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Part One
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Thefirg thing Tanaquil saw dmost every morning on waking was her mother'sface. But that was
because apainting of Tanaguil's mother, the sorceress Jaive, hung opposite the bed. The painting of Jaive
had agreat bush of scarlet hair in which various jewels, plants, implements, and mice and other small
animals she used in her researches were caught. "Good morning, Mother," said Tanaquil to the picture,
and the picture vigoroudy answered: "Rise with the sun, sdutethe day!" Asit dwaysdid. Snceit was
anyway usualy midmorning when Tanaguil woke up, the greeting was completely unsuitable.

Once the business with the picture was over, Tanaguil got out of bed and went to see what had been | eft
for her breakfast. Sometimes nothing had. Today there were some pieces of cold toasted bread without
any butter, an orange, and green herbd teaiin aglass. Tanaquil tried the tea, then peeled the orange
cautioudy. As she split the segments abird flew out.

"Thisway, thisway," said Tanaquil impatiently to the bird asit dashed round the room, sticking its besk
into the bed curtains. The bird hurtled to the window and flew into the hard red sunshine. Tanaquil stood
at the window, looking away across the roofs and battlements of her mother's fortress, at the desert. It
was the same view she had seen since she could remember. For nearly sixteen yearsthis had been her
bedroom and that had been the view. The long tawny sands, with their glints of minerals, which changed
shape after the wind blew, the march of rock hills haf amile off, some pointed like cones, somewith
great natural archways that ran through them, showing the endlessness of the desert beyond. From any
part of Jaive'sfortress, if you looked out, thiswas the kind of thing you saw, dunes and rocks, and the
hot sky. By day the fortress and the desert baked. At night it grew cold and athin snow fell, the sand
turned to slver and the stars burned white.

"Hey," said ahigh-pitched voice outsde, "hey."

Tanaguil glanced and saw one of the peeves was sitting on the roof below her window. It was about the
Szeof alarge cat, with thick brown fur over abarrel-shaped body and short muscular legs. It gripped
with three paws and with the fourth scratched itself busily. It had along dainty muzzle, abushy tail, and
earsthat would go up in points, athough just now they flopped down. Initsbig yellow eyeswasan
urgent look.

"Want abone," said the peeve.
"I'm sorry | haven't got one," said Tanaquil.

"No, no, want a bone," indsted the peeve. It hopped up the roof and jumped into the embrasure of the
window like afat fur pig. Tanaguil put out her hand to stroke the peeve, but it evaded her and plopped
down into the room. It began to hurry about scratching at things and poking itslong nose under the rug,
upsetting the stoal. It pattered across Tanaquil's work table, through her collection of easily damaged
fossils, and over asmall clock lying on its back. The peeve scattered cogs and whedls. It sprang. Now it
wasin thefireplace.

"There are no bones here," said Tanaquil firmly.

The peeve took no notice. "Want abone,” it explained, and knocked over her bregkfast. The herbal tea



spread across the floor, and the peeve drank it, sneezing and snuffling. A piece of toast had falen oniits
head, and it threw it off with an irritated " Bone, bone."

Tanaquil sghed. She went into the marble bath alcove and pressed the head of the lion for afountain of
cool water to wash in. The water did not come. Instead astream of sticky berry wine poured out.

"Oh, Mother!" shouted Tanaquil, furioudly. She ran out, kicked the stool across the room, and then the
pieces of bread. The orange had turned into a sort of flower that was growing up the left-hand pillar of
the fireplace. The peeve was nibbling this. It turned and watched as Tanaquil dressed hersdlf in
yesterday's crumpled dress and ran acomb through her hair, which was alighter red than Jaive's.

"Got abone?’
"I haven't got a bone for heaven's sake! Be quiet.”

The peeve sat down and washed its ssomach, now muttering anxioudy. "Fleg, flea" Then abruptly it
threw itsdlf up the chimney and was gone, dthough ashower of soot fell down into the hearth.

Tanaquil left the room amoment after, damming the door.

Four flights of wide stone stairs, with wooden bannisters carved with beasts, fruits, demons and so on,
went up from Tanagquil'slevd to the haunt of her mother. On each landing there was an opening to the
roof walks and battlements, and in one place Tanaguil saw three of the soldiers Sitting on the wall playing
agame of Scorpionsand Ladders. They were dl drunk, as usua, but, noting Tanaquil passing, one called
out: "Don't go up, Lady. The sorceressisbusy.”

"Unfortunate," said Tanaquil. And she climbed the last flight, out of breath, and reached the big black
door that shut off her mother's Sorcerium.

In the center of the door was ahead of green jade, which addressed Tanaquil. "Do you seek Jaive?’
"Obvioudy."

"What isyour name, and rank?"

"Tanagquil, her daughter.”

The head seemed to purseits|lips, but then the door gave a cresk and swung massively open.

The chamber beyond wasfull of oily smoke and pale lightning flashes. Tanaquil was used to this. She
walked in and found her way among looming chests and stands cluttered with objects, some of which
cheeped and chittered. Suddenly there was agreat mirror, and in it Tanaguil caught aglimpse of a
burning city, towers and sparks and creatures flying through the air. Then the vison vanished, and the
smoke sank. Jaive appeared out of the sinking smoke. She stood behind a table covered with books,
globes of glass, instruments, wands, and colored substances that bubbled. In alarge cage sat two white
mice with rabbit ears and the tails of serpents, eating a sausage. Jaive wore a floor-length gown of
black-green slk sewn with golden embroidery. Her flaming hair surrounded her face like the burning city
inthe mirror. She frowned.

"What do you want?" asked Tanaguil's mother.
"Would you likealig?' said Tanaquil.

"l am engaged—" said Jaive.



"You aways are. Did you enjoy your breskfast, mother? Mine had abird in it and then turned into a
flower. One of the peeves spilled the rest. My fountain water was berry wine. Most of my clothes have
disappeared. I'msick of it!"

"What isthis nonsense?' said Jaive.

"Mother, you know that everything isin an eterna mess here because of your magic, because of leaks of
power and side effects of incantations. It's awful.”

"I search for knowledge," said Jaive. She added vaguely, "How dare you spesk to your mother like this?"
Tanaquil sat down on alarge dog of some kind that had temporarily turned into astool.

"When | waslittle," said Tanaquil, "I thought it was wonderful. WWhen you made the butterflies come out
of the fire, and when you made the garden grow in the desert. But the butterflies went pop and the
garden dissolved.”

"These childish memories,”" said Jaive. "I'vetried to educate you in the art of sorcery.”
"And | wasn't any good at it,” said Tanaquil.

"Dreadful,” agreed her mother. "Y ou're amere mechanical, I'm afraid." She made a pass over abesker
and atiny storm roseinto the air. Jaive laughed in pleasure. Tanagquil's somach rumbled.

"Mother," said Tanaquil, "perhaps| should leave."
"Yes, do, Tanaquil. Let meget on."

"l mean leave thefortress”

"Tiresome girl, where could you go?'

Tanaquil sad, warily, "If my father—"

Jaive swelled; her robe billowed and her eyesflashed; smal faces, imps perhaps, or only tangles, looked
out of her hair.

"I have never told you who your father was. | renounced him. | know nothing of him now. Perhapshe no
longer lives"

"After dl," said Tanaquil, "1 hardly ever see you, you wouldn't missme. And he—"

"I won't discussit. I'vetold you before, your father isnothing to me. Y ou must put him out of your mind.”
Tanaguil lost her temper again. She stood up and glared at the mice's sausage.

"Perhaps I'll just go anyway. Anywhere must be better!”

"It would take daysto crossthe desert, stupid child. Only a sorceress could manageit.”

"Thenhdpme”

"l wish you to remain here. Y ou're my daughter.”

Therewasarattling noisein the wall, and afaint soprano voice came down to them from near the ceiling.
"...Bone..."



The peeve was passing on its quest through the chimneys.

Jaive took little notice. The peeves, desert animals that had made burrows about her fort, thinking it
another rock, had years before been infected by her magic and so begun to speak. To Tanaquil the
peeve symbolized everything that was wrong. She said tensdly, "Mother, you must let me go.”

"No," said Jaive. And with tiger's eyes she smiled on her daughter.

Tanaquil got up from the dog and went back across the room and out of the door. On the green jade
head, at the age of twelve, she had once painted a moustache, and the head had blinked aray at her that
threw her down the stairs. Tanaquil closed the black door restrainedly and wondered where to vent her
anger and frudtration.

Jaive'sfortress had been built in the time of her grandmother, aso a sorceress and recluse. It wasa
strange building of rather muddied design, and from a distance on the desert it was not only peeveswho
thought it only a peculiar formation of rock. To reach the kitchen of thefort, it was necessary to roam
through severa long and winding corridors and then down agloomy cavernous stair into the basement.
This Tanaquil did.

In thethird corridor, a carved gargoyle on abeam, touched by another random breath of Jaive's magic,
abruptly flared itswings and crowed, but Tanaquil ignored it. She carried the smal clock she had been
repairing for the cook. Thiswas something Tanaguil was good at. Since the age of ten, she had found
hersdf able to mend things. And so, while her mother extravagantly summoned and questioned demonsin
her Sorcerium, Tanaguil worked carefully on broken dolls and clocks, music boxes, and even sometimes
some of the soldiers crosshows, or bits of the cannon, which were never used except by accident and
often went wrong.

Thekitchen lay six feet below ground, with high windows near the ceiling thet let in the light and the sand.
Boyswere supposed to be constantly at work, sweeping the floors or brushing off the surfaces. On
approaching the kitchen, though, it was usudly remarkable only for its stillness and the lazy buzz of talk.

Tanaguil opened the door.

The cook sat on her chair with her feet on the row of ovens, most of which were cold. Two scullery
maids were playing Scorpions and Ladders, and the third was embroidering. None of the sweeper boys
was present. A large pot of yellow teawas on the table, and a plate of pancakes.

"Here'syour clock,” said Tanaquil, delivering it. She took a pancake and poured hersalf sometea.
"There now. It goes. Just look. What aclever lady."

"Isthere anything el se that wants mending?' asked Tanaquil. For five years, thiswas dl that had stopped
her from going mad, she thought. And there aways was something. But asif out of spite the cook shook
her shaggy head. "Not athing. And that doll you saw to for Pillow's child is il lovely, movingitsarms
and going Mamaa!"

"And she'stried ever so hard to break it again,” said Pillow, the embroiderer.
"Well, if therésnothing,” said Tanaquil, trying to sound businesslike. She felt dejected.
"Let'ssee" said the cook, "would the lady like to make a cake?"

Tanaquil fought with ablush. "No, thank you." The cook had comforted Tanaquil when shewaslittle,
letting her make iced biscuits and gingerbread camelsin the ovens, to keep her from being bored and



lonely. But thiswas not the answer now. Even mending something was not, athough it would have
helped. "I'll be on my way," said Tanaquil airily.

As she closed the kitchen door, she heard the cook say to Pillow, "Madam redly ought to have done
something with that girl, itsawaste.”

A waste, thought Tanaquil as she went back up the stairs from the kitchen. 1've been wasted. And she
shouted at alargerat that was quietly coming down. The rats had never been infected with magical
speech, or never bothered to useit if they had. Neverthelessit looked offended.

Tanaquil climbed again up the fortress. She now seemed to herself to have spent most of her days going
up and down and around it. She came out on one of the lower battlements, where the captain of the
soldiers had his gpartment in aturret. In fact he was out on the wall walk with four of hismen, rolling
wooden bals at amark.

"It'sthe young lady," said one of the soldiers.
They dl straightened up and sauted her.
The captain offered her his beer flagon, but she refused.

"Nothing to repair,” said the cgptain. ™Y ou may have heard the cannon go off last week—Borrik thought
he saw an army coming, but it was that dust storm, of course. Even so, the machine worked atrest,
thanksto that hinge you saw to."

"Oh," said Tanaquil. "And the bows?"

"Firg class. Even Iggd's throw-knife works, after you fixed the baance. | expect something or other will
gowrong inaday or 0," he added encouragingly.

Tanaguil had a sudden humiliating ideathat some of the kinder soldiers might muck up their equipment
smply in order to give her something to do.

"What arelief," said Tanagquil. "A free afternoon a last!" And she sauntered off.

The other occasiond thing Tanaguil had been doing over the weeks, months, years of her lifein Jaive's
fortress, had been to go for aWalk. Her first memories of Walks were that her nurse— naturally, Jaive
had had little time to spare—took Tanaquil up and down al the corridors, and sometimes out into the
inner courtyard, which was quite large, and planted with orange trees, grapevines, laurdl hedges, and one
dusty dilgpidated pam only thirteen feet high. At one end of the yard was a kitchen garden, rather
overgrown, some grass where goats were penned, and an ornate stone well on which was a stone eagle.
Now and then the eagle changed shape, and it was alwaysthe first thing the little Tanaquil ran to see:
Onceit had looked like an ostrich. Then Tanaquil would play in the courtyard, alone but for the nurse, for
there had been no children anywhere near her own age. As Tanaquil grew older, and the nurse more
elderly, the Waks wended outside the fortress. In the beginning Tanaguil had been very interested in the
desert. She had made sand castles of neater appearance than the fortress. But beyond the shadow of the
fortressswalls, the dunes blistered. There was no oasis for miles, no village. Thefort contained the only
water. When shewas older sill, Tanaguil used to set out for therock hills. The nurse never madeit so
far, and used to stand feebly caling on the sand, under her parasol. Tanaguil was twelve before she
managed to get to the rocks. Her triumph was marred because there was absolutely nothing on the other
side but more sand exactly the same asthe rest, stretching away and away to the lavender horizon.

Now Tanaquil went for aWalk every other day, soldly to ease her restlessness with exercise. The Walk



was completely boring and purposdess. But to do it she must put on boots againgt the burning sand and
cover her red head with asilk scarf tied with aband of ribbon. She would walk asfar astherock hills, Sit
intheir shade, and drink some water she had brought with her. Sometimes she climbed their sdes, and
dug out small, frail fosslswith her knife. Then perhaps she would walk amile or so further off, wet,
across the sands. When she did this she fantasized to herself that she wasleaving home. That just out of
sght wasamighty city of tiled walls, domes and gardens, fountains, markets and noisy crowds. But she
knew from the lessons her mother had given her for an hour every day until she was fourteen, that
athough there was a city, it was ahundred miles off. Nor in dl her life had Tanaquil ever seen acaravan
cross the desert near Jaive'sfortress. They did not come thisway. Strangers were limited to desert
traders, herders, and wild dogs and jackals. Near sunset, Tanaquil would face up to facts, turn round,
and come back from the desert.

Today Tanaquil went for aWalk.

As she plodded across the sand, skidded down dunes, she was entirely occupied with questions. Had
yesterday been so different from al the other days? Had she felt, yesterday, thisterrific urge, much more
than fantasy, to escape? It was asif, like the eagle, she had changed shape overnight. Now she was
someone else, another, desperate Tanaquil.

But it wasimpossible. She must get avay—and she could not.

Some peeves were romping near the base of the rock hills. They gave off loud raucous squesks, and
Tanaquil redized they had not caught the magic speech.

She drank the water from her bottle, then got up the hill formed like abridge, nearly flat a the top, and
with the great hollow arch benesth. She sat on the bridge-hill and looked at al the old scrapings her own
knife had made. There was one smdl fossl |eft, apade shell, but so delicate it would crack if she cut
down for it.

Tanaguil stared out instead over the sand. Gradually amirage cameto be, of ariver with treeson its
banks.

Once the whole desert had been covered by the sea, which had |eft behind the shells and skeletons of
weird creatures now extinct. One night, Jaive had shown Tanaquil anillusion of the sea.on the desert. The
waves had swirled about the fortress, frosted at the top with foam, and the moon shone redder than the
un.

"Y ou must remember,” said Jaive to the nine-year-old

Tanaquil, "that thisworld is badly made. But we sorcerers believe there are other worlds, some worse,
and one theimproved model of this. Of this perfect world we may catch glimpses.” And she had tried to
teach Tanaguil use of the magic mirror, but Tanaquil had made amistake and the mirror cracked and
Jaive had been furious.

"Oh, Mother," said Tanaquil.

She sat on the bridge-rock until the sun began to wester over the doping dunes. Then she got up and
faced back toward the fortress of the sorceress.

Probably she could find some cold snacksin the kitchen. There was seldom dinner in her mother'shall.
Then she must search the library for areadable book—though bursting with volumes, the library had few
of these. And then. What was there but to go to bed and deep aslong as she could?



Tanaguil went up to her room from the library, where she had read part of abook on ancient witchcraft
and part of a parchment on sorcerer-princes, having located nothing else. She had decided to try to find
some of her missing clothes, which usualy moved themsdlvesinto absurd places, such as up the chimney,
or mixed themsalves with the furnishings and changed color, so that they blended.

As shewas investigating the chimney, Tanaquil recalled the peeve that had rushed up there after abone.
She hoped it had found away out. Although the nightswereicy cold, fireswere not often lit. Tanaguil, in
passing, pressed the lion's mouth for hot water, but afountain of paper flowersfel out.

Beyond the window, light snow drifted to the desert. The moon had risen, and the dunes wereiced
biscuits.

Tanaquil looked at her bed.

On the pillowslay something round and black. Tanaquil approached with caution. " Oh, no!" shouted
Tanaquil."Y ou wretched thing!"

The peeve of the morning—covered thick with the black soot it had also sprinkled generoudy al over the
bed and the pillows, which it had also decorated with black paw marks—raised its head.

"What?" asked the peeve.

"Just look what you've done, you pest.”

"Done nothing," said the peeve. "What done?" It looked about, surprised.
"All thisghestly mess—"

"Soots," said the peeve. "Wash, wash,” and it rolled about, licking itself hafheartedly, soreading the soot
further.

Tanaquil grabbed the peeve and boreit to the window. She plumped it in the embrasure and gaveiits
flank asharp tap. "Get out. Go away."

"Moon," said the peeve, Saring rapturoudy skyward.
"Go away."
Tanaguil dammed the shuttersonit.

She dreamed she was running over the dunes, in the snow. Her feet were bare, she went like the wind.
There were no rocks, no sign of the fortress, she did not know where she was and did not care.

She woke up because of aloud rasping and scratching on the shutters.

"Comein," stated avoice, "comein now."

"Go away," repesated Tanaquil to the peeve.

But the peeve went on scratching and demanding to enter.

"If I cometo the window, I'll push you off onto the roof below,” threatened Tanaquil.
"Comein," said the peeve. "Now."

Tanaquil got up scowling. Sheflung the shutterswide. There, in aglistening ova of moonshine, crouched



the peeve. "Bone," said the peeve to her intently, "found abone.”
And it nosed something on the stone at its paw.

Tanaguil gazed. What she had taken for abar of moonlight was not. It was abone. Long and dender,
unhuman, not a once identifiable, the materia from which it was made glowed like polished milk-crysta.
And inthe crysta weretiny blazing specks and glints, like diamond—no, like the stars out of the sky.

"A bone?" whispered Tanaquil. "Where did you find it?"

"Found it," said the peeve.

"But where?'

"Sandy," said the peeve, "hot." It blinked and took the bone lightly up again into its mouth.

Tanagquil reached out to touch. The peeve growled around the bone and lashed itstail, making athumping
noise on the shutters. " Mine."

"Yes, | know it'syours. But you brought it to show me. Let me—"

"Rirr," said the peeve.

It backed away, the incredible tube of starlight gleaming between itsteeth.
"Y ou mustn't—don't crunch it—" cried Tanaquil.

The peeve wrinkled itsface and abruptly threw itsdf around, in akind of horizontal somersaullt. It fled, fur
rippling, tail flapping, scuttling and rolling aong the roof below, and vanished over an ornamental
weathervane into the confused stages of darkness benegth.

2

Morning was till dim in the kitchen. The oil lamps burned and the cook was taking her hair out of its
pins, while Pillow bathed her child inthe sink.

Tanaguil advanced and, bravely opening the pail for the rubbish heap, began to rummage.
"Why, whatever are you after, Lady?"'

"I'm looking for anicejuicy meet bone."

Rillow gave afant shriek.

The cook said winningly, "Now, Lady. Just you wait, and I'll do you some fried bread—"
"No, it'sabone | want, with some good bits of mest still on it—roasted or raw, | don't mind."
"Poor girl," said RPillow.

"There's been nothing like that for amonth,” said the cook, "not sincethelast dinner in hal. Isit the
marrow you're after, for soup?'

"Itisn't for me" said Tanaquil, irritated. The pail contained pedings and eggshells, moldy crusts and other
unpleasant debris. No bones and no remnants of meat. She knew quite well the kitchen usualy made
itsdlf ahuge roast joint once aweek, but perhaps they had been too lazy recently. "What have you got?



Mest fat? Put that on some toadt, thickly, for me—and abowl of that green tea.”

"Green?' The cook shook her hair-knots. "There's no green tea here. Must have been another leak from
Madam's chamber did that."

Tanaquil stayed in the kitchen until the toast and fat was ready. She ate an orange while she waited, and
watched Pillow's child trying to break her doll on an oven, but the doll survived and only went Mamaa!

Armed with the food, Tanaquil hurried back to the Sairsto her room, and put the dimy toast out in the
embrasure for the peeve. She had left her shutters gjar al night, but it had not returned. Somewhereit
must haveits burrow, lined with thingsit had rooted out or stolen. But she did not know where. And
where had the bone come from? Somewhere in the sand, in the hot daytime—

It had occurred to Tanaguil that maybe the peeve's bone was an ordinary bone, only transformed by the
magic overspill of the fortress. And yet, it had not looked, or seemed, of that order. The changes here
tended to beridiculous or darming. The bonewas only exquisite.

Tanaquil sat a her work table, fiddling with fossils, cleaning her repairer'stools, one of which had coiled
itself up like asnail and needed to be straightened. Then she merely sat, with her chin on her hands,
garing a the open window.

The peeve did not come back. She had annoyed or upset it. Perhapsit had bitten the bonein half and
devoured it—surdly that could not happen.

The sun turned hotter and bathed the room in light. The fat smelled, and agolden fly danced onit and
feasted.

It was midday. The peeve had not and would not come.

Tanaguil stood up. She had found her divided skirt, and now tucked its hemsinto her boots. She swung
into the window embrasure and out, and dropped the foot or so onto the doping roof below.

Out here the sun was scaldingly hot. 1t was aworld of roof hills and drainage gulleys, bushed with crops
of weathervanes and old mysterious pipes. The copper roof dates greenly seared, and here and there
were copses of chimneys. Above rose the tallest towers and the hedge of the battlements, where two
soldiers passed each other with ableary clack of spears. Was the burrow among the roofs, or had the
peevejust decided to run up to her window on awhim?

Tanaguil picked her way aong the copper dates, in and out of the shadow of chimney pots. The peeve
might even have made alair in one of the most disused of the chimneys. She peered into crevices, and
found red flowers growing from cracks. Further over, under the eave of the library, was alarge untidy
nest once used by some ravens. They had caught speech and flown away ydlling that the fort rubbish
heap was not interesting enough. The nest lay in the shadow of atower, and was protected by juts and
dopesof the building.

Tanaguil lowered hersdf into adry canal between the roofs and pushed through the flowers. At the
cand'send wasacistern full of scummy water—it caught the snow by night and fermented by day. There
were black paw marks on the cistern's edge.

To reach thelibrary roof Tanaguil had to jump anarrow gap, through which she saw the kitchen yard
below. Pillow and another girl, maybe Sausage, were hanging up some washing. They were small asthe
child'sdoll. Tanaquil took a breath and jumped. She landed on thelibrary and heard Fillow say, far
below, "Just listen, those ravens must be back.”



One of the soldierslooked over from the battlements, too. Tanaquil had amoment'sfear he might take
her for an invader and fire a her, but he only waved.

The ravens nest was empty, but beyond it a channd went back under the walls of the tower and the
overhanging roof. Tanaquil moved on into deep shade, and stumbled over apile of rugsand straw. The
enclosure smelled of peeve, clean fur and meat and secrets. And there was ahoard of silly things—a
smdl pan from the kitchen, some sequins, probably from one of Jaive's gowns, a spear-head. .. and,
gleaming like white water in the shadow—"Seven," said Tanaguil doud, "seven of them." Seven bones
like the bone she had seen the previous night: two very little, and one very long, broken, and curved, like
arib, perhaps, and four exactly the same asthefirgt, of which it must beareplica And al of them like
milk-crystdl and stars.

"Bad."

Tanaguil started guiltily. Shelooked round, and up on the ravens nest the peeve poised in silhouette
againgt the bright sky. Itsfur stood on end, its ears pointed, itstail was a brush. Under its forepaws was
another of the amazing bones. The eighth.

"Inmy place," said the peeve.
Tanaguil wondered if it would attack her.
Thenitsfur lay flat and its ears flopped. Itsface took on aforlorn and sorry expression.

"Oh look, I'm not stealing from you," said Tanaquil, remorseful. "'l waited for you to come back and
show me the bone again. And when you didn', | came here.”

"My place.”

"Y es, to your place. Haven't you got alot of these bones? Aren't you clever.”

The peeve sat down in the nest and scratched behind its ear.

"Itch," it explained. It seemed to have perked up a her compliment. "Clever," it repeated.
"Of coursethey belong to you. But won't you let me help you find them—I mean, if there are... more?”
"More. Lots"

A cold shiver oozed down Tanaquil's spinein the boiling day.

"Will you show me? Can | help you?'

The peeve put its head down and studied the eighth bone it had brought. Therewas asilence.
Tanagquil said, "Y ou know, the ravens might come back to their nest and steal from you.”

The peeve tossed up its head and scanned the sky, its whiskers making fierce arcs.

Tanaquil fdt likeavillan.

"Let me hep," she said. She went over to the peeve and gently stroked its head. The peeve dlowed this
and looked at her out of topaz eyes. "Y ou are so clever. It'sawonderful bone.”

They went out in the afternoon, when the worst of the heat was lessening. The peeve had been running



back and forth al morning, only pausing to drink from the cistern in the roof gulley.

After dl, the peeve seemed pleased to have company. It bustled along, sometimes rushing ahead, then
playing in the sand until Tanaguil caught up. The direction in which they went wasthat of the rock hills.
Tanaquil accepted thiswith an odd fedling in her somach. When thelittle afternoon shadow of the hills
came over them, and the peeve bounded in under the hollow hill shaped like a bridge, Tanaquil nodded.
The hoard of fabulous boneslay exactly beneath the spot where she had brooded. Perhaps the dust
storm aweek ago had uncovered them, or even other playful peeves.

The dark heat under the arch of the hill was solemn and purple. Over among the tendons of the rock, the
peeve excavated, sending up sprays of sand.

Tanaquil went to see.
And there, sticking up like crystal plants, were the tops of bones.
They dug together.

"Good, good,” said the peeve, thrusting in its nose, and suddenly uprooting—there could be no doubt—a
whole ribcage.

It waslarge, daunting. How it shonein the shadow. " Sprr," said the peeve. They pulled out the cage of
ribs, and leg bones followed and dropped apart in jewdry bits. It waslike theleg of ahuge dog, or likea
horsg'sleg.

"Isthereaskull?' asked Tanaquil.

The peeve took no notice, only went on digging. It had apparently redlized that, with Tanaguil to carry
the bones, it could unearth al of them.

They had worked in the hollow hill for maybe an hour when the sand gave way, pouring down and over
itsdlf into a big cauldron. Some of the bones just coming visible were folded away into the sand-dip.

The peeverolled about, kicking. Tanaquil used one of the oaths the soldiers were fond of .

Very likely, the bones lay over avoid in the sand; they might tumble down into some hidden abyss,
unreachable. The sand might also give way entirely under Tanaguil and the peeve, casting them &fter.

Tanaquil tried to make the peeve understand this, but it paid no attention, only resumed its digging.
Tanaquil shrugged, and threw in her lot with it, bracing hersdf, if shefelt any movement under her, to
grab the animd and run.

No more dips occurred, and gradually the new bones came clear again. There were parts of vertebrae,
and the segments of along neck: star flowers.

Then, againgt her plucking hands, Tanaquil felt a smooth mass. She heaved the object out. The sand
shook off.

"No good," said the peeve. "Not abone.”
"It'sthe skull " said Tanaquil.
She held the skull in her hands, astonished, even after what she had seen.

It was ahorse skull, or very like one, and it gleamed like an opal, polished finer than the other bones.



Colorsran through the crystd of it, fiery, limpid. Sheimagined the brain insde this case, which must have
fed on such colors, or caused them. The teeth were al present, silvery white. A pad of bone rose on the
skull, above the sockets of the eyes—layers of opa—indented like another socket to hold some
precious gem.

Tanagquil looked about. She was surrounded by the bones. The peeve was il industrioudy digging,
shooting sand into the air, disappearing dowly down ahole.

"I think thet'sall," said Tanaquil. "Almost dl of it'shere”
"More," said the peeve.
"Let's go back now."

The peeve kicked and the sand gave. The peevefell only afoot, but Tanaguil leaned down and took hold
of it. It came out pummelling the air, sneezing angrily.

