|. TheWitch

Thisrose hastweve petds. Let thefirst onefdl:

Madeleine taps the glass bottle, and out tumbles abit of pink
slk that clinks on the table—a chip of tinted glass—no, look
closer, acrysalized rose petd. Sheliftsit into asaucer and
crushesit with the back of aspoon until it is reduced to
lumpy powder and a puff of fragrance.

Shelooks at the book again. “Petal of one rose crushed,
dung of smal bat soaked in vinegar.” Not enough light comes
through the cottage's small-paned windows, and besides she
isgrowing nearsghted, although sheis only thirty-two. She
leans closer to the page. He should have given her spectacles
rather than pearls. She wrinkles her forehead to focus her
eyes, which makes her look prematurely old, asin afew
years she no doubt will be.

Bat dung has adank, uncomfortable smdll, like earthin
cavesthat has never seen sunlight.

Can shetrugt it, this book? Two poundsten shillingsit cost
her, including postage. She remembersthe noticein The
Gentlewoman's Companion: “Every lady her own magician.
Confound your enemies, astonish your friends Assmpleasa
cookery manud.” 1t looks magical enough, with Compendium
Magicarum stamped on its spine and gilt pentagrams on its
red leather cover. But the back pages advertise “amost
miraculous|otion, that will make any lady's skin as smooth as
an infant's bottom” and the collected works of Scott.
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Not easy to spare ten shillings, not to mention two pounds,
now that the King has cut off her income. Lather lucky, this
cottage coming so cheap, dthough it has no proper plumbing,
just aprivy out back among the honeysuckle,

Maddeine crumbles apair of dragonfly wingsinto the

bowl, whichisdready haf full: orrisroot; cat's bonesfound
on the village dust hesp; oak gl from abranch faleninto a
fairy ring; madder, presumably for its color; crushed rose
petd; bat dung.

And the magical words, are they quite correct? She knows
alittle Latin, learned from her brother. After her mother's
desth, when her father began spending daysin his bedroom
with abottle of beer, she tended the shop, sdlling flour and
printed cloth to the village women, scythes and tobacco to the
men, sweetsto children on their way to school. When her
brother came home, he would sit at the counter beside her,
saying hisamo, amas. The silver cross he earned by taking a
Hibernian bayonet in the throat is the only necklace she now
wears.

She hinds the mixture with water from ahollow stone and

her own saliva. Not pleasant this, she was brought up not to
spit, but sheimagines sheis spitting into the King's face, that
first time when he cameinto the shop, and leaned on the



counter, and smiled through his golden beard. “If | had
known there was such a pretty shopkeeper inthisvillage, |
would have done my own shopping long ago.”

She remembers: buttocks covered with golden hair among
folds of whitelinen, like twin halves of a peach on anapkin.
“Come here, Madeleine.” The sounds of the paace, horses
4 TheRosein Twelve Petals

by Theodora Goss

clopping, pageboys shouting to one another in the early
morning air. “Y ou'll never want for anything, haven't | told
you that?” A string of pearls, each aslarge asher smallest
fingernail, with aclasp of gold filigree. “Likeit? That's
Hibernian work, taken in the siege of London.” Only later does
she notice that between two pearls, the knotted silk is stained
with blood.

She leaves the mixture under cheesecloth, to dry

overnight.

Madeleine walks into the other room, the only other room

of the cottage, and Sits at the table that serves as her writing
desk. She picks up atin of throat lozenges. How it rattles.
She knows, without opening it, that there are five pearls | eft,
and that after next month's rent there will only befour.
Confound your enemies, she thinks, peering through the
inadequate light, and the wrinkles on her forehead make her
look prematurely old, asin afew years she certainly will be.
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[1. The Queen

Petasfal from the roses that hang over the stream,

Empress Josephine and Gloire de Dijon, which didike growing
so0 close to the water. This corner of the garden has been
planted to resemble a country landscape in miniature:
artificid stream with ornamentd fish, apear treethat has
never yet bloomed, bluebdlls that the gardener plants out
every spring. Thisisthe Queen'sfavorite part of the garden,
athough the roses didike her aswdl, with her romanticaly
digphanous gowns, her lisping voice, her poetry.

