areyou bewitched?'

He nodded at the castle. Candles and torches appeared on steps now. A
row of men stood where the lions had been, waiting, while aline of
pages carrying light trooped down the steps to guide them. "That ismy
cadtle. | have been under aspell solong | scarcely remember why. My
memory has been turning to stone for sometime, now . .. | amonly
human at night, and sunlight is dangerousto me." He touched her cheek
with his hand; unused to being touched, she started. Then, unused to
being touched, she took astep toward him. Hewastall and lean, and if
the mingling of fire and moonlight did not lie, hisface was neither

foolish nor cruel. Hewas unlike her ssterssuitors, therewasa

certain sadnessin hisvoice, ahesitancy and humor that made her want
to hear him spesak. He did not touch her again when she drew closer, but
she heard the pleased samilein hisvoice. "Will you have supper with
me?' he asked. "And tdl methe story of your life?’

"It hasno story yet."

"You are here. Thereisastory in that." He took her hand, then, and
drew it under hisarm. He led her past the pages and the armed men, up
the stairsto the open doors. His face, she found, was quite easy to

look at. He had tawny hair and eyes, and rough, strong, graceful
features that were young in expression and happier than their experience.

"Tell meyour name," he asked, as she crossed histhreshold.
"Lark," she answered, and he laughed.

His name, she discovered over asparagus soup, was Perrin. Over salmon
and partridge and salad, she discovered that he was gentle and courteous
to hisservants, had an ear for hismusicians playing, and had lean,

strong hands that moved easily among the jewel ed goblets and gold-rimmed
plates. Over port and nuts, she discovered that his hands, choosing
walnuts and enclosing them to crack them, made her mouth go dry and her
heart beat. When he opened her palm to put anut into it, she felt
something mdt through her from throat to thigh, and for thefirst time

in her life she wished she were beautiful. Over candldight, asheled

her to her room, she saw herself in hiseyes. In his bed, astonished,

she thought she discovered how smplelifewas.

And so they were married, under moonlight, by a priest who was bewitched
by day and pontifica by night. Lark dept until dusk and sang until



morning. Shewas, shewrote her sisters and her father, entirely happy.

Divinely happy. No one could believe how happy. When wistful questions
rose to the surface of her mind, she pushed them under again ruthlesdy.
Still they came--words bubbling up--stubborn, haf coherent: Who cast this
spell andismy love dtill in danger? How long can | so blissfully
ignore the fact that by day | am married to a stone, and by night to a

man who cannot bear the touch of sunlight? Should we not do something to
break the spell? Why is even the priest, who preaches endlesdy about
thelight of grace, content to live only in the dark?"We are used to

it," Perrin said lightly, when she ventured these questions, and then he
made her laugh, in theways he had, so that sheforgot to ask if living

inthe dark, and in aparadox, was something men inherently found more
comfortable than women.

One day shereceived letters from both sisters saying that they wereto

be married in the same ceremony; and she must come, she could not refuse
them, they absolutely refused to be married without her; and if thelr
bridegrooms cast themsalves disconsolately into adozen mill ponds, or
hung themselves from ahundred pear trees, not even that would move them
to marry without her presence.

"l seel must go," she said with delight. She flung her arms around
Perrin's neck. "Please come," she pleaded. "I don't want to leave you.
Not for anight, nor for asingle hour. You'll like my sisters-they're
funny and foolish, and wiser, in their ways, than | am."

"l cannot,” he whispered, loath to refuse her anything.
"Hlease "

"| darenot."

"Hleage "

"If I am touched by light asfine asthread, you will not seemeagain
for seven years except in the shape of adove."

"Sevenyears" she said numbly, terrified. Then shethought of lovely,
clumsy Pearl and her burnt tea cakes, and of Diamond and her puzzlesand
earnest discourses on the smilarities between the moon and adragon's
egg. She pushed her face againgt Perrin, torn between her various loves,
gripping himin anguish. "Pleass”" shebegged. "'l must seethem. But |
cannot leave you. But | must go to them. | promise: no light will find

you, my night-love. No light, ever."