"Want dig."
"No, that's enough.”
"Dig, dig."

"Let's take these bonesto my room. They'll be safe there. Y ou can share my room. Y ou'd like that. I'll
get you somelovely mest fat."

The peeve consdered. It sat down and washed itsdlf, leaving the bone hole be.

Tanaquil began to gather up the bones. She took the scarf off her head and folded bonesinto it, and put
bonesinto the cuffs of her boots, into pockets. The ribcage was difficult; she somehow got it on to her
back. She picked up the opal skull, cradling it in her freearm. ™Y ou take those." Sheindicated the last
few dender vertebrae she had not managed to stow. The peeve got them into its mouth. Its mouth stood

open, glittering.

Suppose someone saw them? Generdly, the fortress might as well have been deserted during the
afternoon. The soldiers and servants dozed, and Jaive swirled about her Sorcerium imperviousto hedt.
Tanaquil hoped they would keep to their usua schedule; she did not want to share her discovery.
Although she could not leave the fort, she had found atemporary escape—for the bones of the magical
beast made her forget hersdlf. In comparison to them, what did anything € se matter?

The blast of the sunlight beyond the hill was mighty, but the sun was lowering itsalf westward and the sky
wasthick and golden.

Tanaguil and the peeve walked toward the fortress with great shadows before them.

Tanaquil told the peeve about the fat toast, and roast meet, and other things she thought she might be
ableto get for it. It kept pace with her, not arguing, mouth full of magic.

The peeve made alair under Tanaquil's bed. 1t bundled up her rug and pushed that under, and took a
pillow. Streams of feather stuffing eddied out from the torn pillow, across the floor.

As she arranged the bones dong the floor at the opposite end of the room, she heard the peeve snuffling
and complaining to itself, fidgeting abouit. It had eaten the rancid fat in the window, and she had brought
some fresh from the kitchen, where only two of the sweeper boys were lying adeep on a cool stone



oven. Now and then the peeve would emerge and watch Tanaquil's actions with the bones. "Please don't
move them," said Tanaquil. It cameto her that it would be better to suspend the skeleton in the air, from
acelling beam, and she opened her work box, measuring lengths of fine brass chain, cutting these, and
finding clips whereby to attach them—she did not want to pierce any of the bones, was not sure she
could.

On the floor, the skeleton emerged into its true shape.
Tanaquil straightened up at last to Sare at it.

Fragments were chipped, and there were gaps, missing pieces of the long spine, omissonsin the
ribcage—and below theright foreleg the small sharp toe of the hoof was absent. She could replace dl the
lossesin less beautiful but adequate materids, so that at least the beast of bone was whole.

Without doubt, now she could see it was the skeleton of an extraordinary horse—but a horse also of
extreme fineness, longer than was usud in the back and legs, the tail and neck, with the head also longer,
and on it the strange pad of bone above the eyes...

The skeleton sparkled. It looked amost friendly. And then, by some shift of the sunset light, it altered,
and avague terror touched Tanaquil, like nothing she had felt before. Her mother did not believein
religion or priests, but Tanaguil wondered if she should make some offering to God. For only the God
could know what thisthing had been.

The light melted; the sun had set. In the deep blue sky the stars began to arrive, and the cold of night
breathed at the window.

"You'll bewarm here," said Tanaquil to the peeve. It snored initslair.
Tanaquil climbed on her work table and began to put bronze hooks into the beam above—

The door was knocked. The voice of Bird, one of the girlswho still sometimes absentmindedly cleaned
the chambers of the fortress, came through itstimbers. "Lady Tanaquil ?* Tanaquil did not think she had
heard Bird's voice for two months, had not met her anywhere. And now she was not glad to hear or see
Bird.

"Just aminutel”

Tanagquil ran to the bed, swept off the topmost quilt, and flung it over the skeleton. Then she opened the
door. Bird bowed, as the kitchen people, who saw Tanaquil most days, never did.

"Y our lady mother sent meto fetch you."

"What does she want?"'

"She'sgot ademon sitting in her circle of wax. | screamed when | saw it."”
"Shel's dways having demonsin her circle. Why does she want me?'
"Shejust said fetch you a once.”

"It's not convenient—" Tanagquil checked. If she did not go to her mother, Jaive might come sweeping
downtofind her. A vidgt from Jaive wasrare, but then, so was asummons. "All right," said Tanaquil, and
she came out, shutting the door. Bird had not seemed to notice the quilt, nor even the snow of stuffing
from the pillow and smears of mest fat.



They went up the stone stairs. A wooden fruit detached itsalf from the banister and bounced away;
neither girl reacted. The open landings were chilly, and outside braziers burned aong the wall walks and
the soldiers were Singing sea chanties.

"Do you seek Jaive?" asked the jade head on the Sorcerium door.

"Oh, who es=?"

"Your name and rank?"

But the door found itself being opened from within in mid-question, and looked insulted.
Bird gave atweet and darted back down the gairs.

Jaive's chamber of magic was shrouded at the walls by a curious veiledness, like mist in aforest. The
center of the room was clear, and therein thewax circle, lit by the burning tapers, sat ademon with two
heads, elephant ears and frog eyes, a huge stomach, and no legs, for it opped at the pelvis—or perhaps
therest of it wasin some other dimension under thefloor.

Jaive stood imperioudy by. She observed her daughter, shook back her scarlet maze of hair, and said,
"What have you been up to, Tanaquil?'

"Nothing," said Tanaquil. "How do you mean?"' she added, more casudly.
"Epba Enrax saysto methat weird e ements have entered my fortress."

Epba Enrax was the demon. It was caled up about once a month. Tanaquil nodded politey. "How are
you, Epba Enrax?' The demon breathed out amauve puff, which was asign of contentment. "I don't see
why," said Tanaquil, "you should think any weird e ements here have anything to do with me."

"Epba Enrax," said Jaive, "speak!"

Epba Enrax spoke. The chamber shook, and pestles and parchments plummeted from cabinets—its
voice was not loud, only reverberant.

"Below,"” said Epba Enrax, " close by."
"Whichisyou, Tanaquil."

"It'saso haf your soldiers, the maids—"
"Continue, Epbd Enrax.”

"Red of hair setsfingersto a spark of fire."

Tanaquil shivered. Luckily the demon brought extra coldness— some of the taper flames had
frozen—she had an excuse. Shelooked at her mother scathingly, and said, "He means you, mother. Red
hair and sparks and all that. There's some stray spell of yours loose on alanding again. He'strying to
catch you out. Y ou told me demons are dways prone to do that.”

Jaive frowned, and turned to the demon.
"Hereés my daughter. What of her?'
Epbd Enrax said: "Rebdllion.”



Tanaquil had an uneasy fedling it was now assisting her deception. Demons would aways cause mischief
if they could. But shetook the cue.

"Yes" shesad, "it'sthat row we had, mother. About my leaving here. And you won't let me."
Jaivelost her powerful look. She was exasperated.

"Do you think | want to hear this nonsense now?"

"Y ou fetched me here.”

"What were you doing?" asked Jaive, with alast quiver of suspicion.

"What do | ever do? Mending something, fiddling about. I'm bored. It'sinfuriating. | want to leave
and—"

"Bequiet!" stormed Jaive. She turned on the demon again and cast abolt of light a him. The demon
Szzled and began to whine. "Y ou aso be quiet! I'm surrounded by foals. If it's excitement you wart,
Tanaguil, we shdl have adinner inthe hdl. Yes, afeadt, aparty. Y ou may wear one of your best
dresses.”

"That will befun,” said Tanaguil.
"Now go away. Asfor you—"

Tanaquil shut the door quickly, hearing the demon's cries and gpologies dl the way down thefirst flight of
steps.

Thefortresswasin near-blackness now, an occasond lamp left dight over the staircases and a the
turnings of corridors, starsinwindows, and brazier flicker.

Tanaguil opened her door and hesitated.

Through the darkness and through the cover of the quilt, afaint soft glow floated upward from thefloor.
The starry bones shone like the stars. Fingersto the spark of fire—had the demon redlly meant herself
and what she did? What did she do? What sorcery beyond her grasp might she be unleashing?

She went into her room and stood shut in the night of it.
"Peeve," she cdled softly, "what are we up to?'

No answer. Tanaquil said, "Theresto be adinner. I'll get you a gorgeous meat bone—" and saw that the
shutter had been nudged wide at the window. In the feathers on the floor were the marks of fat-sticky
paws. The peeve was gone. Drawn by darkness, it had returned to the hollow hill in the desert.

Tanaquil felt apang of anxiety. She was responsible for the peeve. They shared this adventure. No, that
was slly. Who could control apeeve?

Shelit her lamp and the glow of the skeleton faded.
"I'll just get on," she said doud.

Shethought of the sand giving way in the hollow hill and the peeve disappearing. Grimly, she got up on
her work table and started once more to arrange the hooks.



How dowly the night passed.

Had she ever had adeepless night before? Tanaquil could not remember one. Dissatisfaction and
boredom had made her deep. Now she was not bored at dl, but aert, eager, very worried.

She had done dl she could with the tools at her disposal. Tomorrow she would seek the blacksmith, who
was one of the soldiers, hoping he was not too drunk to get the forge going. To her specifications he
should be able to create for her those parts she needed to repair the beast of bone. A wild idea had
cometo her, too. Cogs and whedls, hinges and tiny shafts of bronze and copper might be incorporated
into the skeleton, itslegs, neck and spine. Perhaps it would be possible to make it move, to trot and leap,
paw the ground, shake its head and twitch its dender tall. If she was canny, the blacksmith would only
think shewas a work on another, more complex, clock.

When she had done dl she could, the night had swum out into the black hours of early morning. The
moon had come and gone. The snow had falen and frozen. Still shivering, Tanaguil had set afire on her
hearth and lit it.

She left the shutters gjar. Sometimes they creaked and she looked up—but the peeve was not there.

In the morning she would go and look, dong the roofs, in the hill. Hopelessto try now; the cold would be
impassable. She could not even find her wool jacket or cloak.

Findly, inthe dull firdight, she put another quilt over the skeleton to hide its mysterious glow, doused her
lamp, and went to bed.

Shelay and looked at the norma glow of thefire on the ceiling.

Then shewas out in the desert, hurrying over the rimy snow towards the fortress, and from above she
heard the shouts of the soldiers, and they fired their crossbows at her but missed. Tanaquil half woke
then, and heard the soldiersin redlity clattering about and calling. But that was not so novel. They were
aways seeing thingsthat did not exist and shooting at them. She picked up adim cry: "It's only ghost-light
on the snow, you idiot!"

Then she was adeep, and standing on the hollow hill like a bridge. On the western horizon the moon,
which had sunk, wasrising again. She watched it, and then she opened her eyes.

Some more time had passed. The fire was out. The room should have been in darkness, but it wasfilled
with light. The moon had comein at the window.

And then Tanaquil saw the peeve standing on the foot of her bed. It was amost the scene of the previous
night, except that she had | eft the way open for it. Except that now it held inits mouth athing too large to
have been carried with ease, long, and whorled like agreat shell from the ocean, spirdled to apoint
thinner than aneedle. And it shone, thisthing, it flamed, turning the whole room, the peeve, Tanaquil, the
ar itsdf, toglver.

Then the peeve dropped its burden gently on the bed, and the vast light diminished, until it resembled only
the starlight of the beast of bones. And so Tanaquil saw properly that what the peeve had brought her,
from the sand under the hill, was a horn. And never having seen such ahorn, she knew it, aswould
anyonewho ever lived in theworld.

"Oh, peeve," said Tanaquil. "By the God. It'saunicorn.”
3



When Tanaquil opened her eyesfive days later, thefirst thing she saw was not the painting of Jaive.
Ingtinctively, Tanaquil had turned in her deep, and lay facing her work table. And there above, hanging in
pace, spangling the sunshine from the window, was the finished skeleton of the unicorn.

It was eerie and beautiful, lesslike bones than somefey musica instrument. The replacement discsand
tubes of burnished copper did not spail it; they were only sunny patches of warmth againgt the crystd,
and the hoof was adot of fire. The skull of the unicorn was like a pa e rainbow, and the horn, which by
daylight seemed only agiant shell made of pearl, had been attached to the forehead with pins of bronze; a
COronet.

The unicorn stirred faintly in an early morning breeze. The chainsthat held it from the beam were a bright
rain. It wasa sort of exquisite mobile.

Inthejoints of it were the thin shining levers and the wheels Tanaquil had fastened there at midnight.
Under the skeleton, on the table, sat the peeve.

The soldiers had remarked on the peeve, which had followed Tanaquil on each excursion to the
blacksmith'sforge. They thought the peeve was apet. They admired itsloyalty asit sat staring at the
smithing work. Tanaguil knew the peave was only interested in the partsfor the unicorn. As shelabored
over it in her room, the peeve had watched her from itslair under the bed, sometimes coming out to
paddle across her tools and upset them. It rarely spoke. Y esterday the herders had come to the fort, and
large cuts of meat were now being prepared for Jaive's dinner. Tanaquil had brought the peeve severa
samples, which it had dragged under the bed to egt; anasty, smely arrangement that Tanaquil tried to
overlook.

"Hallo, peeve," said Tanaguil now, letting it know she could see. The peeveignored her. It dowly raised
one paw, and before she could protest, it tapped the lowest bone of the left hind leg.

A sweet chiming note came from the leg, and echoed away through the skeleton.
Tanaquil sat up. The peeve jumped off the table backwards and shot under the bed.

"You see" said Tanagquil sternly, leaning down to confront the peeve's astonished pointed face, "I told
you not to touch.”

She got out of the bed and went to the suspended skeleton. Light as dust, sheflicked at the bones of the
forelegs, and other chimes winged over the room. She ran her fingers dong the cage of ribs, and there
wasarill like slver beadsfaling down agtair of marble.

She had not been able, last midnight, to bring hersdlf to try if the unicorn would move. She was hdf afraid
it might, and that movement would did odge some bit of it, which would then come down and break. But
aso, shewasjust afraid.

The chimes of the bonesfilled her with awe. She stepped away. And going to the bed she sat there and
only gazed at the skeleton, while the peeve put its head out and gazed too, saucer-eyed.

Bird knocked on the door, bowed, and held out awave of olive-green silk.

Tanaquil's"best”" dresses never went sorceroudy missing, for her mother stored them in acloset of her
own gpartment. Tanaquil accepted the dress, aunity of floor-length, wide, rustling skirt, boned bodice,
high neck, and complicated deeves. It had a sky-blue embroidery of lyresand liliesal over it.

Bird spied past Tanaquil unavoidably.



"Ooh, what'sthat?'

"What exactly?'

"That dangly glittery thing.”

"Just something | found somewhere. It's been there ages.”

Bird looked doubtful, but she only said, "Y our lady mother says I'm to attend you to the feast.”

Tanagquil frowned. As she had feared, her mother was set on making the dinner excessive and full of fussy
rituds. "I'mto wear my gray velvet gown," said Bird.

"Oh, good," said Tanaquil.
"The gong will be struck just after sunset. Then wereto go down.”

Bird was obvioudy looking forward to the dinner. Perhaps everyone was, except Tanaquil, who felt
annoyed and almost embarrassed, for Jaive had suggested the dinner to Tanaquil as the cook had
suggested she bake a cake.

When Bird had been persuaded to go, Tanaquil shut her door and tossed the splendid dress onto her
bed, where the peeve cameto investigate it.

Tanaguil was dissatisfied. She had found she did not want to go near her work table under the beautiful
bones.

"Thisevening,” she said to the peeve, "before the stupid feadt, I'll seeif | can't get it to move.”

Then she turned her back on the unicorn skeleton and went to sit in the window. But it seemed to throw
afar reflection on the desert, which glittered.

An hour before sunset, Bird came back to tong Tanaquil's hair into corkscrew curls. Something had
happened to the tongs on the way. They wriggled and heaved and eventudly got out of Bird's hands and
strode on their two legsinto acorner. The peeve hissed and spat at them from its nest in Tanaquil's dress.

"Y ou shouldn't have let your pet get fur on your gown," said Bird.

They threw water on the fire they had meant to use for the tongs, and hoisted the peeve off the
dress—"No, nice," it cried, clawing out lengths of embroidery—Bird dressed Tanaquil and exclaimed
over her glory.

"| can't breath for these bones," said Tanaquil.

Everything was bones. Thetight bodice, the peeve's stinky snacks under her bed, the glimmer of the
skeleton from the beam—at which, now, Bird did not even glance.

The peeve sulked on the pillows.
"Go and put on your velvet," Tanaquil told Bird. "I'll meet you by the gong at sunset.”

When Bird had gone again, Tanaquil knotted up the skirt of her gown and climbed on the work table. "
Now." Taking up one of the fine tools she kept for the ingdes of clocks, Tanaquil inserted it carefully into
asmall bronze screw. Next, using the handle of thetool, she hit the whed in the foreleg of the beast. The
whed span, became ablur. A hinge shifted, a shaft narrowed as a pin did backward—



"Soyouwont doit,” said Tanaquil to the unicorn, boldly. "Y ou're meant to paw the ground—the air, if
you like. Why won't you?" She tried the same procedure on the right forelimb. The whed spun, thejoints
of bronze moved, but nothing happened. "Have | miscal culated the weight?' Less nervoudy, now that she
was disappointed and puzzled, Tanaquil tried to wake the tapering tail, the brilliant head. There was no

response.
Gradudly theimmobile unicorn of bone began to change to ruby. The sun was setting in the window.
"If you won't, you won't."

Tanaquil got off the table. She knew a shameful relief, and at the same moment she was drained, asif she
had walked for miles under the midday sun.

The unicorn swayed like afire.
"I'll haveto go down."
"Down," said the peeve. It burrowed under aquilt.

Tanaquil |eft the room and closed the door. Her hands were full of pinsand needles. Then she heard the
gong booming below, early, and gritting her teeth, descended to Jaive's dinner.

Jaiveroseto her feet in an explosion of sequins. "We sd ute the savory junket!”
Everyone e se clambered up. "The savory junket!"
They dl sat down again.

And thetwo old stewards, apair of many called from retirement in attics and cdllars of thefort for such
mesls, hobbled round the hall with their slver basins. On every ename plate they dolloped out the junket,
which was sdlow, and wobbled.

Despite the threellit fireplaces, racks of torches in demon-shaped sconces, and therose silk curtains
aong thewadls, Jaive's hal was aways draughty. A solitary banquet table stood isolated in the midst of i,
facing an enormous round window of emerald and red glass. Outside on this window, new patterns of
frost had aready formed, ferns and fossil-like things. Beyond it lay the darkening, freezing desert, its
rough sand amere five feet below the glass—but the glass was sorcerous and only another sorcery could
breach it. From the carved beams, however, hung ordinary cobwebs. There were holesin the curtains,
and in the damask table-cloth. Therats had partiesin the hadl when Jaive did not.

The painted doors at the south end of the room groaned open for the fourth time.
Jaiverose.

"We sdute the soup!™

Everyone ese got up. "The soup!™

Everyone sat down.

Jave sat a thetable's center, in atal ebony chair inlaid with sorcerous symbols of obscure meaning. Her
guests had taken their usua positions. Tanaquil was on her mother's right hand; Bird was just behind her,
with the other attending maids, Y eefaand Prune. On Jaive's|eft sat the captain of the soldiersin hisdress
auit of gilded mail and some battle honorsthat were possibly red. Down the rest of the table, left and
right, were placed the captain's second-in-command and seven elderly retainers of the fortress, including



Tanaquil'sformer nurse. Everyone had on their best, in some instances smelling of mothbals.
"We sdute the baked fish!"

Therewas no fish ever to be had at the fortress, asit was more than a hundred milesfrom the sea
Instead the cook made afish of salty pastry and painted it green with limes. It was bornein by alame
female seward of ninety years. The fish was always her task, and Tanaquil dways expected the old lady
would drop the plate, but somehow she never did.

Served, Tanaquil glowered at the doughy greenish lump before her, while around her the maids and the
retainers chattered, and the captain and his second passed two of the wine flagons back and forth
between them.

"A magnificent med, Maam," Tanaquil heard the captain murmur to Jaive.

Tanaquil looked sidelong at her mother's face. Jaive wore the sublime expression most common to her.
Her mind was aways on higher things, the mountaintops of magic. Nothing could compare with those
heights, but she conducted the silly dinner with avague air of generoudy pleasing everyone.

The doors groaned.
"Wesdutethefruiticel"
"Thefruiticg"

The ice was orange, and each scoop had an orange flower perched on it. The flowers neither changed
into lizards nor flew away. Where her mother was present, the respectful spells stayed under restraint.

Tanagquil ate her ice. The cold of it entered her somach like six cold words. Those bones are nothing to
me. And then deven more: Nothing has happened. Nothing has altered. | shall never be free.
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The slver spoonslay in the empty ice dishes. Jaive spoke. "And now | will make an offering.”

The retainers, maids, and soldiers became ponderoudy quiet, and the stewards straightened as they leant
onther gicks.

Although not rdligious, at her dinners Jaive the sorceress dways performed some worshipful act.

She left the table and walked into the space before the darkened window. She poured a stream of wine
on the ground and cast some powder. The wine and powder mingled, fizzed, and bloomed up likea
crimson rose. "We thank you for your gifts, and ask that you will share our feast, al benign powers. Let
usin our lives humbly remember the perfect world, that is not this one.”

The rose evagporated with a sweet perfume. Dazzling wispstrailed off into the calling.
The doors groaned.

"We salute the mest!"

"The meat!"

In marched two of the sweeper boysin clean white clothes, playing pipes and perhaps atune. Behind
them stepped Pillow and Sausage, strewing strips of golden paper. After the scullery girls stalked the



cook, amazing in a cloth-of-gold apron, and holding in one hand a golden basting spoon, in the other an
ivory flyswatter.

Following the cook came three black-and-fawn goats, washed and combed, led by the third white-clad
sweeper, and drawing asmall chariot on which rested the salver of the meat.

Tanaquil sifled asigh.

The group of big roasts had been built into atowered fortress, with battlements of fried bread, roofs of
crackling, windows of glazed red and yellow vegetables, embedded in dunes of mince.

There was greedy applause.

I might as well take the skeleton down, Tanaquil thought. Put all those gleaming sticks, that
rainbow skull, into a chest. A unicorn. | ought to give it to HER.

Slices of meat were being served her by a steward of eighty-three. Another, of eighty-sx, came up with a
spouted golden vessd of gravy. Tanaquil thanked them. Shethought: 7 shall be herein this place until
I'm eighty, aswell. Or ninety.

From somewhere, high up in her cranium, or higher, in thefort of Jaive, came aviolent crash. Like adoor
thrugt off its

A few faces were raised from forkfuls of roast dinner. Prune said, " There goes another of Madam's

spdls”

The captain said daringly to Jaive, "Better than the cannon, Madam.” And Jaive smiled.

No more attention was given to the crash than this.

Tanaguil thought: Perhaps an enemy has approached and is bombarding us! Some hopes.

But therewas till afeding in her head, tingling and disturbing. It was like awhite bright thought prancing
down thelevels of her brain, tossing its neck, with hoofsthat dithered and struck sparks, landed and
clicked forward like knives over ashied.

"Drink up your wine, Tanaquil," said her mother, "It will be good for your headache.”

Tanaquil redized she had put her fingersto her forehead. "Mother, something's running down the sairs.”
"Redly? Just somelittledrip of magic.”

"No, Mother, | think—"

Some obstacl e tore open, some barricade of distance or sound. The thing in Tanaquil's mind seemed to
legp out of it, and, loud as atrumpet from beyond the hall doors, came abrazen squed of machinery run
amok.

Prune, Y eefa, and Pillow screamed. The nurse, the old stewardess, and the goats of the mest chariot
gave quavering bleats. The cook turned to face the doors, her spoon and swat at the ready. The captain
and his second were on their feet, wavering dightly, but with drawn swords.

"Fear nothing, Madam.”
Jaivewas bland. "It will beademon," shesaid. "l shdl ded withit firmly."



Then the doors shuddered asif they had been rammed. They burst open.

What galloped through was awhirlwind of lights. It seemed to have no substance, only motion and
prismatic flame. Colors danced off fromit, blindingly. There were no chimes now. But there wasthe
unmistakable whirr of whedls, the sharp striking of hoofs. More fearsome than the soldiers swords, a
savage horn dashed the air in pieces.

The skeleton of the unicorn. After dl, it had begun to move. It had erupted into movement with akind of
luminous rage. It had snapped chains, knocked away doors, vaulted stairways.

It rushed aong the hall, and Prune, Y eefa, Bird, Fillow, and Sausage jumped from its path squesking.
The boys ydled, the retainers doddered, the cook fell over in abundle, the soldiers bellowed, jabbed
and—missad.

Tanaguil had an impresson of long stresks of lightning. In their center weretiny bronze whirlings. She
saw a shake of the rainbow skull, and the soldiers flung themsel ves behind the wine flagons.

Jaive had got up from her chair. She caled out some incomprehensible mantraand lifted her aramslike
sequined wings. Rings of power rolled out of her, but the unicorn was too swift. Nothing could catchiit,
sopit, dow it down. It legpt upon the table—plates and goblets were hurled away. The gravy inthe
mest dishes splattered up. Prune, Y eefa, Bird, Pillow, and Sausage rushed howling up the hal; the boys,
the nurse and one or two others crawled under the tablecloth. The meat steward threw his stick, which
smote the captain on the nose.

"Spirit of air or water, clockwork of fire or earth, take heed of the universal commandment!” declaimed
Jave.

The unicorn of bone splashed through her plate, and there, on the sequins of the sorceress, and in her
scarlet hair, glowed gravy drops like sneers.

"It'smethat it wants," said Tanaquil. She braced hersdf for the pain of the perfect horn breaking her
heart. There was no margin for fright; she was not afraid.

But the racing framework of the unicorn dived by her. She dropped back into her seat astounded.

"Sop, | say!" shouted Jaive. Her face was flushing. She had had to come down from the heights, and she
wasangry.

Tanagquil watched her mother lose control in amarvel ous fascination. Had she ever been able to make
this happen?

The unicorn of bone pelted round the hall. It ran right to left, somehow sprang over itself and ran left to
right, like the mechanism of aclock gone mad.

The goats kicked and butted and upset the mesat salver. Everyone huddled at the core of thewild
circings. The captain, his purple sash to his bleeding nose, made rushes without leaving the table. "May
the God help us," prayed the nurse complain-ingly from below.

Jaive clenched her ringed fists. Her body seemed to grow taler and to expand like a storm cloud.
"I cal upon the force of iron to bind, of heat to consume—"

Tanaquil saw, acrossthe turmoil of the hal, the peeve Sitting in the open doorway. Itsfur was dl on end,
itstall likeachimney brush. Like Jaive, it had made itsdlf twiceits proper Size.



Tanaquil laughed.

Therewas aripping noise. One of the silk curtains had caught the wild horn. The silk tore for severd feet
and fell down. The unicorn of bone was swathed in rosy silk.

"Doas| tdl you!" screeched Jaive. " Obey me!"

And she flung some gout, some boulder of her magic, acrossthe hall, at the unpredictable flying bone and
slken thing that was chaos.

Theair quaked.
"Oh the God," said the cook on the floor, " she's done something now."

Then everyone was sllent. Probably they did not even breathe. The big, echoing draughty hall was
abruptly choked, filled, asif stopped time had been stacked there. No one could move. Tanaquil thought
shefdt her heartbest, but miles away beneath her feet. She turned her head, and it went with difficulty, as
if shewere submerged inthick glue.

And how gluey dark it was. The torches and the fires had changed to a horrible black-red.

Acrossthe length of the room strewn with quivering girls, broken crockery, gravy, and goats, Tanaquil
saw the hegp of torn curtain brought down where the flying thing had been. Jaive's boulder had hit it.
Now the curtain had no shape. No smart of hoofs, scud of wheels, no cosmic gleam and dlitter.

"Mother, what have you done?’
But Tanaquil's voice did not leave her mouth, because the gluewas also in her throat.

Asfor Jaive, she had shrunk back, not to her natural dominant size, but somehow smdler. Her hair, inthe
gloom, was without any color.

And then aspear of purelight lanced acrossthe hall.
Tanaquil gasped. It was asif strings were fastened in her heart, and now someone pulled on them.

The heap of torn silk bubbled; it erected itsdlf like atent, then suddenly did over. Something rose up, and
theslk ran off fromit.

Jaive's hal was now filled by the light of a snow moon.

Andinthelight, which was of its own making, the radiance of its seashe| horn, Tanaguil beheld the
unicorn.

The unicorn.
It was no longer only abeast of bone. It had grown flesh and
3A

form. It was black as night, black as every night of the world together, and it shone as the night shines
with acomet. On this burning blackness, the mane and the flaunting tail of it werelike an acid,
golden-silver fire off the sea, and it was bearded in this sea-fire-acid, and spikes of it were on the dender
fetlocks. Its eyeswere red as metd in aforge. It was not smply beauty and strength, it wasterror. It rose
up and up to aheight that was more, it seemed, than the room could hold, and its black shadow curved



over it, far less black than itsdlf.
Jaive sad, quite steadily, "1 greet you. But by the powers | can summon, be careful of me."