Here she comes, reciting Tennyson.

She holds her arms out, alowing her deevesto drift on the
dight breeze, imagining sheis Elanethelovable, floating on
ariver down to Camelot. Hard, being alily maid now her belly
isswdling.

She remembers her belly reluctantly, not wanting to touch

it, unwilling to acknowledge that it exigs. Elainethelily maid
had no belly, surdly, shethinks, forgetting that Galahad must
have been born somehow. (Perhaps he rose out of the lake?)
Sheimagines her belly asasort of cavern, where something
isgrowing in the darkness, something that is not hers, dien
and unwelcome.

Only twelve months ago (fourteen, actudly, but sheis bad

at numbers), she was Princess Elizabeth of Hibernia, dressed



in pink satin, gossiping about the riding master with her
friends, dancing with her brothers through the ruined arches
of Westmingter Cathedral, and eating too much cake at her
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seventeenth birthday party. Now, and she does not want to
think about this so it remains at the edges of her mind, where
unpleasant things, frogs and dugs, reside, sheisacavern
with something growing ingde her, something repugnant,
something that isnot hers, not thelily maid of Adtolat's.
Shereachesfor arose, an overblown Gloire de Dijon that,
in afit of temper, pierces her finger with itsthorns. Shecries
out, sucks the blood from her finger, and flops down on the
bank like amiserable child. The hem of her digphanous dress
begins to absorb the mud at the edge of the water.
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1. The Magician

Wolfgang Magus places the rose he picked that morning in
his buttonhole and looks at hisreflection in the glass. He
frowns, as his master Herr Doktor Ambrosius would have
frowned, at the scarecrow in faded wool with a drooping gray
mustache. A sad figure for acourt magician.

“Gottin Himme,” he saysto himsdlf, achildhood habit he
has kept from nostalgia, for Wolfgang Magusisare uctant
atheist. He knowsit isnot God's fault but the King's, who
payshim solittle. If the King wereto pay him, say, another
shilling per week—but no, that too he would send to his
sgter, dying of consumption at aspain Berne. Hismind
turns, painfully, from the memory of her face, white and
drained, which dready haunts him like aghost.

He picks up avolume of Goethe's poemsthat he has
carefully tied with abit of pink ribbon and sighs. What sort of
present isthis, for the Princess' christening?

He entersthe chapd with shy, sooping movements. Itis
full, and noisy with court gossip. As he proceeds up the aide,
heis swept by aDuchess' train of peau de soie, poked by a
Viscountess aigrette. The sword of aMarquis smelling of
Napoleon-water tanglesin hislegs, and heamosgt fadlsona
Baroness, who stares at him through her lorgnette. He sidles
through the crush until he comesto a corner of the chapel
wadll, where he takes refuge.

The christening has begun, he supposes, for he can hear

the Archbishop droning in bad Latin, athough he can see
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nothing from his corner but taxidermed birds and heads dick
with macassar ail. Ah, if the Archbishop could have learned
from Herr Doktor Ambrosius! His mind wanders, asit often
does, to ahouse in Berlin and alaboratory smelling of strong
soap, filled with braziers and alembics, books whose covers



have been haf-eaten by moths, a stuffed basilisk. He
remembers his bed in the attic, and his Sster, who worked as
the Herr Doktor's housemaid so he could learnto be a
magician. He sees her face on her pillow at the spain Berne
and thinks of her expensive medications.

What has he missed? The crowd is moving forward, and
presents are being given: arocking horse with ared lesther
saddle, aslver tumbler, acap embroidered by the nuns of
lona. He hides the volume of Goethe behind his back.
Suddenly, he sees aface he recognizes. One day she came
and sat beside him in the garden, and asked him about his
sister. Her brother had died, he remembers, not long before,
and as he described hislondiness, her eyes glazed over with
tears. Even he, who understandslittle about court palitics,
knew she wasthe King's mistress.