So her father sealed aroom in his house so completely that by day it
was dark as night, and by night as dark as death. By chance, or perhaps
because, deep in the most secret regions of hismind he thought to free
Lark from her strange, enchanted husband, and bring her back to light
and into hislife, he used a piece of unseasoned wood to make a shuitter.



While Lark busied hersdlf hanging pearls on Pearl, diamonds on Diamond,
and swathing them both in yards of lace, Sun opened a hair-fine crack in
the green wood where Perrin waited.

The wedding was a sumptuous, decadent affair. Both brides were dressed
in cloth-of-gold, and they carried huge languorous bouquets of calla

lilies. So many lilies and white irises and white roses crowded the

sdes of the church that, in their windows and on their pedestals, the

faces of the saints were hidden. Even the sun, which had so easily found
Perrinin his darkness, had trouble finding its way into the church. But

the guests, holding fat candles of beeswax, lit the church with stars

instead. The bridegrooms wore suits of white and midnight blue; onewore
pear| buttons and studs and buckles, the other diamonds. To Lark they
looked very much dike, both tall and handsome, tweaking their mustaches
draight, and dutifully assuming aserious expression asthey listened

to the priest, whiletheir eyes said: at last, at last, | have waited so

long, thetrgp is closing, the night iscoming.... But their faceswere

at once so vain and tender and foolish that Lark's heart warmed to them.
They did not seem to redlize that one had been an ingredient in Pearl's
recipesthat she had stirred into her life, and the other athree-letter
solution in Diamond's crossword puzzle. At the end of the ceremony, when
the bridegrooms had searched through cascades of heavy laceto kiss
their brides faces, the guests blew out their candles.

In the sudden darkness a single hair-fine thread of light shone between
two rose petals.

Lark dropped her candle. Panicked without knowing why, she sumbled
through the church, out into light, where she forced a carriage driver

to gallop madly through the streets of the city to her father's house.

Not daring to let light through Perrin's door, she pounded oniit.

She heard a gentle, mournful word she did not understand.

She pounded again. Again the sad voice poke asingle word.

The third time she pounded, she recognized the voice.

She flung open the door. A white dove Sitting in ahair-fine thread of
light fluttered into the air, and flew out the door.

"Oh, my love," she whispered, stunned. She felt something warm on her
cheek that was not atear, and touched it: adrop of blood. A small

white feather floated out of the air, caught on the lace above her

heart. "Oh," she said again, too grieved for tears, saring into the

empty room, her empty life, and then down the empty hall, her empty future.

"Oh, why," she cried, wild with sorrow, "have | chosentolovealion, a
dove, an enchantment, instead of afond foolish man with waxed mustaches



whom nothing, neither light nor dark, can ever change? Someone who could
never be snatched away by magic? Oh, my sweet dove, will | ever seeyou?
How will | find you?"

Sunlight glittered at the end of the hall in abright and ominousjewd.

She went toward it thoughtlesdy, trembling, barely ableto wak. A drop
of blood had fallen on the floor, and into the blood, asmall white feather.
She heard Perrin's voice, asin adream: Seven years. Beyond the open
window on the flagstones another crimson jewe gleamed. Another feather
fluttered, caught in it. On the garden wall she saw the dove turned to

look at her.

Seven years.

This, itseyes said. Or your father's house, where you are loved, and
wherethereis no mystery in day or night. Stay. Or follow.

Seven years.