And the unicorn snorted, and afiery gas came out of its nogtrils. It scraped the floor with its forehoof,
and there was arocking in the hdl, like amild, threatening earth tremor.

And then the unicorn legpt up into the air. It was like an arc of wind, and passed with a sound of far-off
roaring, bells, thunder.

Whereit came down, beyond the dinner guests, the mess, and the table, it struck the round sorcerous
window with the horn. The window gave like aplate of ice. Fragments sheered off to hit the sky and the
cold of the night and the snow blew in. But the unicorn blew ouit. It soared into the pit of empty darkness
and was gone.

Then Tanaquil knew what tugged on her. She knew becauseit pulled her up and forward in aridiculous
scramble. Before she understood what she did, before anyone could think to grip her, she had bolted
over the hal, into the hole of the window, and jumped down onto the snow-crusted sand. She felt the
freezing through her sk shoes as she ran, and dimly wished she had not worn them. But redlly shedid
not grasp what had happened. The sky was colossal, and the land too. And the unicorn raced. And
faintly at her hedls she heard the fur barrel of the peeve thump down after her, and the skitter of its paws
pursuing her, as she chased the unicorn into the desert waste.

Part Two

4

Shewasvery cold.

Perhaps she should get up and light the fire.

Tanaguil opened her eyes. She was dready on her feet, and her room had grown much too large. It had
no furniture. There was a carpet of white snow, walls and high celling of pale black moonlit night.

A sheet of horror fell down and enveloped her.

She knew what had happened, what she had done. Of course, she had been enchanted or
possessed—her meddling with the bones had seen to that. In thrall to the unicorn she had chased after it,
inamad trance. Now, coming to, she found hersalf on the face of the desert, and, turning dowly round,
saw nothing anywhere that was familiar, but only the snow and the sand and the night, which were
everywhere the same. Her mother'sfortresswas not in view. The rock hills were out of sight.

Something gleamed in the moonlight on the snow, coming down from arise. It was atrack created by the
narrow hoof-marks of the unicorn. Each had filled with ice and curious greenness. Each shonelikea
pock of stained glass from Jaive's shattered window. The other way the track led on across the snow
into the distance. She must not follow thistrack. She must retrace the steps the way they had come. Her
own footfalls had left no imprint.

Tanagquil waked quickly aong the glassy trail. She went up the rise. Thismust have taken a quarter of an
hour. At the top she looked over and saw the snow and sand stretching to the edge of vision, nothing on
it, no clue. And the weird trail of the unicorn had vanished. Some night wind had blown over and erased
it.

Had sheredly comeal thisway? She could not remember



it. It was asif she had been adeep, yet in the midst of an exultant dream, like those she had had before of
running across the snow.

Wi, there were no doubts now. She had emerged from the ensorcelIment and would freeze to death in
amatter of hours.

"No," said Tanaquil aoud. There would be rescue. Jaive would send the soldiers after her. They would
catch up to her soon, she had only to wait.

Miles off, ajacka gaveawail a the moon.

Tanaquil listened. Sound carried vast distances. Y et she could hear nothing of any soldiers. But then, they
would have to come from thefort, they would be erratic and fuddled. .. could they find her? Probably
Jaive would put the magic mirror into service. But again, there were no landmarks here. Even if Jaive
gained aglimpse of her daughter, could she be sure where she was exactly?

Tanaquil was now too cold to shudder. Her feet and hands were numb. She jumped up and down and
beat her palmstogether.

As she was doing this, she saw something bounding toward her.

Wasit agtarving dog or antisocia jackd?

Dressed for the dinner, she did not even have her knife. She must use her fists, then.
"Hey!" shrilled thedog or jackal. It was neither.

"Rock," said the peeve, flinging itsdf againgt her legs, "big rock with hole.”

"Do you meanthe hills?"

"Rock," said the peeve. It took amouthful of her dress and pulled on her. Tanaquil gave up and ran with
it. They hurried over the snow, sometimes dipping or falling. The night had become one large ache of
cold and blundering.

The rock seemed to gppear from nowhere, looming up out of the dunes. Tanaquil had never seen it
before. It wasthe Sze of aroom and had alow doorway, acavethat pierced into it. Tanaquil and the
peeve crowded in. It was ashelter, but felt no warmer than the open ground outside. In a shaft of the
westering moonlight, Tanaquil began to see tufts and skeins of thorny plants growing insde the rock. The
forlorn idea.camethat, if she had had her tinderbox, she could have made afire.

The peeve would survivein the desart, it was adesert anima. Unlessit had forgotten how, from living at
the fortress.

When she sat down facing the cave entrance, the peeve got into her lap. They pressed close for warmth.

"If my mother's soldiersdon't find me..." said Tanaquil. She felt exhausted. She would drop adeep, and
might not wake up again. She talked on determinedly. "But they will. What afool | was."

"Gravy," said the peeve, apparently for no reason. It dept.



"How did you know about the bones?" asked Tanaquil. " The unicorn must have ensorcelled you, too.
Must have drawn you there to dig them out. And | repaired it. And Jaive's magic bolt brought it back to
life And..."

If I don't freeze, and live till morning, thought Tanaquil, | shall be fried alive by the sun.
No, they'll find mein the morning, or I'll find my way to the fort.

In the cave entrance the moonlit ice shimmered.

A bright shadow came picking over it.

Tanaguil clutched the deeping peeve. She watched, rigid, as the unicorn came down across the white
dunes, over the silence, to the mouth of the cave. Thereit lowered itsfearful head, and its eyeslike cods
flanedin a her.

Perhapsit will kill me. Then | won't have to wait to freeze or burn.
Tanaguil'steeth chattered.

The unicorn raised its head. Now she could only seeits body, the hard dim greyhound curve of its belly
and thelong and dender legs. It pawed the stone floor just insde the cave. A shower of silver sparks
littered through the air, and camein at the entry. They clustered on one of the dry thorny bushes growing
in the floor. For amoment the bush seemed full of slver insects. And then curls of smoke were cregping
fromit. The bush wasdight.

"Oh!" Tanaquil rolled the peeve from her 1ap.' On her kneesin the low cave she crawled about, breaking
off the twigs of the bushesto feed the blaze.

Like something taking flight, the unicorn lifted away. It vanished, and only the moon shone on the snow,
and the hot fire on the floor of the cave.

Tanaquil dozed through the night by the miraculousfire, atentive so it should not go out. Shefed inthe
dicks sparingly,

40
and the peeve lay luxurioudy on afold of her dress, somach exposed to the warmth.

Nothing else came near for the remainder of the night, and she might have accused hersdlf of dreaming
the unicorn, but for thefire.

When the sky began to lighten, Tanaquil went out of the cave and scraped rime and snow off the top of
the dunes, putting the sandy stuff in her mouth. She was not yet thirsty, but once the sun came she soon
would be. The peevedid as shedid, licking busily and congratulating itself.

Tanaquil tore off athird of her embroidered skirt, leaving the bright blue petticoat to protect her legs. She
fashioned ahead covering from the skirt, and bound her hands with strips of the materia. She cursed her
shoes.

The peeve became excitable as the sun rose. It bounded about the cave entrance. "' Going? Going?*
"Yes. Well go and seeif we can't meet someone.”

The sky was a pale and innocent blue asthey sat off. It was pleasant at first after the harsh night. But they



had to walk with the sun. Tanaguil kept her head down.
The going was hard over the sand, as aways.

They went on for about an hour. Gradually the comforting heat of the sand changed. It Sarted to bake
and bligter. Each step was a punishment. The gong of the sun blared in Tanaquil's eyes and best just
above her head.

Tanaquil thought ferocioudy of ice. Mountains of ice, scorching her with cold. They melted.
Another hour passed.

Tanaguil wanted only to lie on the sand. Eventually she had to sit down. There was no shade or cover in
any direction. She could hardly swallow.

"Mother," croaked Tanaquil, "what are you doing?"

The thought came that Jaive imagined Tanaguil had rgjected her. After al, Tanaquil had threstened to
leave. Perhaps Jaive believed Tanaquil and the unicorn were accomplices. In that case, would Jaive
renounce Tanaguil? Would Jaive abandon Tanaquil to the desert?

Tanaquil bit her lips. She wanted to cry, but shedding tears would only make her thirst much worse.

Suddenly the peeve went flying off. Tanaquil croaked at it; it took no notice, disappearing over the dope
of some dunesto the left. Had the peeve aso abandoned her?

""She could have sent one of her demons," whispered Tanaquil from her husk of throat. " She could have
found me. She'sa sorceress.”

Onetear came out of her right eye. She would have pushed it back if she could. Why should shecry a
her mother's neglect? Her mother had aways neglected her. Tanaquil was a disappointment to Jaive,
who had obvioudy wanted her daughter to be exactly like hersalf. They had nothing to say to one
another.

"Confound her," gasped Tanaquil. "That'sthat.”

The sun was very high; time had moved quickly as she sat there in astupor, and it would soon be
midday. Tanaquil began to scoop the scalding sand aside, making a burrow for hersaf. It was not deep
enough, but she got into it and curled up, scrabbling back the sand. Shefelt asif she were being cooked,
but the direct rays of the sun were now lessened. She doubled the skirt to protect her head and face.

I'll survive. Something will happen.

Shetried not to hope the unicorn would return. But she dreamed or halucinated that it did so, and struck
the sand with its horn, whereupon a stream welled out. Instead, it was the peeve licking her forehead and
cheeks with a hot, sandy tongue.

Tanaquil attempted to embrace the peeve, but it inssted on thrusting something against her mouth.
Tanaquil recoiled. The something was a snake the peeve had hunted and killed over the dunes.

"Med," said the peeve.

Tanaquil looked at the snake dubioudly. It had been attractive before the peeve attacked it. Now it was a
broken piece of raw mesat she did not want. However, it would be sensible to eat some of it, and
ungrateful not to.



"Thank you."

"Welcome," said the peeve. It commenced edting the other end, showing Tanaquil how good the snake
was by making noises and screwing up its eyes.

Tanaquil managed to extract, chew and swallow some of the snake. The flesh was cool, soothing her
throat. But the fine skin upset her. Mirages swam before her eyes, gardens, and lakes with boats on
them, such as Jaive had shown her in the mirror. She thought how Jaive aways harped on about how
badly made the world was, and that there were others even worse, and one crested perfectly. Evidently
Tanaguil'sworld was al wrong, aplace where you could only live by murdering other crestures.
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Every anima preyed on another. Even those who got by through eating herbage destroyed the living fruits
and seeds. In the perfect world there was a perfect food which al there ate. It was not dive, did not have
to be attacked or daughtered.

"Just look, theresthe sea," said Tanaquil to the peeve.

She lay down on the sand with the green cloth over her face. She was aware of afaint extra shade. She
reglized the peeve had sat by her head, and the sun asit turned from the zenith began to cast the shadow
of the peeve's body onto her.

Tanagquil thought Jaive was combing her hair. She was rough with the comb, and Tanagquil protested.
They werein aboat on alake. The boat bobbed violently, and Tanaquil was dammed up and down
againg the cushions. The peeve landed on her chest. It looked up past her head, snarling at Jaive, who
was gill raking Tanaquil's hair with the comb.

"Ow. Mother, please" said Tanaquil.

Sheraised her heavy gritty lids, and the sun lashed at her eyes. Something was pulling her by the hair.
Shewas bouncing over the dunes, and the peeve was scrambling about on her, spitting and hiccuping in
wrath.

Tanaquil squinted. Without surprise, she saw the night-black shape, the day-flame of the horn pointing
exactly over her.

The unicorn dragged her by the hair.
Thiswasadream.

"What are you?' said Tanaquil to the unicorn. "1 mean really what are you? Where do you come from?
What do you want?'

Shewas hauled up a hill of sand, behind which the sun flickered away. And then the sun burst out again,
and she was tumbling and cascading through ariver of grains and particles, the dusts of the desert's
centuries. Choking and coughing, she plummeted twenty-five feet into ahard gray bruise. The peeve
revolved past her and fetched up, head down, in asand drift. From thisit emerged without dignity and in
great noise.

Tanaquil smiled. Although the bruise she had hit had duly bruised her, she now lay in along blue bar of
shade that seemed cold and lovely asariver.

For somewhile shelet it console her. Then she watched the sun, divided by atree, making gold among



grest fans.

Then sherolled over. The bruise was astone, marking avertica tunnel in the sand. It was awell-head,
with awell beneath. The well had aleather bucket. It had deep, cold, black water iniit.

The blue bar of shade stretched from a single palm tree of impressive height. The peeve, recovered, had
aready climbed the trunk and was bumping about in the coppery leaves. A shower of dates pattered into
Tanaquil'slap.

The peace of the casiswas wonderful. It gave no warning that night must return, the well freeze, and the
snow come down. At the oasis afternoon stretched out forever.

Tanaguil was not thinking a al. She had given it up. Everything was nonsensical anyway.

The sun swung lower, and the sky congealed in darker light. The shadow of the palm seemed to go on
foramile

Tanaquil looked aong the shadow and saw another mirage. Thistimeit was of ajogging movement of
the land. The sand went up in aburnished cloud. Forms like beasts began to appear out of the cloud, and
riders and carts. The mirage was not like the others. It had a sound, too, arumble and mutter and the
clean snging of samdl bells

Tanaquil watched the mirage benignly. It came closer and clearer, and grew louder. Tanaquil saw five
cream camels, with colored tassels and men up on their hilly backs, swaying forward out of the dust, and
then the big whedls of three cartswith six muleswalking before each one. She saw menintunics,
trousers, and boots, with cloth swathing their heads, and next three more camels of brick red, with
rocking silk cages perched on their tops.

She got up. Shewould haveto gart thinking again.

"Peeve, ligen to me. It'sacaravan—it truly is. Of course, thisisan oasis. They may be—must be—going
to the city. Now, we have to be clever. No mention of my mother—they very sensibly won't trust
sorcery. And peeve—don't talk."

"What talk?" said the peeve. It was part of the way up the pam trunk again, staring at the approaching
caravan.

Tanaquil stood, dizzy and stunned, never having known before such eation. For these were
strangers—people—and they were going to acity.

"Good evening, girl," cdled out the man with the goad walking beside thefirst cream camd. "What are
you s=lling?' Tanaquil blinked. "Nothing." It occurred to her that persons from villages might gether & an
oasis Where a caravan was due, in order to offer produce to the travelers.

"Then why are you loitering here?"
Tanaquil was affronted. "I'm hereto join your caravan. Y ou're going to the city, presumably?’

The man glanced up at the three riders on the nearest camels. All four men laughed. It was not proper
laughter, but more of a sort of threst.

"Y es, we're going to the Sea City. You'll have to ask the caravan leader if you can join us. We don't take
any old riffraff, you know. Therésthe fee, aswell. Can you pay it?"



Tanaguil had not thought of this. She spurred her brain. Just as it was no use boasting of a sorceress
mother, so it was no use expecting strangersto offer her care.

"I'm fromthevillage of Urn," said Tanaquil.
"Never heard of it."

"Few have. It'savery smdl village. | saved up to buy aplacein acaravan, but as| was coming herel
was set on and robbed. They took everything, my money, my donkey. | amost never got here. Now I'm
afrad 'l haveto throw mysdf onyour kindness."

The men regarded her. Shewas only redly used to the soldiers, drunk most of the time, and easygoing,
who actualy had treeted Tanaguil more like awise elder sister. Now Tanaquil saw how most of the men
of theworld looked at most females. It irritated her, but she concedled this. She smiled humbly up at
them. There was a code in the desert, she knew. Y ou could not |eave the lost or needy to perish.

"All right,” said the man on the ground, striking the goad against his boot, which was hung with small
slver discs. "Youd better seethe leader.” He turned and raised hisarm, calling loudly back into the dust
and trample of the arriving caravan: "Night'srest! All stop herel™

The caravan sprawled about the oasisin the sunset. In all, there were seven covered carts, and these had
been drawn up to make awall against the desert. In the gap between each pair of carts burned afire.
Jackals had approached, and howled to each other in the near distance. The pam tree and the well were
the center of the camp. Here water was drawn continuoudy, and dates—and incidentaly the
peeve—had been shaken down.

"What'sthat?' the man with the goad said, pointing at the peeve. "Funny-looking thing."
"My animd," said Tanaquil.

The peeve growled, and Tanaquil tapped itshead. "Ssh."

"Bad," said the peeve.

"Eh?" said the man with the goad, glaring at the peeve.

"Oh," said Tanaquil, "it'sjust barking."

The man with the goad was called Cork. His head cloth was secured by asilver band, his dark clothes
were sprinkled with ornaments, and across his chest hung alarge gold pocket watch. He constantly
ticked and clinked, and when he felt he was not making enough noise, he rapped the goad on his boots
and whistled.

"Thisway. The leader's awning isgoing up over there."

Under hisawning, the leader of the caravan sat on achair in the sand. He had been journeying in one of
the silken cages on top of one of the three pinkish camels that had brought up the rear. He was afat man
with abeard.

Cork explained the situation in his specia manner. "This bit of agirl's come after us, but let hersdf get
robbed on the way. She hasn't a penny, and expects usto take her on.”

"I'm afraid we couldn't do that," said the leader, not bothering to look at either of them, only into abox of
candied grapes. "'Y ou must pay your way. Food aloneis expensive, not to mention our protection.”



"You can't," sad Tanaquil firmly, "leave mein the desert to die.”

"Wl of coursethat would, technicaly, be against the law,” said the leader. He beamed upon the grapes.
Hesaid nothing else.

The peeve stirred restively at Tanaquil'sSde.

Tanaquil said quickly, "My three brothers at Um know | meant to join this caravan. Eventudly, if they
don't get word from me from the city, they might seek out the caravan'sleader.”

"She'sanuisance, in't she?' said the leader to Cork. "Give her that lame mule on Wobbol's cart. And a
snack to tide her over. Then she can bundle back to her village.”

"l don't want to go back to Um," said Tanaquil. She clawed a her witsand said, "lsn't there something |
can do to earn a passage with you?'

"What on earth could you do?' asked the leader, looking at her for thefirst time, asif she were arotten
grape found in the candy box.

There was a spluttering crash and chorus of yells and oaths. Up on the dunes, the watching jackals
cackled.

The leader, Cork, Tanagquil, and the peeve dl turned to see. Displayed in the firdight, one of the carts
had thrown awhed. The cart now listed, and the man who had been at the whedls, cleaning them of sand
and ailing them, lay feebly struggling under severd large bags and sacksthat had fallen out. Men ran to
rescue him—or the bags and sacks.

"Usdless," said the leader. He ate another grape. "Deprive that fellow of rationstomorrow.”

"Troubleis, leader," said Cork, beating on his boot, "Waobbol was the only one who was any good at
repairing whedls and stuff. And as you remember, Wobbol went off in a huff when you bought his cart
and load off him at quarter price—"

"Yes, yes" sad the leader. "The goods will have to be put onto the mules.
"The muleswon't be ableto takeit, leader, not for all those miles.”

Tanaquil fdt light-headed. What had happened to her was crazy, but also it must have been right. For
now everything conspired to help her. Surely she would never see the unicorn again, and she would come
to disbelieveinit, with time. But still akind of magic was working about her, because she had taken the
rsk.

"Dontworry," shesad, "l can fix your whed."
"You?' sad Cork.
The leader only grimaced; he had dy, flat eyes.

"Don't mock, Cork. Let'sseeif she can. If shecan,” he added, "she can travel with us, eat with us, no
charge. On the other hand, if she can't, I'll throw her to those jackals."

Tanaquil shrugged. It was on her tongue to say the jackals would be preferable company anyway to the
leader, but she did not. Instead she walked over to the spilled cart, the bristling peeve on her hedls.

"Clear these sacks out of theway," said Tanaquil, in the imperious tones of her mother. "Arethere any



tools?'

Presently she was knedling by the cart. Since it was Wobbol's, she suspected he had engineered the
faulty whed out of revenge. The whed shaft was set crooked, and the pin in the whedl had snapped.
Tanaguil organized one of thefiresinto aforge. She sent the caravan servants running about to fetch and
carry. Hersdlf, she hammered out the new pin from a brooch she was handed. It did not take great
strength. Even Cork came to watch the stupid village femal e who could mend wheels.

When the whedl was soundly back in place, Tanaquil stood up.
"That'safair job," said Cork grudgingly. "Whered agirl learn that?"
"My brotherstaught me," said Tanaquil prudently, "at Urn."

5

For dmost three weeks Tanaquil traveled in the caravan. Every hour she was excited. Every hour she
lived with a sense of insecurity and danger she had never known before. She was out in the world.

At least once aday, they would pass some marker in the sand, indicating the route to the city. Most of
these were plain stone posts about ten or eleven feet in height, often looking much shorter where the sand
had washed against them. But asthey came nearer to the city, there began to be occasiona stone pylons
stretched up at the sky, carved with prayers or quotations. On the ninth day they reached another
waterhole. On the sixteenth day, near sunset, there was alarge oasis of pams, acacias, and fig trees, with
avillage at itsedge. Tanaguil was nervous, they might put her off here. Nothing else had had to be
mended, and she added weight to the cart in which she traveled. The peeve, too, had caused problems.
Although she had till been ableto convince listenersthat its grumblings and exclamations were an odd
type of barking, she had seen various people, including the merchants who rode in the silk cages, making
superdtitious sgns againgt the peeve. Twiceit had gone among these merchants shelters at night and used
someonée's costly rug as abathroom. The previous night had been the worst. The peeve had laid its dung
near the head of deeping Cork, then, in covering it, nearly buried the man aive. However, no sooner
were they in the oasis, than frowning Cork's gold pocket watch ceased ticking. Having shaken it, cursed
it, and hurled it in the sand, Cork found Tanaquil a his elbow. He gave her the watch with awful thrests,
but she repaired it in half an hour. Not even a hint was made after thisthat Tanaquil should leave the
caravan.

The leader she seldom saw. Herode by day as the merchants did, in abulb of sk pulled over awicker
frame, on acamel. The other men in charge of the caravan gave orders, shouted, laid down the law on
every topic, discussed chariot races, and played violent gambling games. The mae servantstreated
Tanaquil much as one of themsdves, dthough shewas agirl and therefore inferior. She had been given
their castoffsto replace her gaudy dress. Asfar as she could tell from splitsin the sacks, smells, and
accidents, the caravan carried cakes of soap, sugar, conifer incense, and paper, from acity to the east.
Tanaquil had never heard of thiscity. Her mother, who had given her lessons, had only ever spoken of
the city to the west. Wasthis sgnificant?

Mostly Tanaquil tried not to think of her mother at al.
Also, shetried not to think of the unicorn.

The unicorn was something so bizarre that it could only happen once. If that. Perhapsit had asssted her
in the desert, or perhaps she had only made that up. Maybe the bush had caught aight in the cold cave
naturally. Maybe she had only crawled by hersalf towardsthe well.



It seemed to her now that it was possible she and the peeve had not found anything under the rock hill.
That nothing had gone wrong a Jaive's feast except that Tanaquil hersalf had flung open adoor and run

avay.
One morning she actually said to the peeve, "Do you recdl the starry bone you found?!

"Bone?' sad the peeve gladly, "where?"

And amerchant going by, fanning himsdlf, glared at the peeve and made the Sgn againg evil spirits.

It was the nineteenth day of Tanaguil's journey with the caravan, and awonderful sunset inflamed the sky,
glowing vermilion and amber, with cloudsin the west like furled magentawings. The genera opinion was
that they would reach the city the following evening. Everyone was pleased, and the servantshad dl day
given Tanaquil tales of the city that were plainly quite absurd. The city's prince was supposed, for
example, to have a paace of white marble fifteen stories high. Tanaquil nodded politely.

In the afternoon they had passed a great obelisk with abrass arrow at itstop pointing west. The prayer
on the obelisk read: We give thanks to God, who brings usto Sea City.

The desert changed. Low rocky cliffs drew up out of the dunes, and then the cliffs had dry brown shrubs
on them, and here and there awarped, wild tree. Asthe light blushed, they came into round hillswith
stands of green cedar. Flocks were pastured, and little villageslay in every direction, one after another,
with their fires and lamps burning up like bits of thered sky.

The leader came down from his cage and mounted amule. He rode at the head of the caravan, with
Cork walking beside him. "WEell spend the night at Horn Spring,” said the leader in aritudistic, syrupy
voice.

Tanaguil felt something like atwitch of acurtain insgde her mind.
Sheturned to one of the servants, Foot.

"Why isit called Horn Spring?’

"A sacred legend of the city,” said Foot.

"Anignorant villager likeme" said Tanaquil, "hasn't heard of it."

"No," sneered Foot. He decided to be nice to her. "They say aprince from the city camethere. It wasa
very sandy year, and he was parched with thirst. He asked the God for water, and a beast with ahorn
ran up out of the desert and cleft arock with this horn, and out burst the water.”

"How convenient,” said Tanaquil. The hair had risen on her scalp.
"Watch it, your funny anima'sin the soap again,” said Foot.

The sky was wine-red, fading. The caravan wound up adusty trail and they were on abare dark hill.
Above, the top of the hill ended in abig rock, like achimney. Under the rock was agrove of treesand
another well with a stone curb, which was not spectacular. The leader got off his mule and, going to the
well, thanked God for the caravan's sefe arrival.

The camp was made below the grove, and water drawn from the well. Foot advised Tanaquil to drink
some, asit was very health-giving and said to grant wishes. Tanaquil, though, did not go to look at the
well; it was dark now, and growing cold, the thin snow whipping out on a buffeting wind that rose soon



dfter the sun sat.

Tanaguil sat near one of thefires and ate her rations, sharing them with the peeve. "What shall wedoin
Sea City?' shesad to it, then hadtily, "Don't say anything, heres Gork."

"Nasty," said the peeve.

"That animd really does have an odd bark," said Gork. The peeve snarled and went under acart with a
sdted biscuit. "What will you do in the city?* Cork asked Tanaquil with unknowing repetition.

"Oh, thisand that."
Cork studied his pocket watch, tapped his boots and whistled. Next he said quietly, "Are you courting?'

Tanaquil was amazed. Should she beflattered or laugh? Very serioudy shereplied, "I'm afraid | am. My
brothers betrothed me to someone in the city."

"Those brothers don't seem to look after you properly,” said Cork.
"But they're my menfolk, so | haveto do asthey say.”
"Yes, quiteright.”

The peeve bit down on the biscuit with a cracking noise, and Cork straightened and whistled up at the
snow. Without another word he went off. Presumably, thought Tanaquil, he had seen the value of alady
love who could mend his cart whedls and hiswatch.

And then the sound began.

Shetook it for some purer note of the night wind, at firdt. It seemed everywhere around, ebbing and
flowing.

Shethought, idly, till accustomed to the supernatura things of Jaive'sfort, Perhaps there are demons
on thewind.

"Aaeeh! Look! Look!"

A pot dropped and smashed. To the eerie sweetness of the wind's tone was added the din of panic.
Three servants, who had been descending from the well, had stuck in their tracks, letting fall water jars
and wailing, pointing away above the grove of trees.

The whole camp was suddenly in confusion. Men drew knives and cudgels. The merchants emerged
from their awnings with whinnying cries, and one sank to his knees, reminding God he wanted protection.
The camels, too, were samping at their pickets, roaring and snorting, while the mules brayed
meaddeningly.

"A fiend! a monster!"

"Kill itt"

"Run!"

Tanagquil stared over the hill, up dong the chimney of rock. She got to her feet asif raised by cords.

Atop the chimney was ablackness on the night blacker than the night. 1t seemed to have no form, yet



there was aflicker over it like foamy fire. And out of it burned two crimson stars beneath a sword of
light.

Sowly it turned, this sword, to east and west, south and north, catching onits spiraled ribs, its pitiless
point, the blasting of the wind. And the wind played the sword, the wind made music. The sword of the
horn'sang, and now the camp, even the voca camels and raucous mules, fell silent.

"You exigt," said Tanaquil. And before she knew what she did—again—she held her hands out into the
air, asif to touch that cresture on the rock somefifty feet above her.

But with asplash of whiteness, of black, the unicorn had turned and bounded off into space. The music
ended. And over the wind, Tanaquil heard the voice of the praying merchant.

"Just look at her, thewitch. Can't be trusted. She calls up demons.”

Tanaquil left the sky. All the men had moved up around her. They stood on the hill glaring at her. The
knives and sticks made aforest, and for amoment she could see nothing else.

Then the fat leader pushed through. He observed her distastefully.

"l took you in, girl. | let you keep that animal, which my good patron Pudit said was bewitched. Don't
trouble with her, | said. She meansno harm.”

"l don't,”" said Tanaquil.
"Then why did you conjure ademon on the rock?"
Tanagquil recdled her raised arms, and how it must have seemed.

"l didn't conjureit. And it wasn't ademon—" She almost blurted that she knew ademon when she saw
one, and just stopped hersdlf intime. "Don't you know what it was? It was a unicorn—"

Theleader gave asour laugh. "No such thing."
Shethought: HE'll believe in something supernatural and evil, but not in the glamour of a unicorn.