She disappears behind the scented Marquis, then appears
again, closeto the dtar where the Queen, awkwardly holding
alinen bundle, isrecelving the Princess presents. The King
has seen her, and frowns through his golden beard. Wolfgang
Magus, who knows nothing about the fedings of aking
toward hisformer mistress, wonderswhy heisangry.
Sheliftsher hand in agesture that reminds him of the
Archbishop. What fragrance is this, so swest, so dark, that
makes the brain clear, that makes the nostrils water? He
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inginctively tabulates: orris-root, oak gdl, rose petal, dung of
bat with ahint of vinegar.

Conversations hush, until even the Baronets, clusteredina
rustic clump at the back of the chapd, are slent.

She speaks. “Thisisthe gift | give the Princess. On her
seventeenth birthday shewill prick her finger on the spindle
of aspinning whed and die”

Needless to describe the confusion that follows. Wolfgang
Magus watches from its edge, chewing his mustache, worried,
unhappy. How her eyes glazed, that day in the garden.
Someone treads on histoes.

Then, unexpectedly, heis summoned. “Whereisthat

blasted magician!” Gloved hands push him forward. He stands
before the King, whose face has turned unattractively red.
The Queen has fainted and a bottle of sdtsiswaved under
her nose. The Archbishop is holding the Princess, like asack
of barley he has accidentally caught.

“Isthismagic, Magus, or just some bloody trick?’

Wolfgang Magus rubs his hands together. He has not
stuttered since he was a child, but he answers, “Y -yes, your
Magesty. Magic.” Swest, dark, utterly magic. He can smell its
power.

“Then get rid of it. Un-magic it. Do whatever you bloody
well haveto. Makeit not be!”

Wolfgang Magus aready knows that he will not be able to



do s0, but he says, without redizing that heis chewing his
mustache in front of the King, “ O-of course, your Mgjesty.”
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V. TheKing

What would you do, if you were James |V of Britannia,
pacing across your council chamber floor before your
councilors: the Count of Edinburgh, whose estates are larger
than yours and include hillsides of uncut wood for which the
French Emperor, who needsto refurbish his navy after the
disastrous Indian campaign, would pay handsomely; the Earl
of York, who can trace descent, albeit in thefemaleline, from
the Tudors; and the Archbishop, who has preached against
marita infiddity in hiscathedrd a Aberdeen? The banner
over your head, embroidered with the twelve-petaled rose of
Britannia, reminds you that your claim to the throne rests
tenuoudy on aformer James ddliance. Edinburgh'sthinning
hair, Y ork's hanging jowl, the seams, edged with gold thread,
where the Archbishop's robe has been let out, warn you,
young asyou are, with abeard that shines like atangle of
golden wiresin the afternoon light, of your gouty future.
Britannia's economy depends on the wool trade, and spun
wool sdllsfor twice as much as unspun. Y our income depends
on thewool tax. The Queen, whom you seldom think of as
Elizabeth, isyoung. Y ou cdculate: three months before she
recovers from the birth, nine months before she can ddliver
another child. Y ou might have an heir by next autumn.
“WdlI?" Edinburgh leansback in his chair, and you wish

you could strangle hiswrinkled neck.

You say, “I see no reason to destroy athousand spinning
whed sfor one madwoman.” Madeleine, her face puffed with
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deep, her neck covered with aline of red spots where she lay
on the pearl necklace you gave her the night before, one
black hair tickling your ear. Clever of her, to choosea
spinning whed. “I rely entirdly on Wolfgang Magus,” whom
you believeisafraud. “ Gentlemen, your fairy taleswill have
taught you that magic must be met with magic. One cannot
fight aspell by atering materia conditions”

Guffaws from the Archbishop, who is amused to think that
he onceread fairy taes.