By the end of the second year, she had learned to speak to animals and
undergtand the mute, fleeting language of the butterflies. By the end of
the third year, she had walked everywhere in the world. She had made
hersdf agown of soft white feathers stained with blood that grew
longer and longer as she followed the dove. By the end of thefifth

year, her face had grown familiar to the stars, and the moon kept its
eyeon her. By the end of the sixth year, the gown of feathers and her
hair swept behind her, mingling light and dark, and she had become, to
the world's eye, afigure of mystery and enchantment. In her own eyes
shewassmply Lark, who loved Perrin; al the enchantment lay in him.

At the end of the seventh year shelost him.

The jeweled path of blood, the moon-white feathers stopped. It left her
stranded, bewildered, on amountainsde in some londy part of the
world. In disbelief, she searched frantically: stones, tree boughs,

earth. Nothing told her which direction to go. One direction was as
likely as another, and all, to her despairing heart, went nowhere. She
threw hersdlf on the ground findly and wept for thefirst time since

her father had killed the lark.

"So close" she cried, pounding the earth in fury and sorrow. "So
close--another step, another drop of blood--oh, but perhaps heis dead, my
Perrin, after losing so much blood to show me the way. So many years, so
much blood, so much silence, so much, too much, too much.. . ." Shefell
slent findly, dazed and exhausted with grief. The wind whispered to

her, comforting; the trees sighed for her, weeping leavesthat caressed

her face. Birds spoke.

Maybe the doveis not dead, they said. We saw none of oursfall dying
from the sky. Enchantments do not die, they aretransformed . . . Light
sees everything. Ask the sun. Who knows him better than the sun who



changed himinto adove?

"Do you know?" she whispered to the sun, and for an instant saw itsface
among the clouds.

No, it said in words of fire, and with fire, shaped something out of
itsdlf. It'syou | have watched, for seven years, as constant and

faithful to your love as| am to theworld. Takethis. Open it when your
need is greatest.

Shefdt warm light in her hand. Thelight hardened into atiny box with
jeweded hinges and the sun'sface onitslid. Sheturned her face away
disconsolately; abox was not abird. But she held it, and it kept her
warm through dusk and nightfall as she lay unmoving on the cold ground.

She asked the full moon when it rose above the mountain, "Have you seen
my white dove? For seven years you showed me each drop of blood, each
white feather, even on the darkest night.”

It was you | watched, the moon said. More constant than the moon on the
darkest night, for | hid then and you never fatered in your journey. |
have not seen your dove.

"Do you know," she whispered to thewind, and heard it question its four
messengers, who blew everywherein the world. No, they said, and No, and

No, And then the sweet south wind blew against her cheek, smdlling of
roses and warm seas and endless summers. "Yes."

Shelifted her face from the ground. Twigs and dirt clung to her. Her
long hair wasfull of leaves and spiders and the grandchildren of
gpiders. Full of webs, it looked asfilmy asabridal veil. Her face was
moon pale; moonlight could have traced the bones through it. Her eyes
werefiery with tears.

"My dove"

"He has become alion again. The seven years are over. But the dove
changed shape under the eyes of an enchanted dragon, and when the dragon
saw lion, battle sparked. Heis il fighting.”

Lark sat up. "Where?'

"In adistant land, beside a southern sea. | brought you anut from one
of thetreesthere. It isno ordinary nut. Now listen. Thisiswhat you
mustdo..."

So she followed the South Wind to the land beside the southern sea,
where the sky flashed red with dragon fire, and itsfierce roars blew
down trees and tore the sails from every passing ship. Thelion, no
longer stone by daylight, was golden and as flecked with blood as Lark's



gown of feathers. Lark never questioned the wind's advice, for she was
desperate beyond the advice of mortals. She went to the seashore and
found reeds broken in the battle, each snging adifferent, haunting

note through its hollow throat. She counted. She picked the eleventh
reed and waited. When the dragon bent low, curling around itself to roar
rage and fire at the lion gnawing at itswing, she ran forward quickly,
struck itsthroat with the reed.

Smoke hissed from its scales, asif the reed had seared it. It tried to
roar; no sound came out, no hre. Its great neck sagged; scales darkened
with blood and smoke. One eye closed. Thelion leaped for its throat.