The merchant Pudit had approached. He said, "There's only one method with awitch. She must be
Soned.”

"Sounds reasonable to me," agreed the leader. Then he was yoddlling, leaping up and down, and kicking
intheair hisleft leg, which had abrown fur trouser.

Men rushed to his assistance. The peeve, detaching its teeth with an annoyed growl, sprang instead &t the
merchant Pudit. It bit him severa times, while Pudit's servants, trying to strike the peeve with their
bludgeons, thwacked the merchant on the arms and chest.

Tanaguil was not sureif the peeve had meant to cresate adiversion so she might escape. If o, it failed, for
Foot and one of the others had grabbed her by the arms.

After afew more moments of incredible noise and flurry, the peevein any caselet go and fled. It dashed
between legs and flailing sticks and vanished down the hill faster than afaling boulder.

"Bitten to the bone," announced theleader. "The animd's her familiar."

Tanaquil noticed there were plenty of stones on the hill, and some of the men had begun to pick them up.



Shewatched, stunned.

Then she saw Cork thrusting through the crowd, coming over and standing before his bitten leader,
clicking and clinking and with the goad going clock-clock-clock on his boot.

"It'sno good killing her," said Cork. "That'll be bad luck."

"Rubbish," said the bitten leader. But the men with the stones had hesitated.

"Now don't you remember last year?' asked Cork.

There was along pause. Whatever had happened last year was obvioudy being remembered in detail.
"That was," said the leader, cuddling hisleg, "adifferent thing atogether.”

"Wl I, for one," said Cork loudly, "won't travel with a caravan under awitch'sdying curse. Nor my
men. Eh, boys?’

There was acluttering of dropped stones.
"All right," said the leeder sullenly.

"Well drive her out,” said Cork. "Let her go and talk to demonsin the hills." He was rewarded by hearty
amalgamated assent. Cork said to Foot and the other man, "I wouldn't touch her if | were you. Who
knows what the dut might do next." Then he came over and put hisface near hers. Cork winked. He
cried: "Be off, you filthy witch." And gave her aweightless shove.

Tanaguil nodded. She turned and ran down the hill, and the men moved back from her, afew shouting
names. A thrown missile burst near her hed, but it was only aclod of earth.

As sheran she thought of the useful small knife and the tinder-box she had bartered away from Foaot, in
exchangefor thetorn silk of her dinner dress. She thought Cork had probably saved her life. And that the
unicorn, which had saved her in the desert, had somehow played atrick on her tonight, stirring up from
the peaceful dark danger and uncertainty.

Tanaquil sheltered that night in acave of the hills, with as much space as she could manage put between
her and the caravan. Bushes shielded the cave mouth, and thefire she lit. Sometimes she would stab the
fire with abranch and describe aoud the leader, Pudit, Foot and certain others, in vivid terms. To her
muttering and firdight the peeve was guided in the early hours of the morning. It had killed asmdl rodent,
and this she gpologetically roasted for them. The peeve seemed indifferent to itsown |oyalty.

They fell adeep, and were woken by sunrise.

When she walked out of the cave, Tanaquil saw that the hills dipped gently down westward to a great
plain. Lit by therisng sun, agolden crescent glittered on the plain's farthest edge, and in the curve of it
the sky had swum in on the land.

"It'sthe city,” Tanaquil told the peeve. The peeve groomed itsdf, not sparing aglance. "And beyond,
therésthe sea.”

She was very impressed. She had a second of wanting to jump up and down and shout, but she
controlled it.

Very likely it would take some days to cross the plain, but Tanaquil was reassured by the landscape as
she descended into it. The sand had given way to thin grass, in placesto tracts of wild red and purple



flowers. PAms and acacias grew, and later there were orchards of pam and fig, olive treesand lemon
trees, behind low wadlls. Villageslay dong the plain like stepping stones to the city. Tanaguil entered one
boldly, and asked for fruit. They took her for aboy with very long hair, gave her the fruit, and were
astonished at the "tame" peeve.

Tanaguil and the peeve walked dl day, and Tanaquil had words with her ill-fitting cast-off boots. At
sunset the wind rose eagerly. Men gppeared in the orchards to cover the younger trees againgt the cold.
Since there was another village in front of her, Tanaquil went into it and inquired of awoman on the street
if she might have shdlter for the night. "1 can mend things," Tanaguil added, enticingly.

The woman gave her use of the barn, and presently the village music box was brought her in pieces.
Tanagquil sat on the straw, bootless, working on the box, while the peeve chased red and imaginary mice,
and the thinnest snow painted in the rims of the village. When she wasfinished, they gave her a supper of
peppery porridge and olives, and took the music box away. She heard it playing from house to house
until midnight.

Inthe night, night passed down the street.

Waking, Tanaquil saw under the barn door four black semswith flags of lighted ocean. She heard the
shell of the horn scrape dong the door. She felt the terror of it, the magic, and the impossbility that it
should be there or that she should gotoiit.

"What do you want?"

But the unicorn only moved through the village like the wind, silent, without music.

Just before dawn, four or five women were staring at pink glass hoof-pocks in the rime by the well.
"What'sthis?' they said.

"Oh, whatever can it be?' agreed Tanaquil.

The peeve laid seven dain mice, subject to the laws of the cruel, badly made world, at the feet of their
hostess.

So Tanaquil, daughter of Jaive the sorceress, findly reached the city she had been vaguely hearing of for
nearly sixteen years.

Shefelt so eated that day a having got there, it was dmogt asif she had invented and built the city
hersdf.

Firg of dl, coming out of sometrees, Tanaguil found one of the stone obelisks. This marked the start of a
paved road. It was quite a narrow road, however, and empty; looking to either sde over the plain,
Tanaquil could seein the distance evidence of much dust and traffic obvioudy going along wider
roadwaysto the city.

The narrow road, which would have taken alight cart and mule, ambled through groves of lemon trees
and lilacs, and in one place there was a stone basin with water and an iron cup connected to it by achain.
The chain settled for Tanaquil an ideathat had been bothering her.

"Peeve, do you mind if | put you on aleash?"

The peeve had found alemon and wastrying to et it. She peded the lemon for it and, whileit
investigated the pith, Tanaquil tied 'round its neck the long sash that had secured her headcloth. The leash



was rather clumsy, but it would serve for now, and might prevent comment from the city people.
The peeve spat out the lemon and clawed at its neck.

"No, no. I'm sorry, but you must put up with it."

"Off," sad the peeve, "off! Off!"

"No. Please. Just till we get—wherever weregoing.”

"Wurr," said the peeve.

It rolled about and became entangled with the leash. Tanaquil patiently disentangled it beforeit strangled.
"Haf anhour?'

The peeve sulked asthey walked along the road. Every so often it would sit down, and Tanaquil would
find herself hauling it over the paving on its bottom. The peeve swore. It had learnt some of the soldiers
oaths.

"Or you can stay outside.”

The city was surrounded by houses that had grown up under the wall. There were gardens with
cypresses and banks of flowers, blue and white, yellow and mauve and red. The houses had roofs of
dragon-colored tiles. The wall stood over them, and it had, as reported, tiled pictures on it of chariots
drawn by racing horses, of lions, trees of fruit, and so on. The narrow road ended at a narrow gate,
where two soldiers stood to perfect attention, like dolls.

Out of the city came an enormous noise. There seemed to be every sound on earth taking place at once.
Tanaguil heard wheds rumbling, enginesthat toiled, buckets thet rattled, and water that swilled; she
detected cattle lowing and dogs barking, while trumpets crowed, doors dammed, birds flew, men and
women quarrelled and laughed and sang. She was taken aback. Well, what did you expect?

The peeve was gazing at the city's noisesin dishdief, attempting to snuff out al its smells, including that of
the sea.

"Lots of bones and meat and biscuits here," said Tanaquil.

She sauntered toward the gateway, and al at once the two soldiers came dlive.
They clashed over the entrance to the city their crossed spears.

"Halt."

Tanaquil hated. What now?

"State your businessin Sea City."

"I'mvigting my aunt.”

"Youwill produce her letter inviting you."

"l don't haveit."

"Without such aletter or other confirmation, you can't enter the city.”

"My aunt will befurious™ said Tanaquil.



The soldiers did not seem distressed by this news. They said nothing, their faces were blank, and the
spears remained locked.

"What are the grounds for entering?’ said Tanaquil.

"Aninvitationin writing from acitizen. A summons by the Prince or other dignitary. The bringing of
merchandise into the city. The desireto practice alegitimate business there. One word of warning,”
added the soldier. "Don't say you mend things. We hear that feeble excuse about twice aday.”

"l see. | didn't understand.” It seemed to her she had never made a plan so swiftly. "I'm an entertainer. |
do magictricks."

"Thismay be alowable. The bazaar supports entertainers. But you'll have to give proof.”

"Y ou mean you want to watch me perform? That's rather awkward. Y ou see, | was robbed in the desert.
They took everything———my donkey, my bag of tricks—"

"How can you carry on your businessin the city then?"

"l do have onething left,” said Tanaguil. ™Y ou see this peeve? Just an ordinary desert cresture. But by a
clever illuson, | can makeit appear to talk."

The soldiersturned their mask-like faces on her.

Tanagquil abruptly tugged the peeve'slead.

The peevekicked. It parted itsjaws. "Rrr!" it went.
Tanaquil coughed. "Sorry. Dust in my throat. Try again—"
She toed the peeve quite mildly in the side.

It spat. "Bad," said the peeve. "Won't. Don' likeit. Go desert." And spinning in the sash it managed a
short dash and pulled Tanaquil over. As she and the peeve tumbled on the hard paving, she heard the
soldiers split their masks, giving off guffaws.

"That'sariot," one choked. "Can you doit again?'
"Onceisenough for now," said Tanaguil.

"Bitel" cried the peeve, chomping on the sash. "Wup!"
"Yes, that'sredly terrific!”

The peeve swore, and the soldiers amost had afit. They uncrossed their spears and clapped Tanaquil
much too heartily on the back as she dragged the squalling peeve into the city. "Good luck, boy. That'sa
marvelous turn you've got there. Well tdl dl thelads.”

6

Every exaggerated fantasy Tanaguil had ever had of the city was outstripped by the facts. Even Jaive had
never demondtrated, in the magic mirror, anything like this. It was like being ingde an enormous clock of
countless parts and pieces. It seemed a once jumbled and precise, random and ordained. Just like the
sound it made, which was amix of athousand sounds, so its shape was formed out of all shapes
imaginable—lines, angles, bumps, cones, rounds—and its basic colors of brown, yellow and white, were



aso fired by the noon sun into blooms of paint, fierce blinks of metal, and cracked indigo shadows.

Tanaquil did not try to takeit in, she smply marched in to it, staring about her wildly, overwhelmed.
While the peeve accompanied her in noisy bewilderment—the million scents of the city had entirdly taken
up its atention, it growled and whined, snuffled, grunted, and sometimes squeaked. Now and then it ran
Sdeways after something or other, and Tanaquil, her concentration scattered, was tugged againgt the
brickwork or into the mouths of lean dleyways. She thought of undoing the leash and dlowing the peeve
to rush off on its own. Perhaps she would never see it again—something dreadful might happentoit. It
knew the desert and was as surprised here as she was.

Atfird, near the gate, there had been few people, only the small groups you might come onin avillage,
women in doorways or & awell, or some men going by with spades over their shoulders. Then the
sreets, winding into and around each other between the walls and under the arches, opened on a broad
white avenue. Pam trees of great height grew aong the avenue, and there were marble troughs of water,
to one of which three polished-looking horses had been led to drink. The sides of the avenue swarmed
with people of every description, and at the windows and doorways and on the bal conies of the buildings
along theroad, were crowds thick as grapes on abunch. Hights of steps went up too high to see, from
the avenue, what was a the top, and up and down them strode and ran the citizens, sometimes colliding.
Tree branches curled against the sky from gardens on rooftops. Stained-glass windows flashed as they
were constantly pushed wide or closed. The road boomed with voices, and with the vehicles that went
both ways dong it, chariots and carts, silken boxes carried on the shoulders of trotting men, and one
stately came under aburden of green bananas.

Tanaguil stalked up the road, pushing through the human swarm as she had noted everybody el sewas
doing. The peeve, on avery short leash, kept closeto her now, its muttering lost in the general uproar.

Soon wonderful shops began to open in the buildings. She saw shelves of cakes like jewels and trays of
jewelslike flowers and sheaves of flowerslike lances and, in an armorer's, lances like nothing but
themsdlves.

She wanted to look at everything, to laugh and to shout. Shefdlt taller than anyonein the crowd. Also
shewas dizzy. There was too much, and she was drunk on it, as the peeve had got sozzled on smells.

The end of the avenue was an even further astonishment. It expanded into a marketplace, abazaar,
where every single public activity known to the world seemed to go on.

Two pink marble lions guarded the entrance, and Tanaguil and the peeve rested againgt the plinth of one
of these while porters, carts, and the banana camel trundled by.

Tanaquil attempted to view the things of the market individualy, but it wasimpossible. Her eyesdid from
the baskets of peachesto the bales of wool to the pen of curly sheep, to the juggler with hisfire-work
knives and the fortune-teller's tent with the wrong sorcerous signs embroidered over it, and on.

The market went downhill and was terraced to prevent everything tipping over. But Tanaquil's gaze
tipped dl the way down, and there below, in arainbow frill of objects and actions, bluer than the sky,
bluer than anything, was the sea. Contrasted to the flurry of the shore, dender ships glided dowly across
the water, on russet and melon triangles of sall. Thefishy, salty scent sparkled likeglassintheair,
stronger than perfume, sheep, and peaches.

"Oh, Mother," said Tanaquil, "we sdute the fish!"

"Now then, move adong for God's sake," said a beefy man in an apron. He shouldered past.



"Begood," said Tanaquil to the peeve, "and I'll—" she hesitated. She had been going to promiseto get
the peeve some cooked meat from one of the stalls. But of course, she had no money. Indeed, she had
never seen money except in Jaive's coffer, and more recently at the dice games of the caravan. "Er, well
see," said Tanaquil. They would not starve. She had, did she not, her fabulous magic “trick”? Instead of
gawping at the bazaar, she should find a pitch and thrill the unsuspecting populace with the talking peeve.

They went into the market, and walked down the terraces through flares of blood-red silk and garlands
of woven baskets.

The juggler was encouragingly earning alarge pile of coins, tossed by the crowd. In another place agirl
danced with bells on her wrists and ankles, and e sewhere boys made aliving pyramid, and fire was
eaten.

Tanaquil and the peeve came againgt aside of ox in which the peeve wasrather interested. As shetried
to separate them, Tanagquil beheld another marble lion ahead. Seated between its feet was aman playing
apipe. As he played, he swayed, and out of the wooden bow! before him rose a swaying snake, itsdlf
with askin likeaplait of bright money.

"Just look," said Tanaguil to the peeve, prizing it off the ox carcass. The peeve looked, for once obliging.
Tanaquil redized she had made amistake. "No—"

The leash burned through her fingers and was gone.

Like aflung brown snowball, the peave demolished the distance between itsdlf and the marblelion. The
crowd about the statue's base parted with cries. The peeve skirled through. It rose steeply. It landed.

There was akind of explosion of tails, paws, bowl, pipe, snake. Fur and scales sprayed up in the air.

The piper sood baying and waving hisarms, obvioudy afraid to intervenein this cyclone. The
unsympathetic crowd laughed and jeered.

An awful clattering rebounded on the marble. The snake was gone, instead, a heap of scalesand
wobbling springslay on the lion's feet. The peeve, with asilver spine and head in its mouth, galloped at

Tanaquil.
She caught it. "Bad," said Tanaquil, inadequately. "Y ou fool, it's not even real—"

The peeve crouched at her feet, worrying the silver backbone of the mechanica snake and growling. It
seemed dightly embarrassed.

"I'm so sorry—" Tanaquil hurried to the statue and looked up at the snake charmer, who was picking
over the shattered bits of hisact.

" Seventy-five weights of copper and three pence this cost me," he moaned. "Made by the finest
craftameninthe city. Now see”

The peeve had followed Tanaguil, trailing itsleash. " Give me that." She got the spine and head from its
teeth, and it seemed glad to forget them in athorough wash. The head had faceted green glass eyes, and
hinged jaws of ivory fangs. Tanaquil began to try the springs back againgt their dots. "I think | can mend
this"

"No, no, just my rotten luck. Ruined.”

"Redly, | think I can. | can mend things"



The snake-charmer glared at her with tearful eyes.
"You're an atisan?'

"Well—I suppose s0.”

"All right. Do it then."

"I'll need sometools—"

"An artisan and no tools," scoffed the embittered snake-charmer. He sat on the lion and refused to glance
at Tanaquil, the peeve, the crowd, or the snake.

"Over there, Bindat's stal—hell lend you afew artisan things," said aman who had come acrossfrom
the mest rack. "Meanwhile, you can pay mefor the bite your dog's taken out of my ox."

"I haven't apenny,” said Tanaquil.
The man surprisngly answered, "Have it free then. It wasworth it for thelaugh.”
All afternoon, Tanaquil sat under the marble lion and repaired the mechanical snake.

It was quite adifficult job, but the further she went with it the more she got the hang of what needed
doing. The scaes, which she had feared might be the worst task, merely linked into one another with tiny
hooks.

As sheworked, people stopped to watch. Ignoring the peevetied to a post and the snake charmer
lurking on the lion, afew inquired what Tanaguil would charge for mending atoy, aclock, asmall
watering device. Tanaquil said, "'l charge hdf the going rate.”

This meant that by the time the sun westered, various items had been left in her care. The bazaar did not
shut up shop with sunset; already lamps and torches were being lit.

"Hereyou are," said Tanaquil raising the renewed snakein the reddening light. " Seeif it will go.”
"Of courseit won't. Hair-fine mechanisms—"

The snake charmer snatched the snake and cast it in the bowl asif heloathed it. But he blew atrill on the
pipe. The snake tirred. To swaying melody, the snake flowed upward from the bowl and danced at the
SUNset.

The snake charmer took the pipe from his mouth, and the snake hovered upright, gleaming.
"I won't thank you. Y our dog brokeit in thefirst place.”
"No, please don't thank me," said Tanaquil. "After dl, it might become a nasty habit."

Sheflexed her fingers, swalowed her hunger and thirst, and, taking up the two haves of adoll soldier,
began again to work.

Four hourslater al the left items had been collected, and a pocketful of coins sat gleaming like the snake
under the torches.

Somewhere abell sounded. It was midnight. Looking up, Tanaquil found aragged manin front of her.



Aniron cap was over hishead and covered his eyes. He probed an invisible void with hisstick. A blind
beggar.

"Clink, clink," hesaid. "'l heard the coinsfdl. Spare me acoin.”
Tanaguil put acoin into histhin searching hand.
Sheremembered the unicorn with ashock of the heart. Thisimperfect world—

Bindat'swife, Cuckoo, suggested that for the payment of three pennies, Tanaquil might spend the night in
their outhouse. Tanaquil was exhausted and accepted. They had along walk, however, to Bindat's
house, which lay behind the great market and far from the beautiful avenue, in an areaof dums. Herethe
dwellings leaned on each other to stay up, and rickety wooden bridges went over the streets, and
washing-lines, from which, even asthey passed, thieves were stedling the washing. Bindat and Cuckoo
even greeted one of these thieveswarmly. They crunched through open drains, frozen by night, and came
to Bindat's house. The outhouse was a hut with holes, white with frog.

Wood was stacked there, and it was busy with beetles. The peeve, leash off, spent dl night chasing and
egting these beetles, despite the bowl of thin soup it had shared with Tanaguil. In the morning, very early,
Tanaquil learned that, in addition to the three pennies, she must pay for her lovely night by sweeping the
yard and milking the goat. Asachild, for atreat, she had sometimes milked the goats at her mother's
fortress. Thiswas harder, as the goat and the peeve had declared war on each other.

After abreakfast of burnt crusts, Tanaguil and the peeve returned with Bindat and Cuckoo through the
hot and reeking drains, and lamenting owners of stolen washing, to the bazaar. Tanaquil was delighted to
find aqueue of peoplewaiting for her under the marble lion: Word had got around.

At noon, Bindat came over to Tanaquil and told her in afriendly way that he would have haf her
earnings, as he and Cuckoo had personally sent al her customersto her. As he spoke, Cuckoo might be
seen cleaning alarge knife at their gdl.

Tanaquil did not argue. She gave Bindat hdf her coins. When he was gone, shetold her next customer
she would be moving to the tents of the spice-sdllers, whose smell had already attracted her.

Once she had returned al the previoudy mended thingsto their guardians, she dipped away, and
descended the terraces out of Bindat's Sght. Among the spicejars, a an obelisk with astonefish onit,
she sat down again with the peeve, and as she resumed her work, she watched the fish market below,
and the blue sea that was greener againgt the harbor.

Once or twice during the night in the outhouse she had dozed. Then she had believed the unicorn poised
outside the door, clean as black snow in the dum. But waking as the peeve scampered over her inits
hunting, she knew the unicorn could not be there.

Now shefelt shewasworking in aset of condiments—the pepper and ginger, cinnamon and hyssop and
anise, with thefishy sdt of the sea

The peeve sneezed and ate the baked joint she had bought it. Then it dept on her foot after its hard night,
and her foot also went to deep.

A shadow fell across Tanaquil as she was fastening the frame of amechanica board gameinvolving alot
of smdl porcdan animas. She glanced up. Her new customers were three large men. The centrd figure
wore black and red clothing, and the buckle of his belt was a gilded hammer crossed by a brass chisdl.

Hesadringingly, "l amVush."



"Well done," said Tanaquil.

Around her, the chatter and frisk of the spicery had gone quiet. Everyonewas staring at Vush and his
two burly companions.

"Y ou don't know me?" asked Vush. He had aterrible beard, which lurched at her as he spoke.
"I'm very sorry."
" am the Master of the Artisans Guild of Sea City."

Tanaquil received an inkling of darm. She grabbed the peeve'sleash at the neck. It was already
practicing asnarl.

"How niceto meet you," said Tanaquil.

"It'sagirl," said the companion to theleft of Vush. He shifted, and Tanaguil saw hisguild gpron, and that
he too had the hammer and chisdl device, and abrass-bound cudgel.

"Then," said Vush, "she should be at home, not here causing trouble.”
"Oh dear, have?" Tanaguil groveled.

Of course it was apparent what had happened. She did not need V ush's right-hand companion to
announce: "Bindat reported you to the guild. He says you charge haf the going rate for your work. All
pricesarefixed by us."

"And you're not amember of the guild," said Vush. "Which means you're not alowed to work in the city
adl"

"I didn't know," said Tanaquil. "Y ou see, | come from this backward village—Um—and nobody ever
sd—"

"Givemethat," said VVush, pointing at the game.
Tanaquil thought, HE's going to smash it. Perhaps over my head.

Before she could make up her mind to let loose the peeve, Vush's | eft-hand crony leaned down and
skimmed the game away.

Instead of hitting her withiit, al three ponderoudy examined its mechanism.

"Not abad bit of work," said Vush &t |ast.

Tanaquil smpered. " Thank you.”

"We have no women inthe guild,” said Vush. "You'll haveto join asaboy.”
"But you'll havetojoin," added the right-hand crony. "Or it's the harbor for you."
"Y ou mean you'l put mein aboat?'

"We mean well drop you in the seawith lead sandals”

"Il join," said Tanaquil. "An honor."



"Thefeeisforty weghtsof slver.”

"o

"You'll have to get someone to sponsor you, pay it for you. One of the guild members may do so."
"Thenyoull bein hisdebt.”

"You'll haveto work extrahard to pay it off."

"Youll need the guild, then."

"Yes"

The peeve reached out and aimed its claws at VVush's expensive boot. They missed.
"Cometo the Guild Hall at sunset,” said VVush. "Anyonewill direct you.”

"If you don't come,” said the left-hand man, "weéll come looking for you."
"Tookind," said Tanaquil.

She longed for one of Jaive's spells, which, according to Jaive, would have transformed Vush and
Company into frogs.

It was true that everyone seemed to know where to find the Guild Hall of the Artisans, or at least the
people Tanaquil asked directed her without hesitation. The building stood on another fine street, bathed
in the sunset, and its gilded pillars shone, and the symbol of the hammer and chisel shone above the door.
The door, though, was firmly shut. Tanaquil, with the peeve on anew strong leash bought that afternoon,
knocked politely, and next violently, but without response. Perhaps the artisans baeful invitation had
been only adare, or ajoke to make her look foolish. This hope was destroyed when, from around
aperture above, afat, frowning mae face stuck out.

"Whoisthere?'
"I was summoned here by Vush the artisan.”

"Y ou're the woman from the market. Control that anima." The peeve was scratching at the gilt on the
pillars.

As Tanaquil tried to control the peeve, asmdler door in the great door suddenly did open. Tanaquil
stepped through, pulling the peeve with her. The smal door, athing of clockwork, snapped shut again
behind them.

They werein along corridor lighted by hanging lamps. At the corridor's far end was a second massive
door. The only option wasto go forward, and this Tanaquil did. No sooner had she begun to walk
toward the second door than mechanica oddities activated al around her, perhapstriggered by her
footfals on the floor. Bells chimed, tiny windows flapped open, and wooden birds whizzed out—the
peeve legpt a them—plaster heads turned menacingly, poking out red plaster tongues. Tanaguil thought
it al rather crude.

When she reached the door, the peeve struggling beside her, trying to make plain its needs—"Bird! Bird
I"—Tanaquil knocked once more, and this door flew wide.

The Artisans Hall—it was|abelled in gold lettering on the wall facing the door, above another gold



hammer and chisel, some gold saws, braces, measures, and other stuff—was exactly square, washed
with black, and lit by torches. On black chairs around it sat thirty men whom Tanaquil took for officers or
superiors of the guild. And facing the door, benegth the lettering, was a man who must be VVush, for his
chair wasthe largest, and afearsome beard escaped beneath the mask he wore. Every man in the room
was masked. The masks were all the same, bronze visors with panes of black glass at the eyes. Meant to
create asnister impression of uninvolved ruthlessness, the masks had succeeded. Tanaquil wavered
between scorn and extreme uneasiness. And catching her mood, the peeve crouched, speechless and
brigtling, a her feet.

A voice came abruptly from the air. Another device, but startling.

"Hereisthe boy Tanaquil. Heis able to mend games and toys, and seeks admission to our guild.
Meanwhile, he has worked without membership and owes the guild afine of three weights of copper.
Also he cannot pay the fee of membership. A sponsor is asked. Say brothers, will any do this service for
the boy Tanaquil ?*

One of the masked men, thin and bony, cranked to hisfeet. Sourly, he said, "V ush the Master has
proposed that | do so. I'll therefore pay the silver for the boy Tanaquil, which hewill thenowemeasa
debt, plusinterest to me of one half-weight of bronze, al cash to be returned to me during the next year,
before next year's Festival of the Blessing." He sat down.

"We heed," said the voicein the air, "the generosity of our brother, Jope. Does the boy Tanaquil hear and
comprehend? Does he owe that he will honor this loan, and repay it at the proper time?"

Tanaquil shrugged. "If I mugt. If | can. Do | have achoice?’

"No," said the mask with Vush'sbeard. "Answer correctly.”

"I'll repay theloan," said Tanaquil. "What if | can't?’
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"Y ou will be whipped through the city by the guild, as adefaulter,” said Vush's mask, annoyed.
"Wait," said Tanaquil. "I'll giveit up. | won't mend anything. I can find different work."

A loud murmur came from the room, and she picked out another of the masks saying, "I told you, it'sthat
girl | heard of with theanima that talks"

Vush cleared histhroat, and the hal was silenced.
Hesaid, "Too late. It has been decided.” And then he thundered: "Bring forth the Fish of Judgement.”

With adight rumble of hidden whedls, part of the floor moved sedately backwards, drawing twenty-nine
of the chairsup to thewalls, while Vush's chair ran in agraceful arc to theright.

The peeve growled.
Thewal with the gold symbols and I ettering split on ahigh rectangular door.

Tanagquil had aglimpse of treesin someyard or garden behind the Guild Hall, of peacock-blue evening
sky sawn with stars—escape—but something came instead into the hall, and the door closed.

Thevoiceintheair droned:



"From the sea comes the wedlth of the city. To the seawe give homage. L et the seabe our judge.”

Anirontable was diding from thewall and up to Tanaquil. On it rested a bronze baance, the two cups of
which swung asit advanced. There was a strong, now-recognized, odor.

The brotherhood of the guild arose. "The Fish!"
Tanaquil thought of her mother's dinner.

In the left-hand cup of the balance lay asilver-scaled fish. It was artisan'swork, and beautifully made,
like the snake in the bazaar. In the other cup of the balance was another fish. Thiswas greenish gray and
smdled to high heaven. A red fish, from the fish market.

The guild brotherswere raising their masked heads and arms.
Vush said, faceto the ceiling, arms upheld, "Choose now, boy Tanagquil, which fishisit to be?"