You areasdfish man, James|V, and thisis essentidly

your fault, but you have spoken the truth. Which, | suppose,
iswhy you arethe King.
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V. The Queen Dowager

What isthe girl doing? Playing at tug-of-war, evidently,

and far too close to the stream. Shell tear her dresson the
rosebushes. Careless, these young people, thinks the Queen



Dowager. And who is she playing with? Y oung Lord Harry,
who will one day be Count of Edinburgh. The Queen Dowager
isproud of her keen eyesight and will not wear spectacles,
dthough sheisdmogt sixty-three.

What apity the girl isso plain. The Queen Dowager jabs
her needle into ablack velvet dipper. Eyeslike boiled
gooseberries that dways seem to be staring at you, and no
discipline. Now in her day, thinks the Queen Dowager,
remembering backboards and nuns who rapped your fingers
with canes, in her day girlshad discipline. Just look &t the
Queen: no discipline. Two miscarriagesin ten years, and dead
before her thirtieth birthday. Of courselinenis so much
chegper now that the kingdoms are united. But if only her
Jms (whichishow shethinks of the King) could have married
that nice German princess.

She jabsthe needle again, pullsit out, jabs, knots. She
holds up the dipper and then its pair, comparing the roses
embroidered on each toe in stitches so even they seemto
have been made by amachine. Quite perfect for her Jms, to
keep hisfeet warm on the drafty palacefloors.

A tearing sound, and asplash. Thegirl, of course, asthe
Queen Dowager could have warned you. Just look at her, with
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her skirt ripped up one side and her petticoat muddy to the
knees.

“| do gpologize, Madam. | assureyou it'sentirely my

fault,” says Lord Harry, bowing with the superfluous grace of
adancing mader.

“Itisal your fault,” saysthegirl, trying to kick him.

“Alicel” saysthe Queen Dowager. Imagine the Queen
wanting to namethe girl Elaine. What aname, for a Princess
of Britannia

“But hetook my book of poems and said he was going to
throw it into the stream!”

“I'm perfectly sure he did no such thing. Go to your room

a once. Thisisthe sort of behavior | would expect from a
chimney sweep.”

“Thentdl himto give my book back!”

Lord Harry bows again and holds out the battered volume.
“It was dways yoursfor the asking, your Highness.”
Aliceturns away, and you see what the Queen Dowager
cannot, despite her keen vison: Alicgseyes, dightly
prominent, with irisesthat are indeed the color of
gooseberries, have turned red at the corners, and her nose
has begun to drip.
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V1. The Spinning Whed

It has never wanted to be an n. It remembersthe
cottage on the Ideswhere it wasfirst made: the warmth of



the hearth and the fed of its maker's hands, worn smooth
from rubbing and lanolin.

It remembersthe first wordsit heard: “ And why are you
carving rosesonit, then?’

“Thisone'sfor alady. Look how dender itis. It won't take
your upland ram'swoal. Y earling it'll haveto be, for thisone.”
At night it heard the waves crashing on the rocks, and it
listened astheir sound mingled with the snoring of its maker
and hiswife. By day it heard the crying of the seabirds. But it
remembered, asin adream, the songs of inland birds and
sunlight on astone wall. Then the fishermen would come, and
onewould say, “What's that you're making there, Enoch?Isit
for amidget, then?’

Its maker would stroke it with the tips of hisfingersand
answer, “Slent, lads. Thisonesfor alady. It spin yarn so
finethat ashawl of it will dip through awedding ring.”