There was aflash, asif the sun had struck the earth. Lark crouched,
covering her face. The world was suddenly very quiet. She heard
bullfrogs among the reeds, the warm, dow waves fanning across the sand.

She opened her eyes.

The dragon had fallen on its back, with the lion sprawled on top of it.

A woman lay on her back, with Perrin on top of her. His eyeswere
closed, hisface bloody; he drew deep, ragged breaths, one hand
clutching the woman's shoulder, his open mouth againgt her neck. The
woman's weary face, upturned to the sky above Perrin's shoulder, was

a o bloodstained; her free hand lifted weskly, fell again across

Perrin's back. Her hair was as gold as the sun'slittle box; her face as
pae and perfect asthe moon'sface. Lark stared. The waves grew full
again, spilled with alanguorous sigh across the sand. The woman drew a
deep breath. Her eyesflickered open; they were as blue as the sky.

Sheturned her head, looked at Perrin. Shelifted her hand from his
back, touched her eyes delicately, her brows rising in silent question.
Then shelooked again at the blood on hisface.

She dtiffened, began pushing a him and talking at the sametime. "'l
remember. | remember now. Y ou were that monstrous lion that kept nipping
at my wings." Her voice was low and swest, amused as she tugged at
Perrin. Y ou must get up. What if someone should see us? Oh, dear. You
must be hurt." She shifted out from under him, made a hasty adjustment

to her bodice, and caught sight of Lark. "Oh, my dear," shecried, "it's

not what you think."

"I know," Lark whispered, still amazed at the woman's beauty, and & the
sght of Perrin, whom she had not seen in saven years, and never in the
light, lying golden-haired and dack against another woman's body. The
woman bent over Perrin, turned him on his back.

"Heishurt. Istherewater?' She glanced around vaguely, asif she
expected a bullfrog to emergein tieand tails, with water on atray.
But Lark had dreedy fetched it in her hands, from alittlerill of
fresh water.



She moistened Perrin'sface with it, let hislips wander over her hands,
searching for more. Thewomanwasgazing a Lark.

"Y ou mugt be an enchantress or awitch,” she exclamed. "That explains
your--unusua appearance. And the way we suddenly became ourselves
agan. | am--we are most grateful to you. My father isking of this
desert, and he will reward you richly if you cometo hiscourt.” She

took atattered piece of her hem, wiped acorner of Perrin'slips, then,

in after-thought, her own.

"My nameisLak. Thismanis"

"Yes," the princess said, musing. Her eyeswere very wide, very blue;
shewas not ligtening to Lark. "Heis, isnt he? Do you know, | think
there was akind of prophecy when | was born that | would marry alion.
I'm sure there was. Of course they kept it secret adl these years, for

fear | might actually meet alion, but--hereit is. He. A lion among men.
Do you think | should explain to my father what he was, or do you think
| should just--not exactly lie, but omit that part of his past? What do

you think? Witches know thesethings."

"I think," Lark said unsteadily, brushing sand out of Perrin's hair,
"that you are mistaken. | am-"

"So | should tel my father. Will you hep meraisehim? Thereisa
griffin just beyond thoserocks. Very nice; in fact we became friends
before | had to fight thelion. | had no one seto talk to except
bullfrogs. And you know what frogs are like. Very little smal talk, and
that they repesat incessantly.” She hoisted Perrin up, brushing sand off
his shoulders, hischest, histhighs. "I don't think my father will mind

at al. About thelion part. Do you?' She put her fingersto her lips
suddenly and gave a piercing whistle that silenced the frogs and brought
the griffin, huge and flaming red, up over the rocks. "Come," she said
toit. Lark clung to Perrin'sarm.

"Wait," she said desperately, words coming dowly, clumsly, for she had
scarcely spoken to mortalsin seven years. "Y ou don't understand. Wait
until hewakes. | have been following him for seven years.”