Not having had the ceremony explained to her, Tanaquil assumed she was to choose the madefish,
which anyway would be more pleasant. On the other hand, perhaps the reeking redl fish represented
honest toil ?1f she chose wrongly, whét ridiculous and ghastly punishment would be inflicted?

Shethought, irresgtibly, The last idiotic ceremony was my mother's dinner. The unicorn got me out
of that.

She pictured one of the doorsthat led into the hal crashing open and darkness flying in behind the
seashd| moon of the horn.

Then shelooked down again at the two fish.
Therewasonly one.
Wasthis divineintervention? Thefish that was | eft was the nice example, which had been made.

"Wdl | suppose,” said Tanaquil. She stopped because the artisans had aso lowered their heads, and
even through the masks she guessed they were gawking at the empty cup on the baance.

"Wherée'sthat fish?' said the sour voice of Jope.
"It was here," said another one. "'l smelled it."
"Without thefish the ceremony is null—"
"Where, oh, where—?"

"There's thefish,” tolled Vush.

Tanaguil became aware that something hot and furry sat by her leg, and from its pointed face, out of its
motionlessjaws, drooped threeinches of Slvery green tall.

Tanaquil snatched the made fish from the other cup.

"Behold!" cried Tanaquil. "1 choose the fish that is made. But my peeve has chosen the fish which may be
edten."

"Sacrilege!" moaned Jope. "The ancient ritua has been mocked. Am | to put up al that fee for her now?'



"Thisiscertainly very grave,” said Vush.

Tanaquil confronted the ring of wicked-looking masks, the laughable dangerous darkness of these men,
who were probably even madder than her mother, and much more unjust.

"What punishment for esting the fish?" moaned the wretched Jope.

"Thefish," muttered Tanaquil, "the meat, the soup, the stairs, the door—I put you together out of bones
and clockwork and you came dive—Isthisaspell I'm making? Where are you?'

"She's seen our hdll," said Vush, "and theritua of membership. But she cantt join. It would be bad luck
onusdl."

"It'sthe harbor for her," said avoice sherecaled.
7

Thewall under the letters, hammer, and chisdl changed. Then, quite easlly, it parted. There again were
treetops and a darker, bluer sky of wilder stars. Pernickety as a cat, the unicorn came, asif on shoes of
glass, in through the opening, down across the hall. There was no violence, no speed. It moved to the
rhythm of an elder dance, putting al the rituas of the world to shame. Black, silver, gold, and moon-opal,
night and seg, fire, earth, air, and water.

Thistimel did call it. Or every time | did.

At her feet Tanaquil heard the peeve swalowing the whole fish in one gulp. And the unmuffled drum of
her own heart.

Then one of the artisans shrieked.
"It'sthe Sacred Beadt! Fly! Saveyour lives! Thecity'slost!"

And somehow the mechanical chairs were knocked over, and the shut door to the corridor was
wrenched open, and out of it the artisans sprang and sprawled with masked shouts and frightened
thumps.

The unicorn, mild-mannered as adeer, trotted lightly after them. It went by Tanaquil like awave of gars.
She thought she heard the music of its bones and of anight wind wrapped about the horn.

Asthe unicorn passed through the door and aong the corridor toward the outer exit, the peeve tugged
on itslead to follow. And once more Tanaquil was propelled to chase the night-dream thing.

In the corridor the plaster heads turned and poked out their tonguesirrelevantly, and then there wasthe
street beyond the opened pillared door. And down the street rushed the artisansin their secret regdia,
reved ed, speechless now in the single-mind-edness of panic. With the unicorn dancing after.

Tanaguil hauled on the leash. "No—et it go—I shouldn't have—no—no—" And the leash snapped and
the peeve bounced out into the street, pursuing maybe only its old fantasy of amed or atreasure—the
bone—and Tanaquil walked after. She forced her mind to do some work, while her feet tried not to run.

How had the unicorn entered the city? She saw it leap from the sky like afdling planet. But no, the event
had been more smple. She seemed to see the narrow gate through which she had comein, and one
soldier adeep by awineflask, and the other standing idle, regarding something come quietly up out of the
groves and orchards of the plain. A horse? Y es, afine horse lost by some noble. And the horse cameto



the gate, and the soldier who was not drunk enough to be adeep smiled on it, and tried to pet it, and
somehow could not. But he undid the entry to the city, and like avapor the unicorn went in.
"Horse-horse," said the soldier fondly. "Oneday, I'll have ahorse.”

There were torches burning along the Street at intervals, and here and there alamp hung in aporch or alit
window gaveits stained glass brilliance.

Through cold arches of shadow and cold blasts of light the fleeing artisans milled. They panted like rusty
bellows now, and sometimes groaned or cursed. One or two craned over their shoulders, now and then,
and, seeing the dender blackness of their terror ill nimbly prancing after, made fresh rushes of flight that
soon broke down.

Nobody looked out to see what went on. The city wasfull of noises day and night. They met with no
one, either.

However, at its end, the street was crossed by another, awide avenue of specia splendor. It waslined
by lions of gilded iron, and had lamp standards with lanterns of sgpphire, green, and crimson glass.
People were passing under these, and there was something of acrowd at the road's edges, standing and
looking aong the street with mild concern.

The artisans had no charity for thisbarrier. They plunged into it, hitting out and blustering adviceto run or
at least to get out of the way. But the crowd rounded on them intrigued, gesturing at the masks: "L ook,
itsthe Artisans Guild! They'vedl gonecrazy." And when the artisans, breethlessy blaspheming, laid
about them with sticks and figts, the crowd responded in kind. A spectacular fight began.

Tanaquil, about eighty feet behind, took her eyesfrom the upheava. She saw the unicorn had stopped,
clear asthe statuesin the lights of the avenue. The surging crowd seemed not to seeit there. "No," said
Tanaquil again, "don't." And the unicorn, asif it heard and would tease her in its sublime unearthly way,
turned to the sde with alittle flaunting, horse-like gambol. There was agarden or an dley there, and into
it the unicorn minced.

Tanaquil ran. She caught up to the peeve, who was running still. And at a gap between tall houses, both
cameto ahalt. They peered down atunnel of dark, and nothing wasinit. Once more. Vanished.

The peeve sat on the road and washed vigoroudy, asif it had just been running for exercise, not chasing
anything. Tanaquil got its leash.

The racket from the crowd was now extraordinary. Tanaguil grasped that not only could she hear the
fight, but the notes of cheers and whistles up the street, and drawing nearer. Citizens uninvolved in battle
pointed. She made out an orderly movement and the glint of lanterns on spears. Soldierswere
approaching to correct the disorderly crowd. And beyond the soldiers came other lights, drums, therall
of whedls.

"It'saprocession,” said Tanaquil.
Shewent forward cautioudy.

Theflailing artisans and their assail ants were now mixed up with scolding soldiersin burnished mail and
plumed helmets. Theriot had spilled out into the avenue. Suddenly the whole mob unravelled and flooded
right across the roadway.

Tanaquil pulled hersdlf up onto the plinth of alamp, while the peeve scurried up the pole.

Artisans and crowd members were rolling on the road, soldiers were ladling out blows with spear butts,



and an entire row of drummers wasfaling over them with shrieks, while horses reared and chariots
upended, and flowers and fires whirled through the air.

"It's not aprocession any more,” remarked Tanaquil.

She was gazing with wonder at the chaotic muddle, which seemed unlikely ever to be sorted out, when a
surprisingly intact chariot shot straight out of the mess and pulled up smartly close beneath Tanaguil's
plinth.

The chariot was small, painted and gilded and garlanded with flowers, and drawn by two small white
horses. The driver was agirl perhaps ayear younger than Tanaguil. She had long ropes of very black
hair, and acloak of red velvet and pure gold tissue that seemed to be embroidered with rubies.

"What," shouted the girl in apenetrating, high, and regd voice, "isthis disgusting silliness?!

At once there was a hush. The fighting on the roadway ceased. The combatants, where able, detached
themsalves. Removing masks, holding cloths to bleeding noses, they stood about |ooking cowed.

She's that important, then, thought Tanaquil. And staring down at the girl, Tanaquil had the most
curious feding she had seen her before.

"Wdl?' said thegirl, dtill theatrically, but more quietly, now there was sllence. "What are your excuses?"
"Méam, these rowdiesjust rushed out in front of us," said astylish officer of the soldiers.

"Obvioudy," said thegirl. On her head was agoldwork cap with ared feather. "Y ou," she added to
Vush. Vush got up, hismask haf off and ablack eye glaring above hisbeard. "Y ou're the Master
Artisan, aren't you?'

"Y uff," admitted VVush through asplit lip.

"What was the meaning of this affray?"

An expression of despair crossed Vush's swelling face. He squared his big shoulders.

"We were chafed by auniborn, your highnuff."

"Awhat?'

"A uniborn.”

"He meansaunicorn, madam," said the officer. He gave astagey laugh. "Redly!"

"Whereisit?' sadthe girl. Shelooked round with genuine fascination. " Are you making thisup?'

"No, your highnuff. The Fabred Besft manifufted among uff." VVush said in adreadful voice, "Doom. It
meanf theend.”

A sigh passed over the crowd. Tanaguil saw here and there the making of signsagaing evil andiill
fortune.

"The Sacred Beadt," said the girl, "if ever it wereto return to us, would offer itsloyaty to my father,
Prince Zorander. We've nothing to fear. Asfor you, | believe you were dl drunk at some artisans rite.
Y ou scared yoursalves into seeing things and then ran out here and caused this disturbance. My father
will doubtlessfine your guild. Look forward to that, and stop spreading unwise rumors of unicorns.”



The artisans drooped. They had been atrocioudy embarrassed. Hints of doubt were murmuring between
them. Had they imagined the unicorn?

Then athin, cranky artisan samped hisfoot on the road, and thrust a skinny finger at the lamp standard,
the perch of Tanaguil and the peeve.

"She's the trouble maker. She's awitch. She made us see things,” howled Jope.

Every head turned. Every facefor amile, it fet to her, was raised to Tanaquil's own. Including the face of
the Prince's daughter below.

The Princess frowned. For aminute she might have been puzzled, possibly by the apparition of the
peeve, hanging by one paw and itstail from the lantern hook.

"Thisgirl?" asked the Princess.
Vush said heavily, "Fhefneabed into our hal difguifed af aboy. Fhe profaned aritua—"
The Princess interrupted. She said directly to Tanaquil: "What have you got to say?"*

"I'm not awitch," said Tanaquil promptly. She stared at the girl and caught hersdlf back. "Of course there
wasn't aunicorn. Because | can mend thingsthey tried to force meto join their guild. They threaetened to
drownmeif | didnt."

"Oh, yes" said the Princess. "Father will beinterested.”
The artisans muttered. The officer glanced a them and they stopped.

"Then," said Tanaquil, "they went quite mad and ran out into the street screaming about sacred beedts.
I'm astranger to thiscity. I'm not impressed.”

"Of coursenot,” said the girl. Shelooked at the soldiers. "Clear the road, please.”

Order came dfter al. The other vehicles were righting themselves, the soldiers herding artisans and
citizens out of theway. AsVush was deposited at the roadside there were jibes and laughter.

The Princess said to Tanaguil, "Come down and get into my chariot. Y ou can bring your animd.”
Tanaquil said, "I'm sure | don't merit the honor.”
"It'snot an honor,” said the Princess. "It'san invitation.”

Tanaquil got down from the lion, and the peeve dithered after her. They climbed into the chariot of
flowers, and the Princess flared her reins. The small white horses darted off, straight through the loiterers
on theroad, who tumbled aside.

A few flakes of snow, unusud in the city, spotted the air.

"By theway, I'm sorry, but Father won't fine the artisans. It would be usdless trying to persuade him. It
talks, doesn't it?' said the Princess. "Theanima."

"I can, er, make it seemto."
"Good. | thought you'd bedl right.”

They sped out of the avenue of lionsinto an avenue lined by gilded, lantern-lit dolphins. Then they raced



to thefoot of ahill and roared up it. The peeve wrapped itself round Tanaquil'sleg and clawed her. "Too
fast. Want get off."

"That'sexcdlent," congratulated the Princess.
"Ow. Thank you."

Over thetop of the hill, where the road was lined by lantern-lit gilded octopuses and camels dternately,
gppeared a peculiar white, lighted mountain.

"My father's palace," said the Princess, faintly bored.

Asthe chariot dowed, Tanaquil tried and succeeded in counting the lines of windows, bal conies. There
werefifteen stories.

"Y ou can use that room, if you likeit," said the Princess. Her namewas Lizra, she had reveded. "Have a
bath and choose one of those dressesin the cedarwood closet. Then well go down to dinner. It goeson
for hours. Won't matter if we'relate.”

She had thrown off her cloak, and sat about in ared gown with gold buttons.

On their entering her bedchamber, Tanaquil had been half affronted, half ddlighted. It was a colossal
room, and every wall was painted like a beautiful garden of fruit trees and flowers, with aflamingo lake
whose water wasinlaid lapislazuli that seemed to reflect and ripple. On the blue celling were agold sun
and asilver moon and some copper and platinum planets that moved about in appropriate positions.
When Lizrapulled agolden handle by the bed, three white clockwork doves flew over. The bed itsdlf
was in the shape of aconch shell, plated in mother-of-pearl. There were no fireplaces. Pipes of hot
water, it seemed, ran under the floor and behind the walls from furnacesin the basement.

The peeve, too, was overwhelmed. It immediately laid some dung on awoven-gold rug, then folded the
rug over the misdemeanor like anasty pancake.

Tanaguil expected desth at once, but Lizraonly took the rug and dropped it out of the window ten
stories down to the gardens below. " Someonewill find it, put the dung on the flowers, clean the rug, then
bring it back."

Nevertheless, she showed Tanaquil and the peeve a marble bathroom, to which alarge tray of earth had
aready been brought.

The other room led from the bedchamber. 1t was colored like arose, and in it were afireplace and a
bed, both with columns of cinnabar. "It'swhere my vistorsstay,” sad Lizraairily, "friends”

Tanaquil raised her eyebrows. "Y ou're too kind. Surely you don't honor me by thinking of measa
friend?’

"Areyou an enemy then?' asked Lizra, with aknife-like glance.
Tanaquil sad, "'l only meant—"

"Don't mind me," said Lizra. She watched the peeve in the bathroom, in adelayed reaction, scraping dirt
out of thetray al over thefloor. "Makeit say something,” said Lizra "l think it wantsto.”

"Buried it," said the peeve. "Clever me"

"Yes" sad Lizra "l thought s0."



Tanaquil bathed in a bath where she could have svum, had she known how. There were jade ducks that
floated full of soap, and afish, when youtilted it, duiced you with warm water.

From her closet Lizrachosefor Tanaquil agown of lion-yellow silk. It was ornate and boned, like the
red gown. "Were the same size. Just aswell. Y ou have to beforma here, particularly for dinner. So
many rules, like the processon.”

Lizrahad been driving through the city to "inspire the people.”

"Father saysit does,” said Lizra, "but haf of them don't take any notice. Why should they? | haveto go
round once amonth. He only botherswith thefegtivals. It makesyou sick.”

"What does your mother say?'

"My mother'sdead,” said Lizrabriskly. "Don't tell me you're sorry or how awful, because you never
knew her, and neither did |, properly. It happened when | was only five."

But Tanaquil had actudly paused to visudize alife from the age of five without amother—or without the
only mother she could imagine, Jaive.

"WEelIl go down then, Tanaquil,” said Lizra.
"Will your father want to know who | an?"

"Hell assume, if he notices either of us, that you're some roya person from another city he's agreed to
alow onavigt. It happensalot. | usudly find those girls stuck-up or stupid. On the other hand, | was
once friends with aroad-sweeper's daughter, Yilli, and she came here often. | redlly liked her. Then she
tried to cut my throat one morning. She wanted to sted some of my jewery, which | hate anyway. She
could have had it. I've avoided friends since then.”

Tanaguil was shocked into weird sympathy. She could seeit dl, the sweeper's daughter's painful
jedlousy, Lizrasbold, blind trust, her own shock, the emotiona wound she thought she should be casua
about.

"l fill sometimes catch sight of her,” said Lizrableskly. "She bakes piesin the Lion Market.”

Tanaquil redized she might have eaten one of these pies. She said, Y ou mean you let her go?"

"I held her upside down out of the window firgt."

Tanaquil said, "Areyou in fact warning me to be careful ? Since you don't know anything about me—"

"Sowhat?' said Lizra. "l just think | might liketo know you, not about you. Yes, poor Yilli wasmy
mistake. But you have to take risks."

"Yes" sad Tanaguil
"Bring your peeve. Itll likedinner."

They went down to the dining hall in the Flying Chair. The peeve did not enjoy this, asit had not enjoyed
comingupinit.

Severd flights of marble sairs, with vast landings, ran up and down through the fifteen stories of the
palace. For each flight there was dso aFlying Chair. It was like a birdcage with bars of gilded iron, and
insde was a bench with cushions. Y ou entered, sat, and rang agolden bell in thefloor of the cage. This



communicated to gangs of servants at the bottom and top of the palace, and they began to haul on the
gilded ropes. The cage worked againgt a counterweight, which was gently released to bring the carriage
down and gently lowered to lift it. Should you wish to dight at the twelfth story, the bell was rung twelve
times, and s0 on. Sometimes, the bell was misheard, but never by very much.

Tanaquil hersdlf did not completely like the flying up and down through the air of the staircase wells, with
carved pillars, balustrades, and windows diding by in the other direction. The gang of Chair servants
could sometimes be seen far below or above, leaning over banisters and grinning. All of them looked
quiteinsane.

"Have the Chairs ever had an accident?' she had inquired, on having the method first explained to her.
"Onceor twice," sad Lizra. She added philosophicaly,

"They never fal far. Father's Chief Counselor, Gash, once got a broken leg. Rats had gnawed the ropes.
The rope-checker was beheaded.”

They reached the fifth floor, that of dining, and got out to a chorus of pleased whoops from the lower
Chair gang.

The doorsto the hall were covered in gold. Two servants flung them open. At once aboy playing aflute
and agirl strewing flower petasjumped into their path and preceded them into the room. If anyone of the
hundreds of people there looked round, it was unlikely. The din was deafening. Scores of musicians
played on agallery that encircled the chamber, pipes and drums, harps and tambourines. Nobody
listened, or tried to.

Ranks of tables, high-legged and low, laden with food and drink, had attracted sitters like hungry gulls.
Servants glided about with enormous platters of vegetables, fruits, breads, roasts, and cakes, and vessels
of wine, water, tea, and brandy. The meal did not gpparently have courses. Everything was served at
once and continuoudy. On the mosaic floor, flowers lay crushed. Sleek dogs, cats, and monkeys, with
collars of slver and jewels, roamed the area, while on severd of the great golden chandeliers, pet parrots
swung, eating something or singeing themsaves on the candles. A pink bird dived overhead, trailing a
leash of crystds. The peeve made to spring, and Tanaquil held it down. The bird settled in a cut-glass
tureen of presumably cool soup, and began to splash and preen.

The Prince's table was at the end of the endless chamber, amid an indoor arbor of vines and potted trees,
the branches hung with smdl gems, dlittering. Thetableitsaf was of gold, and of an odd coiling and
twisting shape, like the bends of ariver. About seventy people were seated at it in one curve or another.
They weredl dressed in incredible clothing, many flamboyant styles, armored by precious metd and
stones.

"Theresfather," said Lizra. "And that's Gasb, with the hat like an owl."

Tanaquil saw the hat firgt. It was made of feathers, the spread wings extending over the Counsdllor's
head to either Side, the savage face coming down to mask his eyes and shield his nose with a beak of
gold. Whatever he truly was, the contraption made him look both absurd and rapacioudy crud. Of the
Prince, Tanaguil had only afleeting glimpse before Lizra had turned her aside into one of the bends of the
table: aman with very black, long, curled hair, adiadem with diamonds, patchwork clothes of silk,
cloth-of-gold, and the hides and furs of agrest many animals, which might otherwise have been living
their own lives

"Have some of this" said Lizra. "L et the peeve on thetableif it wants. Look, there's Lady Orchid's
marmoset inthe pie”



Tanaguil began to eat. The food was good, though some of it highly spiced. The nobles of the Prince's
court were also constantly shaking out clouds of pepper, sdt, and cinnamon onto their plates, and
dipping sugars and essencesinto their cups. Occasiondly, Tanaguil got another look at Lizralsfather. He
was a handsome man. He never smiled. And though he paid no heed to the genera antics, when the
clean, dainty marmoset pattered close, he pushed it roughly away, and Lady Orchid might be seen
creasing her glorious gown in bows of gpology.

Lizraseemed to have no connection to her father. She glanced about and spoke of severa people at the
table. She pointed out alord who had invented a strain of rose that would shrink into the soil at sunset,
and thereby not need to be protectively covered every night by gardeners against the frosts, and alady
who had won achariot race, and ageneral in golden mail who was said to have eaten a crocodile. But of
Prince Zorander Lizrasaid nothing. There's nothing between them, thought Tanaquil. As | had nothing
with Jaive. Then she and Lizragtarted to laugh again at something, and Tanaquil heard hersdlf with
surprise. Who does she remind me of ?

"Do you know," Lady Orchid's voice broke out in loud, salf-conscious tones, as she tied the marmoset's
emerald leash to her chair, "aunicorn has been seen againin thecity.”

Tanaquil fdt asif asiream of boiling cold water were being poured down her spine.
"A unicorn? Some foolishness—"

"No, there were various reports on Lion and Lynx Streets. About midnight a ghostly shape went by with
ablazing slver horn."

"I heard the creature was scarlet and had fiery eyes," said anobleto Lady Orchid's |eft.
"The fishermen said they saw the Sacred Beast of the city swvimming in the ocean near dawn.”

"There are dwaysthese lying rumors,” said Gasb suddenly, in aharsh, owl-cruel voicethat carried over
dl thetablés cails.

Everyone hastened to agree. "Oh, true, Lord Gasb."

Somewhere above, in the vault of the palace, ahuge bell rang out. It tolled for midnight, and thewhole
hall sank into abrupt and utter sllence.

Prince Zorander roseto hisfeet. Hewastal and commanding in hisrobe of dead things. Heraised a
goblet cut apparently from asingle amethyst. Every person in the hal adso got up and raised adrinking
vessd. Tanaquil rosetoo, asLizradid. The Prince's cold, calm voicerang likethe bell. "The city sdutes
midnight and the Sacred Beast."

"Midnight. The Beagt."

They drank and sat down. The peeve, which had speechlesdy devoured pieces of meat on the table and
spilled gravy, climbed into Tanaguil'slap and ruined Lizras ydlow dress.

8
Inthe sunrise, Lizratook Tanaquil round the mile of palace gardens.

Tanaquil was not sure she liked going to bed so late and then getting up again so early. Thefirelitin her
cinnabar fireplace for the night was still glowing when she woketo Lizra standing by the bed with atray
of food, dready clad in awild white gown with feathered deeves. "Sdute the day!" said Lizra, just as



Jaive had made her sorcerous portrait do.

However, the sun rising on the many different trees and statues, and over the limpid pools of the garden,
wasamarveous sght.

The gardeners were going about uncovering the plants and shrubs. Some had been |eft to brave the cold;
their bloomswere frosthitten and black, but aready new buds were breaking, and by noon everything
would bein flower. Wading birds fished in the ponds.

"Do you think there could be such athing asaunicorn?' asked Lizra.
"Doyou?'

"l don't know where you come from,” said Lizra, "no, | don't want to know. But probably you haven't
heard the city legends. There are two. One says the unicorn founded the city. It was carried ashore on a
great wave, and whereit touched the earth with its horn amagic well was formed that became the source
of dl thewatersof the city. Then, from timeto time the Beast returned, to greet the princes of the city.
Oneday it will come back and, gpproaching the prince, touch him and endow him with mighty
powers—make him immortal, imperviousto harm, that sort of thing. And then the city will flourish as
never before."

82
"What's the other legend?" said Tanaquil, remembering the yelps of the artisans.

"The other legend isthat we offended the unicorn—I don't know how. And so when it comes back it will
kill and maim, and maybe the seawill wash in and destroy the city atogether.”

Tanaguil stood in thought. She pictured the ancient sea covering the desert, the fossils, and the star-bones
found beneath the hollow hill.

The peevefdl into apond. They fished it out.
"Spuff. Bad," said the peeve. "Wet."
"It'sredly brilliant how you do that," said Lizra. "Y our lipsdon't moveat al.”

Tanaquil wanted to tell Lizrathe facts, but once again held hersalf back. Like Lizra, perhaps she too had
never had afriendship. Certainly she had tried to make friends with the maidsin the fortress, but
resolutely they had kept Tanaguil in her "proper place': Madam's daughter.

The day was warm, and the peeve shook and fluffed itself beside them as they went to seethe
mechanica waterwhed that drew up water for the gardens.

Asthey were standing watching the whedl, which revolved the full buckets high, tipped them sideways
into acanal, and then swung them on down again into acistern, a palace servant jogged up to Lizra

"Highness, your father invitesyou to hislibrary."

"Thank you," said Lizra, "'l obey." The servant went off and Lizraswore. "l know what it is, it's about the
Fedtival of the Blessing at the end of the week—tomorrow. Ther€sjust so muchritud,” she said, asthey
entered the paace and waked toward aFHying Chair. Asthe gang hauled them up with cries of hilarity,
Tanaquil clutched her knees and the peeve clawed the cushions, bristled, and looked asif it might be
sck. Lizraadded, "By theway, I'm afraid the last three floors will bein father's private Chair. It'sworse



thanthis"
"Worse?!

They dighted on the twelfth landing, and walked down a corridor lined with saluting golden soldiers. At
itsend was a carved door, and going through they found a. landing of green onyx. On aflight of Sairsa
band of terrible-looking people were rushing unsafely about, cartwheding and swinging from the
banisters, hanging upside down, and giving awful raucous screams and giggles. They were dressed in
beautiful clothes, but were barefoot. Their hair stood on end.

Lizrasad gernly, "Chair down."

At once the crazed activity was transformed into athundering, screeching race up the stairs. From three
floors up presently there were cals and howls, and then aburst of song—the words sounded
nonsenscal.

Down the stairwell came aFying Chair of stupefying magnificence on arope bound with slver. It
stopped at the landing.

"They untieit above," said Lizra. "Wed better get in. They aren't ableto say till for long."

Tanaquil followed Lizrauneasily into the Chair, sat, and held the peeve between her armsin aniron lock.
Lizrakicked agold thing in the floor and atrumpet peded overhead.

The noises became agale; the cage juddered and began to rise.

Asthey went up, they encountered and passed the Chair gang, who were plunging down the stairswith
the other end of the silver rope, shrieking and singing something like "Heave ho, rope and woe—" their
feet never missing the treads, their eyesred, foaming at the mouth.

"Oh, the God!" cried Tanaquil.
They reached the upper landing and the chair stopped rock-till.

"They'll tieit up at the bottom now," said Lizra. "Then they must wait for the next one going up or down.
When father's busy, sometimesthey run up and down every ten minutes. They're the counterweight, you
see. It was Gasb'sidea. My father thought it was unusud. They al go off their heads. They can't keep
gill. They haveto deep in clockwork hammocks that sway."

Tanaquil felt sck, and not only from the Chair.

Two gold soldiers now stood with spears crossed over agold door.

"Thisisthe door to the gpartments of the Prince."

", the daughter of the Prince, will enter with my companion, the Princess Tanaquil.”
"Enter!”

Beyond the door was athing of which Tanaquil had heard, but never seen: daytime winter.
"Don't takeany notice" said Lizra..

They walked up ten steps that seemed made of the sheerest



84 .,... _,ice but somehow did not dip. On either sdelong plains of snow extended to bluish distance,
where white snow mountains stabbed into aroya blue sky. On the snow plains great cats of white,
spotted fur stalked each other.

Tanagquil grimaced. She made hersdlf recogni ze the panes of glass between hersdf and the snows.

They reached the top of the stair, and an open arch. Into the space came a snow leopard treading on
taloned fedt. It turned its wicked head to them and snarled, and the fur rose dong its back.

The peevelay fla, waggling its rump and grumbling.
"It'sonly clockwork,” said Lizra "It'sal clockwork."
The peeve got up again. The snow leopard had no smell, and now indeed had retreated into awall.

They waked through the arch and out of the snowsinto agrest library of golden books. The sunlight
gushed over the polished floor from adoorway to the roof outside. Butterflies had comein; white and
slver and paest blue, they flew about the room and lit upon the books.

"Clockwork," said Lizra. She glanced a Tanaguil. "My father likesthingsthat aren't redl.”

Along the roof, which was paved with dragon tiles, a painted boat was sailing, drawn by aballoon of sall
wind-catching up in the air. The boat came to the doorway, and the balloon deflated and sank down. The
Prince and his Chief Counsdlor stepped into the library. Today Zorander wore atunic of beetle wings,
and Gasb ahat like avulture.

"Whoisthis?' said the Prince. For amoment Tanaquil thought he meant his own daughter, and was
strangdly unsurprised. But it was Tanaquil he referred to.