It has never wanted to be an assassn, and asit Stsina
cottage to the south, listening as Madel eine mutters to

hersdlf, it remembers the sounds of seabirds and triesto
forget that it was made, not to spin yarn so fine that a shawl

of it will dip through awedding ring, but to kill the King's
daughter.
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VII. The Princess

Alice climbsthe tower gairs. She could avoid this perhaps,
disguise hersdlf as a peasant woman and beg her way to the
Highlands, like a heroinein Scott's novels. But she does not
want to avoid this, so sheis climbing up the tower stairson
the morning of her seventeenth birthday, till in her

nightgown and clutching a battered copy of Goethe's poems
whose binding is so torn that the book istied with pink ribbon
to keep the pages together. Her feet are bare, because
opening the shoe closet might have woken the Baroness, who
has dept in her room since shewas achild. Barefoot, she has
walked silently past the deeping guards, who are supposed to
guard her today with particular care. She has walked past the
Queen Dowager's drawing room thinking: if anyone hearsme,
| will bein disgrace. She has spent alarger portion of her life
in disgrace than out of it, and she remembers that she once
thought of it asan imaginary country, Disgrace, with itsown
rivers and towns and trade routes. Would it be different if her
mother were alive? She remembers aface creased from the
folds of the pillow, and pae lips whispering to her about the
lily maid of Agtolat. It would, she supposes, have made no
difference. Shetrips on a step and amost drops the book.
She has no reason to suppose, of course, that the Witch

will bethere, so early in the morning. But somehow, Alice
hopes she will be.

Sheis, dtting on alow stool with aspinning whedl in front

of her.
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“Were you waiting for me?’ asksAlice. It sounds silly—who
else would the Witch be waiting for? But she can think of
nothing eseto say.

“I was.” The Witch'svoiceislow and cadenced, and
athough she haswrinkles at the corners of her mouth and
her hair hasturned gray, sheis dill rather beautiful. Sheis
not, exactly, what Alice expected.

“How did you know | was coming so early?’

The Witch smiles. “I've gotten rather good at magic. | sl
fortunes for my living, you see. It's not much, just enough to
buy bread and buitter, and to rent asmdll cottage. But it
amuses me, knowing things about people—their lives and
their future.”

“Do you know anything—about me?’ Alicelooks down at
the book. What idiotic questionsto be asking. Surely a
heroine from Scott's novels would think of better.

The Witch nods, and sunlight catchesthe silver cross
suspended from a chain around her neck. She says, “I'm
sorry.”

Alice understands, and her face flushes. *'Y ou mean that
you've been watching al along. That you've known what it's
been like, being the cursed princess.” She turns and walksto
the tower window, so the Witch will not see how her hands
are shaking. “Y ou know the other girlswouldn't play with me
or touch my toys, that the boyswould spit over their
shoulder, to break the curse they said. Even the
chambermaids would make the sign of the crosswhen |
wasn't looking.” She can fed tears where they aways begin,
at the corners of her eyes, and she leans out the window to
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cool her face. Far below, agardener is crossing the courtyard,
carrying apair of pruning shears. She says, “Why didn't you
remove the curse, then?’

“Magic doesn't work that way.” The Witch'svoiceis sad.
Aliceturns around and seesthat her cheeks are wet with
tears. Alice stepstoward her, trips again, and drops the book,
which fals under the spinning whed!.

The Witch picksit up and smiles as she examinesthe

cover. “ Of course, your Goethe. | awayswondered what
happened to Wolfgang Magus.”

Alicethinkswith rdief: I'm not going to cry after dl. “He
went away, after hissgter died. She had consumption, you
know, for years and years. He was dways sending her money
for medicine. He wrote to me once after he left, from Berlin,
to say that he had bought his old master's house. But | never
heard from him again.”

The Witch wipes her cheeks with the back of one hand. “I
didn't know about hissister. | spoke to him once. Hewas a



kind man.”

Alicetakesthe book from her, then says, carefully, as
though each word has to be placed in the correct order, “Do
you think his spell will work? 1 mean, do you think I'll redly
deep for ahundred years, rather than—you know?’

The Witch looks up, her cheeks still damp, but her face
composed. “I can't answer that for you. Y ou may smply be—
preserved. In apocket of time, asit were.”