"Then how wonderful that you have found him. Thegriffin will fly usto
my father's palace. It'sthe only onefor miles, in the desert. Y ou'll
findit easily." Shelaid her hand on Lark's. "Please come. I'd take you
with us, but it would tire the griffin-"

"But | have amagic nut for it to rest on, while we cross the sea-"

"But you see we are going across the desert, and anyway | think anut
might be alittle smdl.” She amiled brightly, but very wearily a Lark.

"| fed | will never be able to thank you enough.” She pushed the
upright Perrin againgt the griffin's back, and he toppled face down
between the bright, uplifted wings.



"Perrinl" Lark cried desperately, and the princess, clinging to the
griffin's neck, looked down at her, startled, uncertain. But the thrust
of the griffin's great wings tangled wind and sand together and choked
Lark'svoice. She coughed and spat sand while the princess, cheerful
again, waved one hand and held Perrin tightly with the other.

"Good-bye. . ."
"No!" Lark screamed. No one heard her but the frogs.

She sat awake dl night, adove in speckled plumage, mourning with the
singing reeds. When the sun rosg, it barely recognized her, so pae and

wild was her face, so blank with grief her eyes. Light touched her

gently. Shedtirred findly, sighed, watching the glittering net of gold

the sun cast across the sea. They should have been waking in agreet

tree growing out of the sea, she and Perrin and the griffin, awondrous

gght that passing sailors might have spun into talesfor ther

grandchildren. Instead, here she was, abandoned among the bullfrogs,
while her true love had flown away with the princess. What would he

think when he woke and saw her golden hair, heard her sweet, amused
voicetdling him that she had been the dragon he had fought, and that

a the battle's end, she had awakened in his arms? An enchantressNa
strange, startling woman who wore agown of bloodstained festhers, whose
long black hair was bound with cobweb, whose face and eyes seemed more
of awild creature's than a human'sNihad wandered by at the right moment
and freed them from their spells.

And so0. And therefore. And of course what al this must mean was, beyond
doubt, their destiny: the marriage of the dragon and thelion. And if

they were very lucky--wouldn't it be splendid--the enchantress might come
to see them married.

"Will he remember me?' Lark murmured to the bullfrogs. "'If he saw me
now, would he even recognize me?' Shetried to see her facereflected in
the waves--but of the faces gliding and breaking across the sand, none
seemed to belong to her, and she asked desperately, "How will he
recognize meif | cannot recognize mysdf?'

She stood up then, her hands to her mouth, staring at her faceless
shadow in the sand. She whispered, her throat aching with grief, "What
must | do? Where can | begin? To find my lost love and mysdlf?'

"Y ou know where heis," the ssamurmured. " Go there."

"But sheis so beautiful--and | have become so-"

"Heisnot here" the reeds sang in their soft, hollow voices. "Find
him. Heis again enchanted.”

"Again! First astonelion, and then adove, and then aredl lionNnow



what ishe?’
"Heisenchanted by his human form.”

Shewasdlent, ill gazing a her morning shadow. "'l never knew him
fully human," she said at last. "And he never knew me. If we meet now
by daylight, who isto say whether he will recognize Lark, or | will
recognize Perrin? Those were names we | eft behind long ago.”

"Loverecognizeslove," the reeds murmured. Her shadow whispered,
"l will guideyou."

So she set her back to the sun and followed her shadow across the desert.
By day the sun was aroaring lion, by night the moon a pure white dove.
Lion and dove accompanied her, showed her hidden springs of cool water
among the barren stones, and trees that shook down dates and figs and
nutsinto her hands. Findly, climbing arocky hill, she saw an enormous
and beautiful palace, whose immense gates of bronze and gold lay open to
welcome therichly dressed people riding horses and dromedaries and
elegant paanquinsinto it.

She hurried to join them before the sun set and the gates were closed.