"Oh, Princess Tanaquil. Of.... Erm," said Lizra

"And that?"

"Her pet peeve. It cantak.”

"Isit house-trained?'

"Yes, Father."

"Shorten the leash, please,” said Zorander to Tanaquil.

Their eyes met. Hiswere cold, like his snows, and like the clockwork. He seemed not to like her hair,
her borrowed dress. She bowed, and he looked away from her. She was glad.

"The Festiva of the Blessing," saidthe Princeto Lizra

"Yes, Father?"

"Thisyear you'll be acredit to me. The people expect it.

Y our gown is even now being prepared. Tonight you shall haveit. There are seven layers of golden lace.

Lizrawinced. The Prince did not see. He stared across the library to where, on aframe, asuit of male
clothing was displayed.

Tanaguil observed velvetsin purple and a breastplate of gold and jewels. It would be even hotter, though



perhaps not so scratchy as lace.

"Go and look at it, if youwish," said the Prince. He was speaking to Tanaquil. Cold as snow, but dso a
showoff. She went across the room politely and stopped before the frame. "The city offers respect to the
sea. And o the cloak is made of the skins of seventeen sharks,” he said. "And fringed with the teeth of
twenty dolphins." What a pity they could not bite him! Tanaquil glared at the clothes. And saw that at
each shoulder, the cloak was fastened to the breastplate by a gleaming, milk-white whorl. Fossls—and
of such size and perfection she ached to prize them loose.

"Nice" said the peeve. It sared where she did, intensdly. " Shails.”

"No," said Tanaguil. She pulled the peeve round and went over to awall of books. The peeve, superior,
ignored the fluttering of the clockwork butterflies.

Zorander stood with his daughter at atable, speaking to her in alow, horribly serious voice. She beamed
and twittered a him. Each was plainly disgusted by the persondity of the other. Tanaquil felt again atype
of sckness—for Lizra, for hersdlf.

Then Gasb came sidling up. He limped, perhaps from the old break in hisleg, but it made him seem more
nauseating than ever.

"Well, wdll. Princess Tanaquil, of Erm. How remiss. | don't recdl Erm. Whereisit?'

"A town of the desert,” said Tanaquil.

"Ah. Now that reminds me, there was once a Princess Yilli of Roadsweeping. Have you heard of her?"
Tanaquil was soft and dightly witless. "No, I'm ever 0 afraid not.”

"Just aswdl, maybe. I'd only suggest you bear in mind, princess, that many things are tolerated, except
nuisance.”

The peeve gargled vigoroudy.

"Talks, doesit?" asked the Counsdlor.

"Wurrupy," said the peeve, and chattered itsfangs.

"Naughty littleanimd," said Gash. " Perhaps we should skin you for abrown fur muff.”

"We haveasaying in Erm," said Tanaquil before she could help hersdlf, "never kick aman who wears
iron boots."

Gasb draightened. "And who'sin the boots? Y ou?

"Me?" twittered Tanaquil.

"Gash," called the Prince. "WEell go now and shoot birds.”

Gasb the vulture went sidling off across the room, eager for more feathers,

Lizra, pae and pouting, came to Tanaquil. She whispered: "We can go down the terrace Sair to the
stables on the middle roof. If we dress as grooms we can take a chariot out riding.”

"Wheat did he tell you to do?"



"Go and pray for the good of the Festival."
Prince Zorander and Counsdor Gasb had |eft the room.

The two girls and the peeve remained done in the sunlit library. The presence of the two men was
everywhere dill.

Lizrasad, "l haven't asked you—just tell me, do you have amother?"
"es"

"Yourelucky," said Lizra

"Lucky to haveleft her."

"Mineleft me," said Lizra. "1 could kill her for dying.”

Dressed as grooms, Lizraand Tanaguil rode asmall plain pony chariot down aramp, aong the edges of
the garden, and out into the city. After three or four spectacular Streets, they passed into meaner
thoroughfares. Tanaquil saw again the sordid huts and shacks, the gaping drains. They cameto asection
wherethe city wal was ruinous and low, and went out by an unguarded gateway. Lizradrove the chariot
along aroad that ran above the beach. Stunted palms grew by the road, and to the right hand the dunes
ran out to the ocean. A few houses remained by the road, but they were deserted, their tilesflaked, their
roofsfalenin. The city drew away. Despite the sun and the blueness of the water, there was a shadow
on the morning.

Tanaquil could think of nothing to ease Lizras depression, or her own. They, and the peeve—now used
to the chariot's motion—stayed slent.

Lizraspoke at last.
"I'm taking you to the spot where the Sacred Beast is supposed to have come out of the sea”
"Oh..." sad Tanaquil, "... good."

"Somehow it seemed right you should seeit.” Lizraflicked the reins and the ponies went more quickly.
"I'm going to ask you another question.”

"y e
"l want you to tell methetruth.”
"If lean."

"l won't betray you,” said Lizra

Tanaquil, who had been thinking of the unicorn, tensed and frowned. She had had the difficult feding
from the Sart that she could trust Lizra., and this had made her extremely wary.

"What isthe question?"

"Areyou awitch?'

Tanaquil laughed. "No! Good heavens, anything but.”

"My father," said Lizra, "told methat witches often havered hair.”



"Oh, did he?'
"It'sapopular belief here.”
"Well | can assureyou, | have about as much magica ability asan orange.”

"That soundsto me," said Lizraastutely, "asif someonetested you, to see.” Tanaquil kept quiet. "But
what about the peeve?'

"Y ou mean thetrick of making it seemto talk? That's just aconjuring act.”
"No, | mean thefact that it does talk.”

Tanagquil stared a the melancholy, sunny view. The stunted palms rattled in awind off the sea, and sand
spurted from the feet of the ponies. A ruined house leaned to the road. The peeve, glaring through under
the chariot rail, announced loudly, "Rats there. Let's go house."

Lizrasaid, and her voice now had some of her father's coldness, "People dwayslie to me, you see. Or
smply don't tell methings. Or they tell methingsthat are meant to worry me, like the red hair business.
Even Yilli, you know, when she caught me by the throat with her knife, said, ‘It won't hurt!" "

"Perhapsit wouldn't have," said Tanaquil. "Or perhaps she did like you enough to wish it wouldn't.”
"l hadn't thought of that."
"Rats," sad the peeve plaintively.

"Y ou don't want rats. Y ou had an enormous breskfast,” Tanaquil said. Shesaidto Lizra, "Everything
preys on everything €l se here. And the elegant city hasfilthy back streets, and beggars who are blind.
Yes, | knew asorceress. She used to tell me about a perfect world where dl things werein harmony.
And she showed me aseain adesert. But she spills magic everywhere like soup. And—the peeve got
gplashed. That'swhy it talks."

"My father—" said Lizra, and broke off. "L ook there. That's the unicorn place.”

The chariot drew up. The peeve legpt out and sprinted back toward the ruin, leash whipping after,
unheeded.

It became very slent, and the wind was like the sllence given athin, traveling voice. Heat burned from the
sky and off the dazzling sea, A line of rocks rose up out of the water, low platformsthat became cliffsas
they marched inland. Where the beach met the waves, the cliff was hollowed out, atunnd, an arch—a
bridge. The light made its darkness seemed rimmed with iridescent white, asif fire were cutting it from the
sky. It wasin shape and look so like the rock hill in the desert near the fort that Tanaguil was not amazed
adl.

"Do you want to wak down?"'
"Yes," said Tanaquil. She did not, and that made no difference.
"Stand," Lizrasaid to the ponies.

They |eft the chariot and started over the dunes of the beach, which scalded their feet like the sands of a
desert.

"The city began here," said Lizra, "hundreds of years ago, but then it moved away." They came down to



where the arch of the cliff went up, itsrootsin the sand. "At high tide,” said Lizra, "the seacomesin here.
Therewasawadl, but it'sturned to salt." They had stopped before the arch, asif before agreat crysta
door. They might see beyond it to the beach and sky through the cliff. But could not pass.

"And they say the unicorn came from the sea?' said Tanaquil, but only to interrupt the sllence and the
slent meowing of thewind.

"Yes. Onawave. It came out of that archway, and struck the sand with its horn for the well. The rock
was called the Sacred Gate. Even now it's supposed to be unlucky to walk through, | mean right through
the hole and out the other side.”

They waited on the hot sand, looking at the beach and sea and sky on the far side of the archway.
"Doyou dareit?' said Tanaquil.

"People are dways going in and out, for the dare. Theré'sastory though of three young men going in
who never came out again. And of an old fisher-wife who went in one end and came out the other asa
dolphin!™

They grinned a each other. Then they clasped hands, and ran shrieking ingtantly in under the rock.

The violet shade washed over them, like awave. The sand was cooler, clammy and clinging; it seemed as
if it might suddenly give way and drag them down into an abyss—and Tanaquil remembered how she had
dug out the white bones and the sand shifted—and then there was a curious, indescribable moment. It
was asif she had shut her eyes, more, asif she had fallen adeep for three heartbeats or five. And then
they were running out on to the scorch of the beach, and the sun hammered down on them.

"Didyou fed that?'

"It was strange.”

"But—just for amoment—something."

"Aah!" cried Lizra, "Y ou've changed into adol phin.”

They redly did laugh then. And suddenly flung their arms round each other. And as suddenly let go,
stood away.

Tanaquil said, "Thereisapiece of ar under the rock that's like running through torn ribbons.”

"l didn't noticethat.” Lizrasaid, without coldness or demand, "1 think you are awitch. A sort of
witch—of somekind. After dl, not al witches can be bad. It's just my father. He told me once how he
met this dreadful witch in the desert. A demoness, he said." And Tanaquil, in the blaze of the sun,
experienced an arch greater, darker, deeper, more mysterious, more terrible than any gate of aunicorn,
yawning up to snatch her in. "It was just before he cameto rule, just before he married mother. He went
hunting in the desert, got lost, separated from his attendants. He came on asort of castle or fort. There
was aredheaded sorceress, and she made him her prisoner for days, before he outwitted her and
escaped her clutches. She had snakesin her hair, he said. Shewas quite mad.” Lizrahestated. "Buit |
wish | could think who you remind me of "

Tanaguil took a breath down to the soles of her feet.

"I remind you of yoursdlf, Lizra, just asyou remind meof me. And that's quite reasonable. We're ssters.”



They stood on the sand, the other side of the arch.
"I believeyou,” sad Lizra "But tdl mewhy."

"My mother," said Tanaguil. Shefet tears, and dire amusement, and hard anger. " She'sthe red-haired
sorceress. She doesn't have snakesin her hair. Actudly, she'srather beautiful. She said she renounced
my father, but obvioudy he smply discarded her . It explains why she went on so much about thiscity,
and at the same time refused to show me the city properly, or let me near the city. How ever did she
make him see her? Even for aminute? They're like fire and frozen stone. Of course, he knew nothing
about me. And I—well, | expect | hoped for something one day. When | found him. My father. Lizra,
I'm sorry, | don't like him. He's nothing to me."

"Hewouldn't want to be," said Lizra. "l know. It wouldn't, doesn't matter, to him. Y ou'd only be another
unnecessary daughter.”
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Tanaguil and Lizra sat on the seashdl | bed and studied the monstrous green-and-gol den thing that
balanced on aframe before them. It was twilight. Palace servants would soon cometo light the lamps.
Light would make the dress much worse. It had its seven layers of siff gilt lace in flounces down the skirt.
The underskirt was cloth-of-gold, stitched into stiff pleats. The bodice was amail coat of golden scales
over limedlk. The lime deeves were skin-tight and banded with golden circlets set with emeralds. A
collar of gilt lace and ma achites stood up behind the dress, with atrain of green silk and medallions.
There was agolden diadem with emerald stars. Just to look at the outfit made Tanaquil too hot, and gave
her aheadache.

"How will you move?' she asked. "How will you breathe?'

"l shan't,” said Lizra, resigned. "Last year was quite bad, but not so bad asthis. I'll have to weer it.
There's no choice. And the Festival's tomorrow. Oh well, the sooner here, the sooner over. You'll come
with me, will you?'

"Of course. What," Tanaquil added, "will | haveto wear?"
"Jugt something flashy, and some jewds.”

They sat and watched the dress, and the servants knocked and camein, and the lamps were lit, and the
dressroared bright like agreen tiger.

They had not, earlier, talked of the Festival. They had gone back through the arch—shrieking,
running—and spent the day riding aong the beach or sitting under palm trees eating the food Lizrahad
had put in the chariot. The peeve emerged from the ruin ratless, and darted about, and once or twice it
dashed at the sea aggressively, each time thinking better of it and scuttling back. In the afternoon they
made asand castle. It was atremendous architecture, al their adult skills brought to bear onit.

When the sun westered, waves began to steal up aong the beach. They knew the castle would be
destroyed before night fell, and drove away so as not to see.

They had spoken to each other of their childhoods, of their adventures and boredoms. They had
managed, both, to say very little of the Prince and the sorceress. Probably Lizrakept certain secrets.
Tanaquil did not mention the unicorn. It was not that she thought Lizrawould disbelieve her. For thefirst
time, Tanaguil had met someone who fully accepted her idess, credited her experience, did not try to
placate or compress her spirit. Rather, it was because Lizra would not challenge or dismissthe unicorn



that Tanaquil did not tell her. The unicorn was chaos and un-safety, capricious, amost humorous, and
terrible. 1t had rescued, and played jokes. But the horn was sharper than asword. Its eyes were fire.
And she had conjured it, sorceress or not. It's mine, for good or ill. When would it appear again? The
pre-cast reflection of it seemed to be herein thisroom. At what unsuitable, ridiculous, or deadly
dangerous moment?

L ater they went down to the dinner, to dmost exactly the same scene as on the previous night. Gasb
wore araven hat. The Prince wore his dead skins. Neither looked at Lizraor Tanaquil. But Tanaquil
looked at the Prince and tried to convince hersdlf that thiswas her father. The harder shetried to takeit
in, the more uncomfortable she became, the more irritated.

Lizraand she ate very little, although the peeve made a hearty medl. Tonight Lady Orchid's marmoset
had not been brought to dine. They returned to Lizras room long before midnight, and sat a her siver
table playing Scorpions and Ladders, Shipsand Chariots, or merely going on with their earlier
talk—wheat they had done at five, and ten, and thirteen, and | did that too, or | never did that. The
peeve had made alair under Tanaquil's bed, and retired early. Squinting in asit dept, by the light of a
candle, they saw apair of Slver scissors stolen from Lizrasroom, and asmall glass bottle, astring of
pearls, and two or three other objects she did not recognize. "Whoever do they belong to? It must get
out through your window &t night."

Finaly they heard the midnight bell. Lizrasaid, offhandedly, " Salute the Sacred Beast."

They parted with strange unexpressed feglings, each asif the other one might vanish in the night, Tanaquil
thought. Tanaguil could not deep. She began to have doubts. Should she not havetold Lizrathat they
were Ssters? What obligation did it put upon them? It had seemed wonderful one minute, and awkward
the next. The peeve dunk up onto the bed with one of Lizra's jade pawns from the Ships and Chariots,
whichit laid under Tanaquil's chin. It had brought her a present. She thanked it warmly, and dept after
al, with her head againgtitssde.

The Festival Procession of Prince Zorander zigzagged through the city like ajewelled snake.
It was the second hour of the afternoon, and furnace hot.

The hest laid aglaze on everything. It brought out amillion smells, delicious and vile. It caught gemsand
metal and sent blinding raysin dl directions.

But the heat did not subdue the crowds, who had been up and about since sunrise.

They jostled and pranced, indulged in games and tusdes. They clotted at the edges of the roads, and
watched the snake of the procession dide by from avenue to avenue.

Therewere musiciansin lynx skins, and dancing girlsin rainbow gauze, great squadrons of soldiersin
flaming mail, plumed, and carrying lances, bows, swords, and battle honors on gilded poles trimmed by
flowers. There were standards of purple, magenta, and scarlet. There were gold chariots drawn by
horses glassily shining, with brilliants on their reins and silver hoofs. There were deafening trumpeters, and
clowns dressed aswild animals and sea things, lions and porpoises, squid and jackals, who bounced and
rolled, played at attacking each other, or pulling colored ribbons out of the noses of the crowd. There
were girlsin white strewing poppies, and girlsin red strewing lilies. There were terracotta camelswith
fierce men clad for the desert on their humped tops.

Then there came the tableaux. In one was agreat ship with aspread turquoise sail, rocking gently on the
backs of twenty blue and silver people being the sea. In another there was areplicaof the city in gilded
wood, with even the fifteen-story palace depicted, and dolls guarding it, and moving up and down on the



streets with choppy doll movements, representing the citizens. There were others of historica moments,
and myth. Last of the tableaux was an image of mythic history. In crimson and gold, aformer prince was
shown, and before him stood an enormous unicorn. It was of purest white aabaster with mane and tail
fluted by sparkles. Its clockwork head raised and bowed to the prince, raised and bowed, and toward
its horn of chrysolite he extended agarland of flowers.

After thelast tableau of the unicorn rode the current Prince, driven in his chariot, surrounded by soldiers
with crossbows and drawn swords. He wore the regdiathat had been shown in hislibrary, the purple
and the breastplate. Hisface wasicy coal, it seemed he could not fed the heat. Down his back gleamed
the sharkskin cloak, fastened at the shoulders with the two creamy fossils—old, maybe, asthe earth
itself. On his head was the head of agreat blue shark.

After the Prince rode his daughter, the Princess, like agold and green doll hersdlf, in her chariot. At her
sdewas ared-haired princess of someforeign city.

Then the noblesrode by, the ladies, and the counselors, and Chief Counselor Gasb in ahat like asea
egle

Following the court came tamers leading the beasts of the Prince's menagerie, some of which were
reported to be clockwork, but al of which snarled, strode, and stared.

More musicians rambled after the beadts, playing soft soothing music.

Merchants and dignitaries strutted next, and dl the guildsin their public uniforms, with their symbols and
banners, the potters and masons, shipwrights and vintners. The Artisans Guild seemed unhappy, and
kept glancing about, and over their shoulders at the sdters, who walked behind and had taken exception
toit.

Lagt of al marched further battalions of soldiers, with carts of war machines, carefully oiled and
wreathed, cannon in hyacinths, catapultsin asphodel, battering ramsin roses.

The crowd cheered everything. It enjoyed everything. Thiswas the wedth and power of the city on
display. "Weown that," they said. "That's ours," pointing at things they saw over each others heads
once ayear, and at cool Prince Zorander, and the alabaster unicorn that bowed.

From her poditionin Lizras chariot, in boned silk and topazes, Tanaquil was very conscious of the
presence of Prince Zorander before them, in his weapon-spiked hedge of soldiery, and of Gasb the sea
eaglefive chariots behind.

Lizrashedid not distract. The girl stood like a statue, pae and frowning, half stifled by her clothes. Now
and then shewould say in aflippant voice, "Just look there," and point something out to Tanaquil ina
regal manner. Lizra's public stance and face were as composed as her father's.

The sghts she indicated were often extremely odd.

Not only did the procession dress up. In the crowd were persons with indigo faces walking on tilts, huge
aarming masks, barrels on legs, and men with the heads of fish. There were also two clownswho had
gone farther than the clowns of the Prince. They had put on the canvas skin and parchment head that
made them into ahorse, but the horse had a horn protruding from its forehead. They were the unicorn of
the city. To make things worse, the back end of the horse-unicorn was drunk or crazy. While the front
stepped dong proudly, sometimes tapping at people lightly with the horn, the back end kept sitting down,
doing the splits, or curling into aball.



"Bad luck," said anoblein the chariot behind Lizras. "What can they be thinking of ? Aninsult to the
Sacred Beast."

"There, there, Noble Oppit. The unicorn won't see" Gasb's voice, like aknife ready at your back.
"Oh—quite 0, Lord Gasb."

"The Fegtival of the Blessing isto do with the unicorn,” said Tanaquil aoud.

"Of course,” said Lizra

Tanagquil wished she had understood this sooner. Somehow she had not. She thought of the peeveinits
lair under her bed at the paace. If something happened, asit must, she might never be ableto return. Y et
Lizrawould carefor the peeve—

They were coming into the Avenue of the Sea Horse. Up on plinths the marble sea horses stood under
their lanterns, with finsand curled tails—and each with alittle bright horn coming out from its brow.

At the avenue's end Tanaquil saw, between the jumble of chariots and marchers, the dark bluelevel of
the ocean. The avenue opened into a square above the sea. The square was packed with people, and the
procession flowed against them, folding to each side, alowing the centra chariots of the Prince and his
retinue to pass through. Before them was a high platform. A wide ramp led up to it, with purple carpet.

Prince Zorander's chariot was driven straight up, and the rest of his court followed him.

Tanaguil looked back as Lizra's chariot climbed the ramp. The square was solid now, raised facesthick
asbeadsin abox. And the wild beasts growling on their leashes, and the soldiers and weapons of war,
the dancing girls, musicians, and clowns, dl piled up among them, everything at astanddtill, yet managing
to waveitsarms, shouting, throwing its flowers, and with its sequinsfiring off the sun. And there, the
white dazzle of the alabaster unicorn, bowing and bowing.

No way of escape, Tanaquil thought, precisdly.

Up on the platform, the chariots hated. On the other side from the square the ocean burned blue a
hundred feet below, and the rest was sky, with onetiny smut of cloud.

The Princeleft hischariot. They dl dismounted.

The Prince went out done into the middle of the platform. He turned to the ocean and raised hisarms,
and the thousands in the square were dumb, and farther off, the other crowds along the streets. It was so
gtill Tanaquil heard the clink of golden discs upon the tamers |eashes. She seemed to hear the clockwork
ticking in the bowing unicorn's neck.

Zorander lowered hisarms. He stood in his dramatic loneliness at the center of the platform, and in the
gtill and time-stopped sunlight, the unicorn cameto him from the sea.

There must be away up from the platform's other side, and the creature had been led to it. Well-trained,
it made the ascent itsdlf. It trotted towards Zorander, and the crowd murmured, easily, like people
pleasantly adeep.

The unicorn was afake. It was adim white horse with opas plaited into mane and tail, and held to its
forehead by a harness of white straps, probably invisible from below, wasasilver horn.

It cameright up to Zorander and the Prince laid one hand on its brow, beneath the horn. The charming



fake nodded. And then it knedled, in the way of aclever theatre horse, and lowering its head, touched
the feet of the Prince swestly, once, twice, with the horn.

The crowd broke into cheers and applause, laughter and whistles. They must know, most of them, this
cresture was not a unicorn, only the symbal. Y et they werethrilled, overjoyed a the successful rite.

Under the noise, behind her, Tanaguil heard the noble Oppit mumble, "L ook at that cloud—how
curious.”

Whoever else looked, Tanaquil did. It was the cloud she had noted before over the sea. It was not so
small now, and it had risen swiftly up the sky, blown by ahot, moist wind that waslifting dl at oncefrom
the ocean, fluttering the silks of the Prince's courtiers, the mane of the knedling horned horse.

The cloud had a shape. It was like along thin hand, with outstretched reaching fingers. It was very dark.
There were no other clouds.

Bdlsand discsrang in the wind. The bright day faded alittle.

"Not agood omen,” said Oppit.

Thistime, he was not contradicted.

Peoplein the crowd were pointing at the Sky. Therewasaswell of atered noise, urgent and unhappy.
The horned horse got to its feet and shook its mane. It glanced about, flaring its nodgtrils.

Tanaquil watched the cloud like ahand blow up the sky, and her hair lashed her face, and Lizras hair
coiled and flew about under the diadem, and the robes of the Prince; the sharkskin best like wings.

"It'sreaching for the sun,” bresthed Lizra

Fingers of cloud stretched over the sun's orb, and the whole hand closed on it. The sun disappeared. A
curtain of darknessfell fromthear.

Therewere cries out of the crowd, vague far-off rumbles and screams dong the avenues.
"Fools," said Gasb's harsh voice. "It's only wesgther."
Nails of rain drove down. Therain was hot and sdlt.

The horned horse tossed its head, it rolled its eyes and neighed. The Prince stepped dowly back fromiit,
dignified and remote, and two handlers scrambled up on the platform, seizing the horse by its harness,
pulling it to oneside.

The cloud did not pass. The darkness mysterioudy thickened. The city seemed inside a shadow-jar.
Beyond, the sky wasblue and clear...

And then, from the hidden ramp, up from the sea, the unicorn came asecond time. And now it was as
real asthe coming of the darkness.

It stood on the platform, athing of ebony, blazed with light. And in the shadow, the horn was awhite
lightning.

Now adreadful slence smothered the crowd. There were only the gusts of the wind, the chinking of
objects, the tapping of the nails of rain.



Then the trained horse kicked and plunged, and struck its fake horn against the platform, and the fake
snapped off and clattered away.

The unicorn turned to see. The unicorn moved. It was only likeahorse asahilt islikeasword. It lifted its
forehoof, poised dainty, like afigurine. And then it pawed the ground, the carpet. It pawed out purple
dugt, then purplefire. The carpet burst into flame, and the unicorn reared up. No, not like ahorse. It was
atower, and the horn swept across heaven. The sky must crack and fall— And in the square the crowd
pushed, roaring, againgt itself, fighting to be gone.

"Oh," sad Lizra

Prince Zorander had picked up the skirts of hisrobe; the sharkskin head dipped sideways from his own.
He cantered. He thrust aside his soldiers and blundered into the roya chariot. Hisface was no longer
cool and distant. It was a stupid face that seemed to have no bones. "Away!" heyelled.

The charioteer fdtered. "The people, your Highness—"
"Use your whip on them. Ride them down. Y ou—" to the soldiers—"kill that beast."

The square was, remarkably, aready clearing. The crowd, the procession, had forced back in panic not
only into the avenue, but aso between buildings, and through alleys and gardenson dl sides of the
sguare. Herds of people poured over walls, shinned up trees, and dropped away.

Zorander's chariot churned forward.
The soldiers armed their bows.
The black unicorn descended, and asit regained its four feet, ahowl of arrow-bolts crashed againgt it.

The bolts struck the unicorn. They skidded on its blackness, and streaks of fire resulted, and the bolts
sheered away, they splintered like brittle twigs. All about the unicorn the boltslay, and in its mane and tall
they hung like evil flowers.

All the world was running now.

Tanaguil and Lizra clutched each other and were knocked down as one. Armored feet jumped over
them, lightly bruised them, whedls missed them by inches; heavy silk and ornaments of gold dapped their
faces. They covered their heads sobbing and cursing with fright and astonishment, until the sampede had
gone by and |eft them there, like flotsam on the beach.

They sat up, white-faced, and angrily smeared the childish tears from their eyes, cursng worse than the
soldiers.

They weredoneon the platformin therain.

Debris scattered the carpet. Arrow-bolts, bracelets, cloaks, and Counsdlor Gasb's sea eagle hat. One
chariot stood abandoned and horseless.

Below, the shattered crowd il struggled through the square, but the chariots had cleaved a passage and
were gone. Therewas no unicorn. No unicorn at al.

"My father was afraid,” said Lizra. "And he left me here."

"Yes," Tanaguil said. Sherecalled how Jaive had | eft her to diein the desert. But Jaive had had some
excuse.



They stood up. All the sky was now purple asthe carpet. Thunder begt its drums, and the rain thickened
likeall.

"lt wasred?' said Lizra.
"It wasred."

"Not another horsewith aslver horn tied to its head.” Tanaquil said nothing. "And the arrow-bolts didn't
hurt it. Perhaps the men fired wide—how could they dare to shoot at the Sacred Beast?”

"You saw what happened,” said Tanaquil.
Lizrasaid, "Thenit'strue weve wronged it. It has ascore to settle. Did it go after the chariots?”
llemll

But Tanaguil visudized the unicorn moving like smoke through the dark of the day, through the torrentia
rain. Theflying people glimpsed their Beast and cowered in terror. In the highest wall there must bea
door. Soldierswould shoot and run away. The point of the horn could burst timberslike glass. Then up
the palace ramps, across the mountain of dragon-tiled roofs. Lightning and unicorn together dancing atop
Zorander's palace.

"Look at thisidiot hat," said Lizra, and kicked the seaeagle.

The tableaux stayed stupidly in the square asthelast of the crowd ran round them. The nodding white
beast had fallen over.

After awhile, when the square was empty, the two girlseft the platform. Incongruous asthey werein
their drowned jewery and silk, no one bothered with them, noticed them. The rain and thunder made
nonsense of everything. People on the avenues were running, or sheltering under porticos. They heard
wailing. Presently, on Lynx Sireet, aparty of soldiers met them and made them out. "It'sthe two
princesses!” Then they had an escort to the palace.

Had the knocking been lessloud, they might have taken it for thunder. But then aso, they had heard the
clank of swords, the thump of spears dong the corridor.

They had been stting in the rose room by the cinnabar fireplace, which had been lit for warmth and
cheerfulness. The miserable tenson had to be fractured by some ominous act. Here it was.

"Only Gasb would bring aguard with him."

"It will befor me."

"Thiswitch thing. It follows me around. And the unicorn— somehow the unicornislinked to me."
The peeve, in Tanaguil's lap, dropped a piece of cake from its mouth and growled.