Her bare fect were scraped and raw; she limped alittle. Her feathers

had grown frayed; her face was gaunt, streaked with dust and sorrow. She
looked like a begger, she knew but the people spoke to her kindly, and
even tossed her acoin or two.

"We have come for the wedding of our princess and the Lion of the
Desert, whom it is her destiny to wed.”

"Who foretold such adestiny?' Lark asked, her voice trembling.

"Someone," they assured her. "The king's astrologer. A great sorceress
disguised as abeggar, not unlike yourself. A bullfrog, who spokewith a
human tongue at her birth. Her mother was frightened by alion just
before childbirth, and dreamed it. No one exactly remembers who, but
someone did. Destiny or no, they will marry in three days, and never was
there amore splendid coupl e than the princess and her lion.”

Lark crept into the shadow of the gate. "Now what shall | do?' she
murmured, her eyeswide, dark with urgency. "With hiseyesfull of her,
he will never notice abeggar.”

Sun did alast gleam down the gold edge of the gate. She remembered its
gift then and drew the little gold box out of her pocket. She opened it.

A light sprang out of it, swirled around her like astorm of gold dus,
glittering, shimmering. It settled on her, turned the feathersinto the

finest slk and silk cloth of gold. It turned the cobwebsin her hair

into along sparkling net of diamonds and pearls. It turned the dust on

her feet into soft golden leather and pearls. Light played over her

face, hiding shadows of grief and despair. Seeing the wonderful dress,



shelaughed for thefirgt timein seven years, and with wonder, she
recognized Lark'svoice.

As she walked down the streets, people stared at her, marveling. They
made way for her. A man offered her his paanquin, awoman her sunshade.
She shook her head at both, laughing again. "'l will not beshut upina

box, nor will | shut out the sun." So shewalked, and al the wedding

guests dowed to accompany her to the inner courtyard.

Word of her had passed into the palace long before she did. The
princess, dressed in fine flowing silks the color of her eyes, came out
to meet the stranger who rivaled the sun. She saw the dress before she
saw Lark'sface.

"Oh, my dear," she breathed, hurrying down the steps. "Say thisisa
wedding gift for me. Y ou cannot possibly wear thisto my weddin--Nino one
will look at me! Say you brought it for me. Or tell mewhat | can give

you inreturn for it." She stepped back, hdf-laughing, still staring at

the sun's creation. "Where are my manners? Y ou came al the way
from--from--and here adl | can do is-where are you from, anyway? Whoin
theworld are you?' Shelooked findly into Lark's eyes. She clapped her
hands, laughing again, with atouch of relief in her voice. "Oh, itis

the witch! Y ou have come! Perrin will be so pleased to meet you. Heis
deeping now; heisstill weak from hiswounds." Shetook Lark'shandin
hers and led her up the steps. "Now tell me how | can persuade you to

let me havethat dress. Look how everyone stares at you. It will make me
the most beautiful woman in the world on my wedding day. And yourea
witch, you don't care how you look. Anyway, it's not necessary for you

to look likethis. People will think you're only human.”

Lark, who had been thinking while the princess chattered, answvered, "'l
will giveyou thedressfor aprice.

"Anything! "

Lark stopped short. "No--you must not say that!" she cried fiercely.
"Ever! You could pay far more than you ever imagined for something as
trivid asthisdress!”

"All right," the princess said gently, patting her hand. "1 will not
giveyou just anything. Though I'd hardly cal thisdresstrivid. But
tell mewhat you want."

"l want anight done with your bridegroom.”

The princesss brows rose. She glanced around hastily to seeif anyone
were ligtening, then shetook Lark's other hand. "We must observe afew
proprieties,” she said softly, smiling. "Not even | have had awhole

night in my lion's bed--he had been too ill. | would not grant thisto

any woman. But you are awitch and you helped us before, and | know you
mean no harm. | assume you wish to tend him during the night with magic



arts o that he can hedl fagter.”
"If | can do that, | will. But--"
"Then you may. But | must havethe dressfirgt.”