Lizragot up. "Stay here. I'll make him go away.”

Tanaguil doubted this, but she did not protest. Lizrawent out and shut the door. Tanaquil shifted the
peeve, went to the door, and listened at the panels. She heard the outer door opened.

"Ah," said Gasb's unmistakably foul voice, "your pardon. I'm looking for the girl from, er, Erm."



"Princess Tanaquil," said Lizrain her public voice, "isn't here. What do you mean, anyway, by coming
here like thiswith—three, four, five, six soldiers?!

"Tanapéttle, or whatever she's called, isasorceress. She'sadanger to usdl, yourself, madam, included.
Which, of course, you are too young to redlize. Her trick of conjuring an illusory unicorn has reduced the
city to havoc—"

"I'vetold you, Counsdlor," snapped Lizra, "Tanaguil isn't here. Go and bother someone else.” Therewas
apause. Lizrasaid: "Oh no you 0—" and then: "How dare you?'

Soldiers boots marched into the greet painted bedroom, and Gasb's dippers lisped after.
"Inthere?' said Gasb.

"My father will bevery angry,” said Lizra

"Y our father agrees that the witch should be apprehended.”

Tanaquil stepped back, so that the soldiers, when they threw open her door, did not knock her over
again. She stationed hersdlf near the fireplace, and the peeve crouched before her like asnarling,
back-combed mop.

The door was thrown wide, and six soldiersrushed in, their spearsleveled a her heart. Tanaquil's head
swam. Shethought: If they knew what they looked like, they'd never ever doit.

Gasb dithered in behind them. He did not wear ahat. He was quite bald, and hisfeatures were il those
of abird of prey.

"Courage, men," hesaid.
Tanaquil gently toed the peeve. "I'll unfasten the window. Jump ouit to the lower roof and run.”
"Stay and bite," said the peeve.

"Proof of her sorcery," said Gasb to the nervous soldiers. "Y ou heard the animd talk. A familiar. We
must take her now, before she can summon demons to her ass stance.”

Lizrasaid in her put-on, penetrating rega tone, "Before you lay afinger on her, remember she'sthe
princess of aforeign town. Do we want awar with them?'

"Princess.” Gasb smiled. "She's no more a princess than that road-sweeper dut.”

Tanaguil had been edging from the fire towards the window, the peeve wriggling along beside her. Then
therewasasoldier infront of her. "No, lady,” he said, crosdy.

"Don't trouble with caling her lady. Surround her. Well take her somewhere more... quiet.”

Tanaguil stared at Gash's bald malevolence. She was afraid of him and felt demeaned to be so. The
soldiers had swords; she grabbed the rocking peeve. And in that instant alawless and unearthly cry, like
nothing she had heard in her life, pierced through the arteries of the palace, down through every floor.
She knew what it was even as she knew that to hear it in thisway could not be possible.

"ThePrincg!"

The soldierswere transfixed. Even Gasb gaped. Lizrasaid, "Hasit killed my father?"



And Tanaquil saw, somehow, somewherein her mind, Zorander in hislibrary above the snows, where
the clockwork butterflies alighted on the unread books. She saw him turned to the stone of terror. And
on the threshold, come from the rain and thunder and lightning country of the roof, black night and
murderous horn and eyeslike molten lava.

"Seizethewitch; shemust die at oncel” shrilled Gasb. The soldiers started forward again.

There came arushing whigtling through the air. It was athunderbolt crashing on the palace, on thisvery
room—the soldierswhirled away. Tanaquil dropped flat over the peeve and rolled them aside against the
bed. The chimney croaked and bellowed. And the legping fire—froze. The flames were points of yellow
ice—

Everyone screamed. The thunderbolt landed in the hearth, and ice and soot and bricks and coal flew out,
while the room tottered, and plaster left the celling.

"Demongs! ™

There was only one. Tanaquil looked up and beheld that athing with two heads and e ephant ears and
the eyes of frogs sat on its huge stomach and obese tail in the fireplace.

"Come," said Epbal Enrax the cold demon, and cracks did up thewadlls. It put out arms like €l ephant
trunks and lifted Tanaquil, and the claw-attached peeve, from thefloor. " Red-Hair, we go," said Epba
Enrax. And they went.

Part Three
10

Under the stormy sky, the sea bubbled and lashed like liquid mauvish copper. The colors of everything
were wrong. The sand looked like cinders from some awful fire. The palms were black, and groaned in
the wind. The beach did not seem to be any place in the world, but some sort of other world that was a
kind of Hell. And out of the cinders and the cooper waves, the rocks rose up like the carcass of
something petrified.

From the dune where she had arrived, Tanaquil surveyed the scene. She had been told of demon flights
before, though never experienced any. The breath had been knocked out of her, but she was flustered
rather than shocked. She understood quite well that she had been rescued from probable desth at the
hands of Gasb's soldiers. There was a confused memory of achimney, thousands of roofs bel ow,
lightning casts like spears, and descending in awhirlwind. She grasped that this dreadful spot wasthe sea
beach, and through the explosions of brown and puce foam, she made out the unicorn arch, the Sacred
Gate. The peeve was seated nearby, washing itsalf over-thoroughly. Tanaquil glanced behind her. Epbal
Enrax balanced on the dunes, apparently up to the pelvisin sand. It seemed pleased—mauve, of course,
was the demon's favorite shade.

"Who sent you to fetch me?' said Tanaquil. A demon was at the beck and cal of anyone powerful
enough to summon it. Disquieting visons of Vush and the artisans hiring a sorcerer went through her
mind.

But Epbd Enrax said, "Lady other Red of Hair. Yonder .
There was something standing on the sea.

Tanagquil had taken it for afigment of the wesather, a cloud, awater spout. Now she got up dowly and
started to walk toward the violent edges of the water. The peeve roseto follow, decided againgt it, and



began to burrow into the sand.

The thing on the seawavered like aflame. It had aflamy red top. The ocean had come further in, and
now the thing drifted inland too. It stopped about ten feet from the shore, and from Tanaquil. 1t hardened,
took shape. After haf aminute, Jaive the sorceress stood on the water. Her hair blew madly, likea
scarlet blizzard in miniature. She was wrapped in atheatrica black mantle sewn with silver and jasper
locusts. Her face wasfierce. Shewas Slent.

"Mother," said Tanaquil.
Jaive spoke. "Y es, that's right, I'm your mother.”
After this unsensible exchange, they braved the storm and stared at each other.

Finaly Tanaquil said, stiffly, " So you decided to search me out after dl. | thought you wouldn't bother. |
mean, after you left mein the desert and so on.”

Jaive frowned. Her eyesflashed. "Stupid child! If you knew the difficultiesI've had."
"Poor you."

"The unicorn—if | had realized—the magic, the mystery—I thought it was some toy of yours, made up
out of bits of clever crystd, bone, whedls and cogs, your usua parapherndia.”

"I don't makethings, | repair them," said Tanaquil. Jaive flapped her hands dismissvely. The searuffled
and spat at her feet. "And must you stand on the water?"

"Am1?' Jaivelooked about. "Thisisn't mysdf. It'sa projection of my image. | can't manage anything
more. My sorcery isin disarray. Had | known—would |, apracticed mistress of the magica arts, have
flung my power at ared unicorn? The damage to my ability was very great. Only now have | begunto
recover my skills."

"l see,”" said Tanaquil. "Y ou mean you didn't search for me sooner because you couldn't. It wasn't merely
uninterest or pique?’

"How dare you doubt your mother?’
"It'seasy.”

Jaivesface wrinkled up, and aflickering went al over her. Tanaguil was not sureif thiswas dueto faulty
magic, rage, or something else.

"l say nothing," shouted Jaive, "of your coming to thiscity. | say nothing about the palacein which |
located you."

"Zorander's palace,” said Tanaquil. Jaive'simage plested, twirled. "I'm sorry. If you'd trusted me... |
know, I mean | know—"

"That manisyour father," shouted Jaive. In the pleats and twirls, al of her seemed now to flame. "I
renounced him."

"Y es, mother."

Jaive stopped shouting, and the pleats and twirls gradual ly smoothed ouit.



"I can overlook your behavior,” said Jaive, "because | comprehend that it was the unicorn that brought
you here, and the unicorn that needs and demands your service."

Tanaquil's mixture of fedings spun off and left only one question. "Why? What doesit want? Mother, do
you redly know?"

Jaive smiled. It was not like any smile Tanaguil had ever seen before on her mother'sface. Sheis
beautiful, the awful woman.

"| thought al dong you were his daughter,” said Jaive. " Obsessed with things, mechanica gadgets. But
you're mine. Tanaquil, you're a sorceress.”

"Herewe go," said Tanaquil, impatient. "Of course I'm not.”

"Y our sorcery,” went on Jaive rdentlessy, "liesin your ability to mend. Y ou can mend anything at al.
And once mended by you, it never breaks again. Since you were alittle child, I've seen you do this, and
it never cameto methat it wasn't some cold artisan's knack, but atrue magic.”

"Mother!"

Jaive held up her imperious hand. "Think, and tell me honestly. When you repair athing—aclock, abow,
adoll—what do you do?'

"|—look at it. And then | pick up the proper tools—and I—"
"How do you find the fault? How do you know which tool will correct it? Who, Tanaquil, taught you?'
"No one. | canjust doit, mother.”

"When | wasten,” said Jaive, "1 summoned asmal sprite out of akettle. They said: 'How did you do it,
who taught you? | said, 'No one. | just can.""

"Mother—"

"Enough time's been wasted,” said Jaive. "The unicorn came to you because it scented your magic and
how it would serve. It came as abone, abroken skeleton, and you mended it, and madeit go. It was my
own thoughtless blow that fully revived it—a miraculous accident. Or did the unicorn dso use me?1'd
rgjoiceto think so. Nothing can destroy aunicorn, Tanaquil, and only despair can kill it. Onceit did
despair—yet even then its bones remained, and the life in them. Now it waits. For your help.”

"My hdp. What can | do?'
Jaive smiled again. Warmer than her fiery hair, her amile.

"Do you think unicorns can ever redly have lived on this earth? No, their country is the perfect world.
The world for which this one was amode that failed. For some reason the unicorn strayed, or was
enticed, out of abreach inthewall of itsworld. And then the gate was closed behind it. It couldn't return.
It lived hereand it pined. It died the only death it could, deeping in the desert. Until you found it."

"Actudly, apeevefoundit.”
"The peeve has given itsdlf to you, asyour familiar.”

Exasperated, believing, Tanaquil said again, "Y es, mother.”



"Doubtless" said Jaive, "the one who worked the crime againgt the unicorn, bringing it from its perfect
home, shutting the door on it, was thefirst ruler of the city. To correct the balance, his descendant must
st it free. And you, Tanaquil, are the Prince's daughter.” Jaive bridled. Anger and pain went over her
face, and she crushed them away while Tanaguil watched. Jaive said, " Accomplish your task.”

"I think you mean that the archway in the rock is the gate to the other world—that it's broken, so nothing
can go back through it. But | can repair the gate. Y es?'

"Yes Tanaquil."

"But, mother, theré'sjust air and rock—it isn't bronze and iron. There aren't any pinsor cogs or springs
or hinges—"

"There are. Only a sorceress of your particular powers could find them.”

"Oh, Mother—"

"Don't dare contradict me. | wasterrified of the unicorn. 7. But you have never been. And now, look
and see." Jaive pointed aong the beach. Another new expression was on her face. No longer terror,
certainly. It was awe, it was youth and laughing ddlight. "L ook and see and don't make it wait any longer

The unicorn was on the beach below the rock. Its blackness shamed the shadows, its horn brought back
thelight. Therain had ended and the seawas growing till.

Torn ribbons...
Did you fedl that?... It was strange... Just for a moment— something...

Thistime Tanaquil did not shriek, or run. She was done. The murky milk of the foam swilled through
beneath the arch, and she walked up to her anklesin water. The storm was over, but the day was dying
quickly inthick cloud. In an hour it would be night.

She had looked back once, and the flame of Jaive was till there on the darkling sea. It raised itsarm and
waved to her, as once or twice when she was a child the form of Jaive had waved to her from the high
windows of the fortress. But the projected image was fatering, and like the daylight, going out. Epbal
Enrax had aready vanished. The peeve had hidden in the sand. Tanaquil did not know what shefelt or
thought of what had happened. Lizraand Zorander and Gasb aso had faded. It was the Gate that
counted. The unicorn.

The unicorn had drawn away as she gpproached. Not shy, but precautionary, asif testing her again. She
remembered how it had chased the artisans, the moment when it reared upwards on the platform. The
unicorn could kill her far more efficiently than Gasb. But it had poised, awvay up theline of the cliffs, as
she entered in under the arch.

Tanaguil moved forward one dow step at atime. The sense of the abyss below the sand was strong. She
picked her path, searching after the indescribable sensation that had assailed her, likefaling adeep for
three heartbeats or five... For that had been when she had passed across the gate, a gate that led now
to nowhere because it was broken.

Going so dertly, so dowly, she touched the rim of itswelrdness and jumped back at once. There.
Unmigtakable.

But—what now?



There was nothing to see, save the dim rocks going up from the water, and, the other side of the arch,
sand and gathering darkness.

Torn ribbons. She had felt them fluttering round her as she and Lizraran, going through, coming back.
With enormous care, asif not to snap a spider'sweb, Tanaquil pushed her amsforward into empty air.
And something brushed her, like aghost.

Shedid not like it. She pulled back her arms.

Shethought: Jaiveis still a sorceress before she's my mother. She put the unicorn first. She thought:
| can help a unicorn.

Tanaquil did her arms back into the invisible something that stretched between the rocks. The brushing
came, and shereached in turn and took hold of it.

Her fingerstingled, but not uncomfortably. The dementsinsdethe air were not like anything she had ever
touched or handled.

That doesn't matter . Shetried to think what happened when she looked into the workings of alock, a
music box, the caravan's cartwhed, the dismembered snake in the bazaar. Then she gaveit up. Still
holding on to the first unnamabl e strangeness, she groped after another aong the net of the air. She
closed her eyes, and behind her lids she saw a shape like asiver rod, and she swung it deftly over and
hung it from agolden ring.

Her hands moved with trance-like symmetry. Objects, or illusons, floated toward her, and she plucked
them and gave them to each other.

She did not need any implements—only her hands. Perhaps her thoughts.
Not like aclock or engine. Here everything drifted, like leaves on apoadl.

She seemed to see their shapes, yet did not believe she saw what actually was there—and yet what was
there was certainly as bizarre as her pictures of rods and dender pins, rings and discs and coilsand
curves, like letters of an unknown aphabet.

Probably I'm doing it wrong.
She opened her eyes and saw no change in anything, except the darkness came hurriedly now.

The unicorn glowed black against the rock a hundred feet away. The fans of the seawere paewith a
choked moonrise.

She shut her eyes and saw again the drifting gold and silver chaos of the Gate like a haf-made necklace.

Suddenly she knew what she did. It was not wrong. It was unlike al things, yet it wasright. She seized a
meandering star and pressed it home—

She had half wondered if shewould know, dedling in such strangeness, when the work was finished.
Complete, would the Gate seem mended—or would it only have formed some other fantastic pattern,
which might be played with and rearranged for ever.

It was like waking from deep, gently and totally, without disorientation.



She stepped away and lowered her arms, eyes still closed.

The Gate waswhole. It was like agdaxy—Iike jewdry— like—like nothing on earth. But its entirety
was obvious. It was a smashed window where every pane of glass was back in place. Therewas no
doulbt.

Then Tanaquil opened her eyes, and after dl, she saw the Gate. Saw it as now it appeared, visibly, in her
world.

Y ou could no longer look through the arch. A dark, glowing membranefilled it, that might have been
water standing on end, and in the stuff of it were spangles, dectrically coming and going.

Tanaguil was not afraid of it, but she was prudent. She moved back afew more steps. And frowned.
What was it? Something, even now—not incomplete, yet missing.
She turned round and walked out of the arch.

The seahad drawn off again, asthetide of night camein. As she moved out on the sand beyond the rock
she heard the huge midnight bell from the palace in the city borne on silence, thin asathread.

Sheremembered Lizra, Zorander. She remembered Jaive. But in front of her wasthe unicorn. It had
walked down amost to the arch. It was al darkness. The horn did not blaze; even the pale cloudy moon
was brighter.

"I'vedonewhat | can,” said Tanaquil. "Only there's some other thing—I don't know what."

The unicorn paced by her, to the entrance. It gazed in at the sequined shadow. She saw its eyes blink,
once, garnet red. Then it lowered its head to the ground, opened its mouth—she caught the glint of the
strong silver teeth she recollected from its skull. But two other items glimmered on the wet sand.

Tanaguil went across, keeping her respectful distance from the beast, although it had once dragged her
by the hair, to see what had been dropped.

"Did you kill him for these?'

The unicorn lifted its head again. It gave to her one oblique sdeways|ook. She had never confronted
such aface. Not human, not animal, not demonic. Unique.

Then it dipped the horn and pointed it down, at the base of the cliff. The horn hovered, and swung up. It
pointed now toward the clifftop twenty feet above Tanaquil's head. After a second, the unicorn sprang
off up the sand. It returned to its place of waliting. It waited there.

Tanagquil bent down and took up the two cream-white whorled fossils the unicorn had dropped from its
mouth: the Festival cloak pins of the Prince. Which it must have ripped from the
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sharkskin. And long ago, had they been ripped from this cliff-sde? These then, the last components of
the Gate.

Tanaquil knelt where the horn of the unicorn had first pointed. Old, wet, porous, no longer the proper
shape, awound showed in the dliff that might once have held acircling whorled shell.

"What do | have?" Tanaquil searched hersdlf, Lizra's silk dresslent for the procession. It had no pockets



or pouchesfor aknife, its pendant topazes unsuitable, its goldwork too soft. Finaly she rent the bodice
and forced out one of the corset bones—as she had hoped, it was made of bronze. With this she began
to scrape at the rotted rock, using now and then a handful of the rougher sand for afile.

"Oneday | shdl tell someone about this, and they won't believe me.”

She had managed to get the foss| back again into its setting in the rock base. Thefit was not marveloudy
secure, but it was the best she could do. She had studied the Gate. The liquid shadow had not altered.
Spangles came and went.

Tanaguil sighed. She stared up the stony limb of the cliff, toward its arched top like abridge. It had been
plain, the gesture of the unicorn. If one fossl wasto be set here, the other had its origin aoft.

S0, in her awkward dress and useless palace shoes, Tanaguil started to climb the rock.

She was glad the wind and storm had finished, for the rock was dippery and difficult, much harder to
ascend than the hills beyond her mother'sfort.

As she climbed, she thought of the unicorn dying there beneath the arch in the desert that so exactly
resembled the arch of the Gate. Perhaps the likeness had soothed it, or made worseits pain, trapped in
the alien world. Maybe it had scented, with its supernatural nostrils, the old sea that once had covered
the desert. Or maybe, wilder yet more reasonable than anything else, everything had been
preordained—that the unicorn would lie down for death under the hill, and she come to be born hdf a
milefrom its grave, adescendant of the city princes, its savior.

"I hope | am. After dl this, I'd better be, for heaven's sake.”
Her sKkirt in shreds, her feet cut and hands grazed, she reached the summit of the cliff.

She thought of the shell she had seen in the rock, in the desert, held firm in the stone. Would the Situation
of thisfoss| be the same?

No. It would lieto theleft of the arch, near the opening, diagonally across from the fossil below. How do
| know? Don't bother .

Tanaquil crawled to see. She discovered beds of seaweed rooted obstreperoudy in the rock. With cries
of outrage she pulled them up. And found the old wound of the fossil, obvious, exact, incredibly needing
nothing.

She pressed the shell into it. It fitted immediately.
She was not prepared—

For the diff shook. It shivered. And out of it, from the arch below, there came awave of furling, curling
light, and asound like one note of a song, a song of stone and water, sand and night, and concelvably the
dars.

Tanaquil clung onto the cliff. She expected it to collgpse, to be thrown off, but the shivering calmed and
ceased, the light below melted to afaint clear shine. She looked then away at the unicorn. She supposed
it would dart suddenly towards the cliff and under and in, and away. But the unicorn did not move.

"What isit? Go on!" Tanaquil caled. "Before anything € se happens—anyone comes—or isnt it right?*

Yes, yes. It wasright. The Gate was there, wasthere. And yet the unicorn lingered, ill as a creature of



the stone.

Tanagquil hoisted hersdlf over the bridge, and began to let herself down the cliff again. She was urgent
now, and not careful enough. She lost her grip once, twice, and eventudly fell thirteen feetinto a
featherbed of sand.

The unicorn was digging her out. She swam through the smother and emerged, spitting like acat. It was
not the unicorn.

"Pnff," said the peeve. "Bad."

"Y es, thank you. Very bad." She pulled hersalf upright and scattered sand grainsfrom hair and ears. The
peeveticklingly licked her cuts, so she lugged it away. "Why isit sanding there? The Gateis—" And she
saw the Gate as now it was. Open. Waiting. In the spangled dark, an ova of light. It wasthe light of the
sun of another dimension. Warm and pure, both brighter and softer than any light she had seeniin the
world. In her world. And through the light it was possible to glimpse—no, it wasimpossible. Only akind
of dream wasthere, like amirage, color and beauty, radiance and vague sweet sound.

Tanaquil rose. She shouted at the unicorn. "Go on!"

Then the unicorn tossed its head. It legpt upward like an arrow from abow. All itsfour feet were highiin
theair. It flew. Inflight it soun forward, like thistledown, ran like wind aong the sea.

It passed under the cliff. And Tanaquil saw it breach the glowing ova of the Gate and go through. She
saw it thereingde, within the beauty and shining.

And then the peeve shot from between her hands.
"Nicel Nice!" squealed the peeve, asit hurtled toward Paradise.
"No—you mustn't—come back you fool, oh, God, you fooir

She saw the unicorn had turned, therein the dream. Its head moved dowly. Therewas no denia. Wasit
abeckoning?

The peeve squawked and dove through the gate of light.

With asickening misgiving, with acruel desire, Tanaguil dso ran, over the sand, under the arch. Shefelt
the Gate, like a sheet of heavy water, ressting her, and making way. And she too rushed into the perfect
world.
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To the sed's edge the flowers came. Some grew, it seemed, in the water. Their color was like quenching
thirst. Blue flowers of the same blueness as the ocean, and of adarker blue passing into violet. And after
those, banks of flowers of peach pink, and carmine, and flowers yellow aslemon wine. Treesrose from
the flowers. They were very tall and tented with trand ucent foliage of adeep golden green. Glittering
things dipped in and out of the leaves. The plain of flowers and trees Stretched far away, and miles off
were mountains dissolving in the blue of the sky. A single dender path of blossomy clouds crossed this
sky, like feathersleft behind. The sun burned high. Itswarmth bathed everything, like honey, and its
gentle light that was clear as glass. Even the waves did not flash, and yet they shone asif another sun
werein the depths of the sea. And all about the sun of the sky, great day stars gleamed like adiamond
net.



One of the birds did from atree that overhung the ocean. It wriggled down into the water. It was afish.
It circled Tanaguil once, where she stood in the shallows, then swam incurioudy away.

She looked behind her. The shining seareturned to the horizon. Sea things were playing there, and spouts
of water sparkled. A few inches above the surface of the waves, not three feet from her, aleaden egg
floated in the air. It was the Gate.

| should doseit. No. | shouldn't be here— | have to go back—

The Gate was blank and uninviting. It did not seem to her anything would want to go neer it. Even the
fish, now plopping like slver penniesfrom the trees, swam wide of the place.

Shelooked forward again. The peeve, which somehow itself knew how to swim, had followed its
pointed nose to the shore, emerged, and now rolled about in the flowers. They were not crushed. They
gave way beforeit and danced upright when it had passed.

On the plain, the unicorn galloped, swerved, leagpt and seemed to fly, astreak of golden-silver blackness,
while the sun unwound rainbows from its horn.

"Thiswater can't be sdt,” said Tanaquil, "or eseit'saharmless sat. Theflowersdont die.”

She waded out of the shallows and stood among the flowers. Their perfume was fresh and clear, like the
light. She moved her feet, and the flowers she had stood upon coiled springily upright.

"We should go back," Tanaguil said to the peeve.
The peeverolledin the flowers.
Tanaquil did not want to go back. If thiswasthe perfect world, she wanted to seeit.

Birds sang from the trees. It was not that their songs were more beautiful than the beautiful songs of
earth, yet they had a clarity without distraction. The air wasfull of asort of happiness, or some other
benign power having no name. To breathe it made you glad. Nothing need worry you. No pain of the
past, no fear for the future. No self-doubt. No lack of trust. Everything would be well, now and for
aways. Here.

The unicorn had used up its bounds and legps for the present. It moved in atender measure through the
flowers, going away now, inland. And once, it glanced toward the shore.

They went after it, without haste, or reluctance.
Not only birds sang.

Asthey waked over the plain through the silk of the flowers, amurmuring like bees... There were
orchards on the plain, apple and damson, fig and orange, quince and olive. The fragrant treesroseto
giant Sze, garlanded with leaves and fruit. And the fruit burned like suns and jewels. Not thinking,
Tanaquil reached her hand towards aruby apple, and it quivered against her fingers. It lived. Never
disturbed, never plucked, never devoured. It sang.

"Oh, listen, peeve. Listen."
And the peeve looked up ininquisitive surprise.

"Insect.”



"No, it'sthe gpple. It'ssnging.”

No fruit had fallen. Perhgpsit never would. Asthey went in among the trees, the whispering thrumming
notes increased.

Each species had a different melody; each blended with the others.

When they came out of the grest fragrant orchard, there were deer cavorting on the plain. The unicorn
had moved by them, and from Tanaquil they did not run away. Birds flew overhead, sporting onthe air
currentsin the sun.

"What do they eat? Perhapsthe air feeds them, and the scents, they're so good.”

The peeve stalked the deer, who whirled and cantered back, playing, but the peeve took fright and raced
to Tanaquil.

"They won't hurt you.”
"Big," said the peeve, with belated respect.
The sun and the day stars crossed the sky above them.

They must have walked for three or four hours, and Tanaquil was not tired. She was not hungry. The
peeve showed signsonly of vast interest in everything. She had been nervousthat it might try to dig
something up, nibble something, or lift itsleg among the flowers. But none of these needs apparently
occurred to it.

Inwhat was probably the fifth hour, the plain reached its brink and unfolded over, down toward alake of
blue tourmaline. A forest lay beyond, and in and out went the flaming needles of parrots. Tanaquil saw
animas basking at the lakeside. The unicorn, aquarter of amile ahead, stepped peacefully among them.
They turned to see, flicked their tails and yawned. They knew unicorns, evidently.

"Arethey—?Yes, they'relions. And look, peeve.”

The peeve looked. Tanaquil was not sure it realized what the picture meant. The pride of tawny lions had
mingled and lazily lain down with asmall flock of sheep. Some had adopted the same position, forelegs
tucked under and heads raised. Others dept against each other's flanks. Some lambs chased lion cubs
along the lakeshore, bleating sternly. They dl fell over in aheap, pelt and fleece, and started to wash each
other.

Tanaquil felt no misgiving as she and the peeve aso descended among the lions. And they paid her no
gpecid attention. The sheep bleated softly, and one of the deeping cats snored. The sheep were not
grazing on anything. She saw how aike were the faces of the lions and the sheep, their high-set eyesand
long noses.

The unicorn walked on, circling the shore.

A leopard stretched over the bough of ahuge cedar. It stared at them from calm lighted eyes.
Swans swam across the [ake mirror.

They passed asolitary appletree, snging, itstrunk growing from the water.

"Insect,” said the peeve.



In the forest were massive cypresses, ilexes, magnolias. In sun-bathed clearings orchids grew in mosaic
colors. Deer moved like shadows, and lynxes sat in the shade while mice ambled about between their
paws. The parrots screamed with laughter. Monkeys hung overhead like brown fruit. Ferns of drinkable
green burgt from the mouths of wild fountains. Water lilies paved the pools. There were butterfliesin the
forest, and bees spiraed the red-amber trunk of apine. Do they have a sting? Snakes like trickles of
liquid meta poured through the undergrowth.

The unicorn might be seen walking before them down the aides of the forest. It no longer appeared
fantagtic. Here, it was only right.

When they came from the forest they were high up again, and turning, Tanaquil saw the country she had
traveled flowing away behind them. The mountains had drawn nearer, and the sun and its attendant stars
were lower inthe ky. A rose-gold light, like that of aflawless late summer afternoon, held the world as
though insde agem. Again, aswith everything, it was not that she had never seen such light the other sde
of the Gate. It was that here nothing threatened or came between her and the light. In Tanaquil's world,
the best of things might have atinge of sadness or unease. Nothing was sure, or quite safe. The light of
the perfect world was the light of absolute truth. And Tanaquil, who had yearned in Jaive's fortress for
order, adventure, and change, knew that here there were other things. To be happy would not become
sickly. To be at peace would not bore. Happiness and peace allowed the mind to seek for different
challenges. She could not guess what they were, but she sensed them in the very air. Would she cometo
know them?Would they be hers?

Above, on ahilltop, the unicorn stood against the luminous sky. A soft wind blew, and scarfed about the
horn, and the horn sang, lilting and pure. But it was not the savage music she had heard in the desert. The
unicorn was no longer terrible. It wasonly ... perfect.

Soon they went on, climbing up the hillswith no effort. Far off, on another dope, Tanaguil saw acreature
glide out of some white rocks into the westering day. It was aslarge as ahouse of her world, and scaled
like agreat blue snake. Its crested head turned to and fro, and the wings opened like leaves of sapphire
over itsspine. "Peeve, it'sadragon.” The peeve looked anxious. She stroked its head. Paefire came
from the dragon's nogtrils and mouth, but scorched nothing on the hill. Like the salt of the sea, firewas
harmless. The peeve got behind Tanaguil. She shook her head at it asit went onits belly through the
grass. And so they continued after the unicorn, which now and then, sill, seemed to glance back at them,
and which had not attempted to |eave them behind.

The sun set. All of the Sky became rose red, and the disc of the sun itself wasvisible, ashade of red it

seemed to Tanaquil she had never seen, but perhaps she had. After the sun had gone under the world,
the cluster of diamond day stars stayed on the hem of the sky, growing steadily more brilliant. The east
lightened and turned aflaming green.

Miles off, ahill or mountain sent aplume of sparksinto the air, and something lifted out of them. It flew
on wide flashing wings, passing over, not to be mistaken. A phoenix.

"Poor Mother," said Tanaquil. "Wouldn't shelove this? Why did she never try to find away in?'
Nightingaes began. The hillswereamusic box.

The last dope came, and not knowing, Tanaquil mounted it, the peeve bustling dong at her sde. At the
hill's peak, the land opened bel ow, enormous as the sky. It was like a garden of forests and waters, dll
blurred and glimmered now by the flower red and emerad of dusk. And floating over it, distant and
oddly shaped, was asingle broad cloud.

Tanaquil thought there were starsin the cloud. They were not stars.



The peeve sat saring on the hill with her. If it knew what it was|ooking at, it did not say.
But Tanaquil knew.

The cloud was not acloud, either. There were banks and terraces, dthough perhaps no outer walls.
Tapering towers with capslike pearl, and buildings ruled straight by pillars, and statues of giants—and
the lampswere being kindled. There, in that city floaing in the air, the windows of silver and gold let out
their light.

"Therehad to be," said Tanaquil, "I knew there had to be— people—but—people?'

And then in the green-apple rose of the sky, she saw dim shining figures, with asmoke of hair, and wings.
Around and around they flew, asort of dance, and faintly on the wind she heard that they had music, too.

There could be no unhappiness and no fear in that place, and yet, somewhere in the depth of her, were
both. Such emotions had become strangers. Shefelt them in her heart and mind, and was puzzled. But
she turned from the winged people and the castles in the air, and looked back again, the way she had
come.

She had not seen before. Or had not wanted to see.

The grass and flowers over which she and the peeve had trodden, having sprung up, had dropped down
again. The ssems were squashed or broken, and in the softness and color, a harsh withering had
commenced, the mark of death.

"Thisworld isn't ours. Even invited, we shouldn't have comein. Look, look what we've done."
The peeve put its paw on her foot. "Sorry."

Tanaquil kndt and stared into its yellow eyes. They were comrades, they were, it and she, from an
imperfect world.

"It'snot your fault. Itsmine."
"Sorry," said the peeve again, and, experimentaly: "Bad?"

"I must carry you," said Tanaguil. "Y ou'll haveto let me. Over my shoulders. And I'll treed only where
I've dready—it's so terrible, likea burn.”

Just then, she noticed the unicorn. 1t had gone some way down the other side of the hill, toward the
enormous garden under the floating city. Its horn burned bright.

Should she shout after it? Probably it had forgotten them. Now and then it had glanced back only at
some noise they made, or maybe it had seen the ruin of the flowers and grass, had wished them away.
But here it would not attack, it could not chase them off as they deserved.

They had been so careful, she, and the peeve dso, not to spoail. But their presence was enough. The very
steps they took.

She picked up the peeve, and it dlowed this. It let itself be arranged, warm and heavy, about her neck.
Its back legs dangled, and itstail thumped her shoulder. It fixed its clawsinto her dressand glared a
everything, itsface besde her own.



Tanaguil descended the hill, her back to the city. She put her feet exactly into the ruin they had aready
made. She did not examineit closaly, and thelight of dusk was merciful.

She had gone about two hundred steps when she heard the drumming of hoofs pursuing her. She
stopped at once, not in darm, for you could not feel darm here. Y et she was amazed. She siwung round,
with the peeve, and confronted the unicorn, which ran at her, and hated less than two feet away. Now its
horn had faded to a shadow.

In the gathering dark, therefore, she could not see the unicorn well, the gleam of an eye, the mask of
ebony—

"Unicorn," said Tanaquil. That was dl she could say.

The fierce head flung up. The stars on the horizon threw diamonds to the seashell of the horn. It burst
alight likewhitefires. It wheeled and the sky toppled. What had happened? Had she been impaled?
Without terror, Tanaquil tried to understand. For the moon-fire horn had touched her forehead, for haf a
second, the needletip, gentle as snow.

"Hey," said the peeve, "good, nice.” And it lifted itsface.

And the burning sword of the horn went over Tanaquil's shoulder as the unicorn put down its head. Black
velvet, the tongue came from its mouth. It licked the peeve, quickly, thoroughly, roughly, once, from head
totall.

The scent of the unicorn's breath was like water, and like light. Of course.

Tanaquil and the peeve hung on the hill in space, breathing, asif logt, and found. And the black unicorn
jumped aside and flew up the dope behind the shaft of light, and at the top legpt out, out into the air, and
thelast of the green sky. Became astar. Was gone. The find vanishment.

"That was goodbye," said Tanaquil.
"Mrrr," said the peeve. It fel suddenly adeep.
And, done responsible, Tanaguil resumed their retrest from Heaven.

During the night of the perfect world, two moons rose in the east together. One was a golden moon at
full, the other adim, bluish crescent. Their radiance was sheer, and with the stars the landscape showed
bright as day.

And the stars came in congtellations. And they formed images, not asthey were said to do in Tanaquil's
world, but exactly. First awoman, drawn from east to west asif in zircons and beryls, holding a balance.
And as shewent over and began to sink, achariot rosein quartz and opas. It had no horses in the shafts.
No shafts. For each hour, it seemed to Tanaquil as she walked, another constellation came into the sky.
After the char-iot, alion, and after the lion, two dolphins, atree, abird, acrowned man, a snake that
crossed the sky like ariver of slver fires.

"You see" Tanaguil muttered, as each came up, "how could we manage here?

The moons and the stars showed her the burnt grass, the blackened flowers. Never had any path been
made so easy.

Under the cool-warm lamps of the night, panthers gamboled on the shore of the lake. In the forest foxes
upbraided her. Would she have shed tearsif it had been possible? Surely she would have been angry.



She cameat last back to the orchards above the sea. In the moonlight, under the sinking starry hand of
the king, the line of water was like mercury. The star serpent coiled over the orchards, and their song
went on by night as by day.

Tanaguil walked through the orchards, and came under one silent tree. She had expected this. It wasthe
tree where she had touched the apple.

The peeve woke. It interrogated the apple tree.
"Noinsct."
"Noinsect. My fault."

They waked from the orchards through the flowers. Like blackened bones, the snapped stalks where
they had trodden before.

They reached the shore. She was not fatigued. Fast and grim, the egg of darkness hung on the
light-rinsed sky. The Gate. Theirs.

Tanaguil gazed acrossthe land of trees and flowers and beauty.

"Forgiveme."

The peeve shook itself. Its ears went up in points and its whiskers flickered at her cheek.
"Insct.”

A weird motion was on the ground. The flowers were risng up again, the black husks crumbling from
them. Like afire dong the earth the hedling ran up from the shore and away across the plain. She could
not hear the silent apple tree begin to sing, but the sharp ears of the peeve had caught it.

A response to gpology? Because she was removing them from the world and, like some unbearable
weight, asthey weretaken fromiit, it might breathe again?

Tanaquil did not know. A pang of ordinary rage went through her. Wasit their fault that they had been
polluted by being made second best?

"Hold tight!"

Sheran into the sea and the mercury water splashed up; nearing the dark Gate she catapulted herself into
theair and dived forward. The peeve clawed her shoulder. There was adifferent sort of night, and
perfection was gone for good.

12

Outside, it was daylight. Imperfect daylight that glared, and ripped blinding dashesin the sea. The sea
was dso darkly in the arch under the dliff, piled up somehow, though the tide € sawhere had drawn away.

Tanaquil, up to her kneesin harsh salt water, ploughed to the arch mouth and et the peeve jump free
onto the dry beach.

She spared one look for her world. She was not ready for it yet. But there were things to be done.

Shetried to fed nothing, though al the normd fedings— anger, dismay, grief, disbdief, mere
muddle—were swvarming in on her. She stood in the tide pool before the shimmer, the glowing ova, 0



like an invitation—as the Gate on the other side was awarning—and, thrusting in her amsup to the
elbow, like afurious washerwoman, she pulled the Gate apart.

Shetoreit in pieces and cast the pieces adrift. And as she did so the light of the Gate crinkled and went
out, and only smears of luminescence like the trails of sorcerous snails, remained.

Tanaguil sensed two tears on her face, and blinked them off into the sty sea.

Shekneded in the water and fumbled at the base of the cliff. The fossiI cameto her hand. She wrenched
it out. And standing up again, sopping wet, she beheld al the sheen of the Gate was gone. She could see
through to the far sde of the cliff, the glare of the sun, and the barrenness of the sand.

"I'll doit properly,” shesad.
She pushed out of the arch and sneered at the cliff top.

Tanaguil had known no tirednessin the other world. Now she was worn out, asif she had gone days and
nights without rest. Nevertheless, she must scramble up the dippery rock and get the second fossil out.
There must be no chance again that anyone might enter Paradise. Or anything wander out of it.

She climbed the dliff. It was murderous. She hated it and told it so.

The glaring sun, which burnt you if it could, had risen further toward noon when she achieved the top.
Shelay there, put her hand on the second fossil, and prized it loose. With both of them, the primal keys
to the Gate of the unicorn, in her fit, she fell adeep facedown on the rock.

Boom, went the surf, accept our offering.

Boom. Give over your rage at us.

"Stupid," said Tanaquil, in her deep, "I'll never forgive any of you."
Oh Sacred Beast, trouble us no more.

"It won't, it won't."

The stone of the cliff top was hot, and Tanaguil was roasting. She shifted, and saw what went on, on the
beach below. She had seen something like this before. A congregation of people very overdressed and in
too many ornaments; horses and chariots up on the road among the pams; soldiersin golden mail. There
was asort of chorus of women in white dresses, waving tambourines and moaning. And quite near, agirl,
with very black hair and a collar of rubies, was poised by the seaand throwing garlandson toit. The
flowerswere roses, and would die. "Stop it; what awaste," mumbled Tanaquil.

"Trouble us no more. We regret any hurt or insult,” cried the girl to the sea, and to the arch mouth. She
tossed the last garland proudly, and came on toward the cliff. No one kept up with her. She hesitated by
thelimb of the arch and said quietly, "May God protect us from the horn of the unicorn. And may God
watch for the safety of my father, the Prince Zorander. And for my lost friend and sister, Tanaquil,
carried off by demons.™

"Lizra" Tanaquil cdled softly, "Don't jump. I'm dive. I'm up here."
Lizraraised her head. She waswhite and blank, like paper without writing. What would be written in?

"It was ademon of my mother's," said Tanaquil. "It saved me from Gasb and brought me here. The
unicorn's gone now. But | thought it—I mean, the Princeiswell, ishe?’



Therewas ill nowriting on Lizrasface.

"Y es, my father the Princeiswell. Areyou Tanaquil ?*

"Definitely. And thisisthe wreckage of your dress. What can | say?1'vegot alot to tel you.”
"We cameto placate the unicorn,” said Lizra, like adeepwaker.

"Wadl, as| said, it'sgone. Back through the Sacred Gate."

"If that's true, my father will rgjoice.”

"I'll bet. By theway, if you want proof of me, look down there."

Lizraturned. The peeve was snorting and sneezing its exit from a burrow in the sand. Catching sight of
Lizra, it pounced forward. Lizradropped to her knees and embraced it. The peeve seemed startled but
not offended; it licked Lizra's cheek.

Tanaquil had moved her attention to the crowd on the beach. The courtiers only stood there, glittering
and gaping. But among the chariots on the road there was aflurry of unpromising movement.

Lizragot up. "Gasb's here. Father sent him with the escort.”
"Lovdy," sad Tanaquil.

Men were running, gleaming military gold, from the road. The sun described faultlessy spears, lances,
crossbows, and swords. And Gasb, who strode after in ahawk hat.

Over the sand, like memory, she heard his ghastly voice.

"Thewitch has returned. She haunts the Gate of the Beast! Did the fishermen not tell usweird fires have
burned in the Gate for the past three nights, and that they avoided it in fear?”

Three nights, Tanaquil thought, bemusedly. | was only gone a day.

She sat up, on the cliff. Something said to her, Stay flat. But even now she did not quite credit the
weapons. In front of al these people, would Gasb openly kill her? He might.

"Theunicornis—" shouted Tanaquil—
"Don' et her speak aspell!” screeched Gasb. " Silence her!"

And suddenly, assmply asthat, Tanaquil beheld the spear that wasto be her death arcing toward her
through the sunlight. For to a practiced spearman, the distance up the rock was nothing. And she, sitting
againgt the sky, made an excdllent target. It was as though she had reasoned all this before and hel ped
them, hel ped the man and the spear. She saw it come, soaring up, asif rushed by a cord to her heart.
She saw it, and imagined swerving Sideways, but athough the spear came dowly, she moved more
dowly Hill. And in the last ingtant the point of the spear was there before her, and it blinded her with light.

So shedid not see, only heard, akind of splintering Szzle. She had an impression of fireworks and bits of
wood. The courtiers on the beach were screaming.

Then she saw again. The spear, in shreds, was tumbling down the cliff. People who seemed to have
recalled an urgent gppointment were hurrying toward the road, falling in the sand, and tottering on again.



The spear must have hit something, some obstacle, just beforeit reached her.

Gasb had backed away. His hat fluttered. He threatened the soldiers, but they only stood there under the
cliff goggling at the falen spear and a Tanaquil. The man who had made the spear-cast was gabbling
nonsengcaly. Inthe middle of this, the peave pdted from the cliff base and bit him on theleg, right
through his boot. The soldier howled and, perhapsinginctively, kicked vicioudy with the bitten leg at the

peeve.

Tanaquil was awitness now. Thekicking foot, rather than striking the peeve, met something intheair. It
wasinvisble, but effective. The soldier was dashed away, asif he had been lifted and thrown by an
adversary of great strength. He landed in the sand thirty feet from the peeve, with aterrific thump, and
did not move.

The peeve spruced itsdlf. It did not bother with questions, merely watched in apparent glee as the other
soldiers sprinted off up the beach and plummeted into the chariots, while streams of courtiers ran by them
toward the city, wailing and tripping.

Only Gasb wasleft. He held up his hands, warding off Tanaquil and her power.

"Mighty sorceress, don't harm me, be kind—" And as her vanquishing blow did not smite him, Gasb too
turned tail and bolted for the chariots, and as before when he had run away, his hat flew off and dropped
to the ground, glad to berid of him.

"The unicorn,” said Tanaquil. Because she was seated, she got up. Not sure what to do, she started to
climb down the cliff. As she climbed, she listened to the pandemonium on the road, the rettle of departing
chariots.

At the bottom of the cliff, Lizra stood with the peeve. She was gtill white above the rubies, maybe they
made her look worse. If anything was written on her face, it was a strange worried smugness.

"You are awitch. | said.”
"The unicorn touched me. It touched the peeve. | suppose—"

"The unicorn touched Father," said Lizra. "It raked him across the chest with its horn, when it sole the
shellsfrom hiscloak. Hell dways have the scar.” It was her public voice.

"Lizra, I'm sorry, | didn't intend to frighten you. | didn't know it would happen. | mean, it's extraordinary.”
"Youreinvulnerable" said Lizra. She bowed. " Great sorceress.” It was not ajoke.

"Bow to the peeve, aswell," grated Tanaquil. "Thisistoo much. I've seen something wonderful that didn't
want me—that none of us can have. Friend and sster, you said.”

"Everything's changed," said Lizra. She had ceased being a princess. She was small and blesk, afrost
child."And you."

"I haven't changed. Something's happened to me, that's al.”

Lizragrew alittle. Then she wasfifteen again. She said, "I'll have to show you. Anyway, you can't go on
inthat dress.”

"What would you suggest instead?”’

"The soldier's shortish, and thin. Hismail would fit you. Anyway, hesdl that'savailable.”



They went over to the fallen soldier. He had come down on his back. His mouth was open and he
grunted vaguely. The peeve's toothmarks showed in his boot.

Tanaquil took off his boots and tried them. They were too large, but would do.

While the man lay unconscious they removed hismail, and left him in neet undergarments embroidered by
some doting hand. Tanaguil draped the remains of her dress and petticoat over him to shield him from the
sun until hewoke.

"Keep thetopazes," said Lizra. And Tanaquil, hearing the words, heard behind them another phrase: A
parting gift. She thought of the unicorn. That's goodbye.

Angrily, shelet Lizrahelp her dressin the mail. She bundled her witch-red hair up into the big helmet.
"Now what?'

"They'veleft my horses and chariot. How ddlirioudy kind of them. Last time, on the platform, they ran off
with those, too."

They walked aong the beach. The waves plashed on the shore, hard and bright. The peeve dunk to
them, and drew away.

"What happened after my mother's demon came for me?" said Tanaquil.

"Gasb and the soldiers turned somersaults and fled into the palace. | went to my father. | thought the
unicorn had killed him."

"It hedn't."

"Only taken the shellsand | eft the scar.” Tanaguil held thefossls moretightly in her fist. She had not
shown them, she had never let go. What the unicorn had given her was stupendous. She could not accept
it asyet; probably there was some mistake. She wanted an ordinary memento. "My father needs me
now," said Lizra

That's goodbye.

"Andyou gill fed vast loydty to him, do you?' said Tanaquil, acidly.
"Hesmy father.”

"Oh, has he remembered?’

"Yes" sadLizra

It was the chariot from the avenue, painted and gilded but today without any flowers. The smdl white
horses perched in the shafts, dert, unpanicked. Thetwo girlsgot in, followed by the peeve, and Lizra
drew up thereins. "Galop." And off they went, back aong the beach road toward Zorander's city.

Remember the sand castle. Whereisit now?
"Why are we going to the city?" asked Tanaquil.
"Because the palaceisthere, and | want you to see.”

"What?'



"l want to show you, not tell you. That's why were going.”

The hot mail was uncomfortable; it itched. Had the soldier had fleas? Abruptly Tanaquil felt pity for him.
It was not hisfault he had been driven to cast the spear.

They did not return into the city by the entrance they had used before. Driving the chariot up into some
groves above the beach, Lizra brought them to the city wall and alarge gateway with large stone lions at
either side. Here there was afuss, and they were provided an escort. "Only this one lad stayed with you,
maam? | never heard the like. Frightened by abeggar girl on the beach! | never did."

The city did not seem dtered. There was the old noise and activity, the masses of people going about, the
elegant shops and exotic market. Then, asthey turned into the Street of octopuses and camels, topped by
the fifteen-story palace of the Prince, they were forced to a halt.

A crowd milled over the avenue, and had gone up the lantern poles. In the middle of the roadway, a
chariot lay spilled. Its horses were visble ingde the crowd, thieved, being led off to new lives.

"Clear the way!" thundered the escort's captain.

A parting appeared. As had happened on other streets, some cheerswere loudly raised for Lizra. They
moved forward dowly.

"That chariot is Gasb's," said Lizra. She drew onthereins. "Stand." Therein the crowd, sheturned to a
burly man in the gpron of the vintners guild. "What isthe meaning of this?* A tangle of voices answered.
Lizrasaid, "Oneat atime. You. | addressed you firgt."

"Honored, Highness. Twenty minutes ago, Counselor Gasb rode up, in ahurry. There were severd
chariots. Most turned back seeing the crowd here, but Gasb drove Straight at us.”

"Wewere only waiting," said asilk-clad man behind the vintner, "for news of the Prince, or news of the
ceremony of placation that you, Y our Highness, were carrying out.”

"It'straditiond for the people to have use of thisroad."
"Yes" sad Lizra "So Gasb rode at the crowd. And then?

"And then, Highness," said the vintner, "not to midead you, some of us turned the horses and upset the
chariot.”

Theslk man sadin satisfaction, "We got him to dismount.”
"Dragged him out," added ancther one, helpfully.

"Hewas pelted with eggs and ripe fruit from ahandy stal," said the vintner. The men paused, looked a
each other. The vintner cleared histhroat. "Gasb wasn't popular.”

The silk man said, "Some of the rougher elements of the crowd took him away, Highness. To reason with

him, perhaps.”
"My father will beinformed of this" said Lizra. There was no resonance to her dramatic displeasure.
"Makeway for the Princess!" shouted the escort captain.

"Good fortune smile on her!™ cried the vintner, with especia fervor, to demonstrate he was not theright
candidate for the soldiers swords.



The palace gangs of the Flying Chairs were having a celebration. They sang out the name of Gasb, and
went into fits of laughter. The Chair rose without other incident, however. In thelong corridor the gold
guards sauted, and nobody questioned their fellow soldier marching at Lizras back, nor the anima on an
improvised leash.

At the landing of green onyx, the mad gang who acted as the counterweight were just as Tanaquil
recollected them. If they had heard of Gadb'sfate, they did not dwell on it. Probably the insanity of their
existence had erased any idea of its author.

The Chair rose and the gang pounded down the stairs, whooping.
By the Prince's apartment, the soldiers uncrossed their spears a once. They opened the door.

Beyond, Tanaguil and Lizraclimbed up through the ice country. On the white plains no clockwork snow
leopards prowled, and at the stairhead no animal emerged to threaten them.

Lizrastopped before the archway. "Don't comein,” she said. "If you stay by the door, hewon't see.”

Insde, the library was dark and lamplit. The doorway to the roof was shut and curtains were drawn
over. Inthislight the books looked ancient and false. Not one butterfly flew in the room. Does he even
fear those, now?

"Lizra... Isthat Lizra?"'
"Yes, Father. It'sme.”

Tanaguil had not made him out at firdt. In the darkest corner he hunched in hisfine chair. He wore an old
gray robe. Hisblack hair, without a diadem, seemed too young for him.

"Do you see?' said Lizra Her voice was now neutra. Was she afraid to show triumph?"Y esterday, from
the roof, he saw the two men in the unicorn-hide—do you remember?—the back haf was drunk. And
my father screamed in terror. He ordered out the soldiers to hunt the beast and kill it. Of course, they
didn't. Thecity," Lizralooked down, "the city values me because | didn't run away like the Procession,
when the black unicorn came from the sea. The Prince is disgraced. Would they have dared attack Gasb
otherwise? My father needs me."

"Lizra, | can hear whispering. What isit?|sthere someone there?'
"Only aservant, Father."
"Lizra Come here, Lizra, tell mewhat happened at the Gate of the Beast."

Tanaquil said swiftly, lightly, "I saw another world. Which wasn't fair. | should have seen thisworld first.
I'm going to travel it now, I'll look at it. All thefar cities. The deserts, the forests, the mountains, the sess.
It'swhat | must do. Come with me."

"Lizra," said the Prince, in the tone of aman two hundred years old, "you're my daughter. Be honest with
me. Did you see the Beast?"

"No, Father. The Beast's gone. Were safe now."
"If I wait," said Tanaquil, "afew days, aweek—"

"My answer would haveto bethe same." Lizrasmiled. She was several beings at once as she stood
there. A girl who was sorry, agirl who was asister, awoman who would rule, achild who wanted to be



achild. Shewas dy and arrogant, sad and wistful, proud and immovable, selfish. Londly.

Like me. Just like me.

"Havethis" said Lizra, unfastening the wreath of rubiesfrom her neck.

"I'mnotYilli."

"Of courseyourenat. | wish | didn't haveto lose you. Take the jewdry. It'l buy things that are useful .
"Thank you," said Tanaquil. She held out her empty pam and let the rubiesdrop into it.

Then Lizrahugged her. Not as she had hugged the peeve, with easy, immediate affection, but in aquick
and stony way, afraid to do more. The embrace of farewell.

And then Lizrawent into her father's library and across the shiny lamplit floor. And Zorander looked up
at her and held out his hand, which she took.

"Y ou're my comfort now," he said.
The peeve growled, a soft sandy sound.
"Goodbye," said Tanaquil. She tugged on the lead.

The peeve bounded ahead down the three flights of stairs. On the green landing they picked their way
through people walking precarioudy on their fingers.

Don't weall?
Only one caravan was due to set out for the eastern city that day.

As she approached the leader's awning on the edge of the bazaar, Tanaquil found Cork and his men
deding with the camel s and baggage.

"Well, aren't you smart?' said Cork, shaking al his discs and adornments, and striking hisleg rapidly with
the goad. "But il got that animal. And still dressed asaman. That's not right, you know."

"Much better for traveling,” said Tanaquil with precautionary sweetness.
"What? Not married?’

"Oh, you know how thesethings are.”

Cork was pleased. "Y ou want to come with usto East City? | can fix it."

"No, I'm afraid not. But | wondered if someone from your caravan could make adetour; | can give exact
directions, about half aday'sride. It'sto deliver an urgent letter to afortressin the desert. I'll pay very
wdl."

"How much?" Tanaquil, who had bartered carefully with asmall topaz and one of the rubies, suggested a
hedthy sum."I'll doit. No trouble. Y ou've got amap?'

"Yes, | had it drawn up only an hour ago. Here."

Cork took money, map, and |etter. He showed her the gold watch. "It goes, never misses. And you're
prosperous now. | suppose you're not still courting?”



"Unluckily, I am. Isn't it anuisance?'
Cork grinned. "Till we meet again.”

Tanaguil sat near the perfume-makers booths and thought of Cork riding out to her red-haired mother's
fortindl hisgrandeur. What would happen? Anything might.

The peeve began to eat some perfumed soap, and Tanaquil removed it.

Theletter would perhaps only annoy Jaive. It told of the resolution of the adventure, and of the perfect
world. It asked arespectful question, witch to sorceress. "Do you believe the unicorn will have any
trouble there from the additions | had to make to its bones, the copper and other meta | added? Will it
aways now, because of them, keep somelink to thisearth?' Tanaguil did not mention the gift of
invulnerability—Jaive might grow hysterical. In any case, Tanaquil did not yet quite believein it. Nor did
she speak of the two creamy fossils fashioned to be two earrings at ajeweller's on PAm Tree Avenue,
and wornin her ears. Not vanity, but the ultimate in common sense. Who would recognize them now?
"Mother, | must seethisworld. Later, oneday, I'll come back. | promise that. I'm not my father, not
Zorander. | won't leaveyou... that is, | won't let you renounce me. When we meet again, well have
thingsto talk about. It will be exciting and new. Y ou'll haveto trust me, please.”

"Leavethat sogp aone!”

With her own map of the oases and the wells, and the towns of the eastern desert, Tanaquil set out near
sunset on the stern old camel she had bought three days before. Learning to ride him had been
interesting, but unlike most of histribe, he had a scathing patience. He did not seem to loathe the peeve.
But the peeve sat on him, above the provisions, saring in horror at the lurching ground.

"Lumpy. Bumpy. Want get off."
"Hush"

They left the city by ahuge blue gate, enameled with a unicorn that soldiers with picks were busy
demalishing.

The road was lined with obelisks and Statues, tal trees, and fountains with chained iron cups. A few carts
and donkeys were being hastened to the gate before day's end.

Thefume on the plain was golden. The hills bloomed. There would be cedar trees and the lights of the
villages, and then, beyond, the desert offering its beggar's bowl of dudts.

Bred for the cold asfor the heeat, thewoally, cynicad old camd could journey by night, whilethethin
snow fell from the stars.

Somewhere between the city and the desert, sunset began.

The sky was gpple-red in the west, and in the east the coolness of lilac raised the celling of the air to an
impossible height. Stars broke out like windows opening. Theland below turned purple, sable, and its
eastern heights were roses on the stem of shadow.

"It'sbeautiful," said Tanaquil.
It was beautiful. Asbeautiful as any beauty of the perfect world.

"Oh, peeve. It wasn't our fault we weren't given the bet, but this, and al the thingsthat are wrong. But



can't weimproveit? Makeit better? | don't know how, the odds are al against us. And yet—just to
think of it, just to try—that's a start."

But the peeve had climbed down the patient, scornful foreleg of the camel, and was digging in the dusty
earth. It lifted up its pointed face from the darkness and announced in victory: "Found it. Found a bone."