Lark was silent. So was the princess, who held her eyes until Lark bowed
her head. Then | havelogt, she thought, for he will never even look at
mewithout this dress.

The princess said lightly, ™Y ou were graciousto refuse my first impulse
to give you anything. | trust you, but in that dressyou are very
beautiful, and you know how men are. Or perhaps, being awitch, you
don't. Anyway, thereisno need & al for you to appear to him like
this. And how can | surprise him on our wedding day with this dressiif
he seesyouinit firg?'

You arelike my ssters, Lark thought. Foolish and wiser than | am. She
yielded knowing she wanted to see Perrin with al her heart, and the
princess only wanted what dazzled her eyes. "Y ou areright,” she said.
"You may tell peoplethat | will stay with Perrinto hed himiif | can.
And that | brought the dressfor you."

The princess kissed her cheek. "Thank you. | will find you something
elseto wear, and show you hisroom. I'm not insengtive--1 fell inlove
with him mysdlf the moment | looked a him. So | can hardly blame you
for--and of course heisin love with me. But we hardly know each other,
and | don't want to confuse him with possibilities at this delicate

time. Y ou understand.”

"Perfectly.”
"Good."

Shetook Lark to her own sumptuous rooms and had her maid dressLark in
something she cdled "refreshingly smple' but which Lark called "drab,”

and knew it belonged not even to the maid, but to someone much farther
down the socid strata, who stayed in shadows and was not alowed to

wear lace.

| am more wren or sparrow than Lark, she thought sadly, asthe princess
brought her to Perrin'sroom.

"Till sunrisg," she said; the tone of her voice added, And not amoment after.

"Yes," Lark sad absently, gazing a her deeping love. At last the
puzzled princess closed the door, left Lark in the twilight.

Lark approached the bed. She saw Perrin'sfacein thelight of asingle
candle beside the bed. It was bruised and scratched; there was along
wedl from adragon's claw down one bare shoulder. He looked older,



wegthered, his pale skin burned by the sun, which had scarcely touched
itinyears. The candldight picked out athread of slver hereand

there among thelion'sgold of hishair. She reached out impulsvely,
touched the silver. "My poor Perrin,” she said softly. "At least, asa

dove, for saven years, you were faithful to me. Y ou shed blood at every
seventh step | took. And | took seven steps for every drop you shed. How
strangeto find you naked in this bed, waiting for a swan instead of

Lark. At least | had you for alittlewhile, and a long last you are unbewitched.”

She bent over him, kissed hislips gently. He opened his eyes.

She turned away quickly before the loving expression in them changed to
disappointment. But he moved more swiftly, reaching out to catch her
hand before she left.

"Lark?' He gave adeep Sigh as she turned again, and eased back into the
pillows. "I heard your sweet voice in my dream.... | didn't want to wake
and end the dream. But you kissed me awake. Y ou arered, aren't you?"
he asked anxioudy as she lingered in the shadows, and he pulled her out
of darknessinto light.

Helooked at her for along time, silently, until her eyesfilled with
tears. "l've changed,” she said.

"Yes" hesad."Y ou have been enchanted, too."

"And so have you, once agan.”

He shook hishead. "Y ou have set me free."

"And | will set you freeagain,” she said softly, "to marry whom you choose."

He moved again, too abruptly, and winced. His hold tightened on her
hand. "Have | lost dl enchantment?' he asked sadly. "Did you love the
gpellbound man more than you can love the ordinary mortal ? s that why
you left me?!

She gtared a him. "I never |eft you--"

"Y ou disappeared,” he said wearily. "After seven long years of flying
around in the shape of adove, dueto your father's gppalling
cardlessness, | findly turned back into alion, and you were gone. |
thought you could not bear to stay with me through yet another
enchantment. | didn't blame you. But it grieved me badly--1 was glad
when the dragon attacked me, because | thought it might kill me. Then |
woke up in my own body, in astrange bed, with a princess besde me
explaining that we were destined to be married.”

"Did you tell her you were married?'

He dghed. "I thought it was just another way of being enchanted. A
lion, adove, marriageto abeautiful princess| don't love--what



difference did anything make? Y ou were gone. | didn't care any longer
what happened to me." She swallowed, but could not speak. "Are you about
to leave me again?' he asked painfully. "Isthat why you'll comeno closer?"

"No," shewhigpered. "I thought--1 didn't think you till remembered me."
He closed hiseyes. "For seven years| |eft you my heart'sblood to follow...."

"And for seven years| followed. And then on the last day of the seventh
year you disappeared. | couldn't find you anywhere. | asked the sun, the
moon, the wind. | followed the south wind to find you. It told me how to
break the spell over you. So | did-"

His eyes opened again. "Y ou. Y ou are the enchantress the princess talks
about. Y ou rescued both of us. And then-"

"Shetook you away from me before | could tell her-1 tried-"

Hisface was growing pesceful in the candldight. " She doesn't listen
very well. But why did you think I had forgotten you?'

"| thoughtN--she was so beautiful, | thought--and | have grown so worn, so strange-"

For thefirst timein seven years, she saw him smile. "Y ou have walked
theworld, and spoken to thesunand wind.. . . | have only been
enchanted. Y ou have become the enchantress.” He pulled her closer,
kissed her hand, and then her wrist. He added, as she began to smile,

"What a poor opinion you must have of my human shapeto think that after
all theseyears| would prefer the peacock to the Lark.”

He pulled her closer, kissed the crook of her elbow, and then her

breast. And then she caught hislipsand kissed him, onehand in his

hair, the other in hishand.

And thus the princess found them, as she opened the door, speaking
softly, "My dear, | forgot, if he wakes you must give him this potion--I
mean, thistea of mild herbsto ease hispain alittle" She kicked the

door shut and saw their surprised faces. "Well," she said frodtily. "Redlly."

"Thisismy wife" Parrinsaid.

"Wdl, redly." Sheflung the deeping potion out the window, and folded
her arms. ™Y ou might have told me."

"l never thought | would see her again.”

"How extraordinarily careless of you both." She tapped her foot
furioudy for amoment, and then said, dowly, her face clearing a

little, "That'swhy you were there to rescue us! Now | understand. And |
snatched him away from you without even thinking--and after you had
searched for him so long, | made you search--oh, my dear.” She clasped



her handstightly. "What | said. About not spending afull night here.
Y ou must not think-"

"l understand.”
"No, but redly--tdll her, Perrin.”

"It doesn't matter," Perrin said gently. "Y ou were kind to me. That's
what Lark will remember.”

But she remembered everything, asthey flew on the griffin's back across
the sear her father's foolish bargain, the fearsome stonelion, the

seven years when she followed awhite dove beyond any human life, the
battle between dragon and lion, and then the hopeless loss of him again.
Sheturned the nut in her palm, and questionsrose in her head: Can |
truly stand more mysteries, the possibilities of more hardships, more
enchanting princesses between us? Would it be better just to crack the
nut and egt it? Then we would dl fall into the sea, in thismoment when
our loveisfindly intact. He seemsto live from spell to spell. Isit

better to die now, before something worse can happen to him? How much
can love stand?

Perrin caught her eyes and amiled at her. She heard the griffin's
labored bregthing, felt the weary catch in its mighty wings. She tossed
the nut high into the air and watched it fall along, long way beforeit
hit the water. And then the gresat tree grew out of the seg, to the
agtonishment of passing sailors, who remembered it al ther lives, and
told their incredul ous grandchildren of watching a griffin red asfire
drop out of the blue to rest among its boughs.