Alicetugs at the ribbon that binds the book together. “It
doesn't matter, redly. | don't think | care either way.” She
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strokes the spinning whedl, which turns as she touchesit.
“How beautiful, asthough it had been made just for me.”
The Witch raises ahand, to stop her perhaps, or arrest
timeitsef, but Alice places her finger on the spindleand
presses until adrop of blood blossoms, as dark as the petal of
aCardind deRichelieu, and runsinto her pam.

Before shefdls, she seesthe Witch with her head bowed
and her shoulders shaking. She thinks, for no reason she can
remember, Elainethefair, Elanethelovable...
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VIIl. The Gardener

Long after, when the gardener has grown into an old man,
hewill tel his grandchildren about that day: skittish horses
being harnessed by panicked grooms, nobles struggling with
boxeswhile their valets carry armchairs and even bedsteads
through the palace hdlls, the King in apair of black velvet
dippers shouting directions. The cooks leave the kettles
whigtling in the kitchen, the Queen Dowager leaves her jewds
lying where she has dropped them while tripping over the
hem of her nightgown. Everyone runs to escape the spreading
lethargy that has dready caught a canary in his cage, who
makes soft noises as he settlesinto hisfesthers. Theflowers
are closing in the garden, and even the lobsters that the chef
was planning to serve with melted butter for lunch havelan
down in acorner of their tank.

Inafew hours, the paaceisleft to the canary, and the
lobsters, and the Princesslying on the floor of the tower.
Hewill say, “I was pruning arosebush at the bottom of the
tower that day. Look what | took away with me!” Then hewill
display arose of the variety caled Britannia, with itstwelve
petals haf-open, dtill fresh and moist with dew. His
granddaughter will say, “Oh, grandpa, you picked that in the
garden just thismorning!” His grandson, who is practica and
wants to be an engineer, will say, “Grandpa, people can't
deep for ahundred years.”
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IX. The Tower



Let usget ahigtorical perspective. When the tower was
quite young, only ahove redly, achild knocked a stone out
of itswall, and it gained an eye. With that eyeit watched as
the child'sfather, achieftain, led histribe againg soldiers
with metal breastplates and plumed helmets. Two lines met
on the plain below: oneregular, gleaming in the morning sun
like the edge of asword, the other ragged and blue like the
crest of awave. Thewave washed over the sword, which
splintered into a hundred pieces.

Time passed, and the tower gained a second story with a
vertical eye as narrow as astaff. It watched awooden
sructure grow besideit, in which men and cattle mingled
indiscriminately. One morning it felt aprick, the point of an
arrow. A bright flame blossomed from the beams of the
wooden structure, men scattered, cattle screamed. One of its
wallswas snged, and it felt the wound as a distant heat. A
castle rose, commanded by aman with eyebrows so blond
that they were dmost white, who caused the name Adfric to
be carved on thelintel of the tower. The castlé's sonewalls,
pummelled with catapults, battered by rams, fdl into
fragments. From the hilltop aman watched, whose nose had
been broken in childhood and remained perpetudly crooked.
When a palace rose from the broken rock, he caused the
name D'Arblay to be carved on thelintdl of the tower, besde
aboar rampant.
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Time passed, and awoman on awhite horse rode through
the village that had grown around the paace walls, followed
by aretinue that stretched behind her like ascarf. At the
palace gates, a Darbley grown rich on tobacco plantationsin
the New World presented her with the palace, in honor of her
marriage to the Earl of Essex. Thelintel of the tower was
carved with the name Elizabeth |, and it gained athird story
with alead-paned window, through which it saw in facetslike
afly. Onemorning it watched the Queen's son, who had been
playing bl in the courtyard, fall to the ground with blood
dripping from his nogtrils. The windows of the palace were
draped in black velvet, the Queen and her consort rode away
with their retinue, and the village was deserted.

Time passed. Leavesturned red or gold, snow fdl and
melted into rivulets, young hawkstook their firg flight from
the battlements. A rosebush grew at the foot of the tower: a
hybrid, half wild rose, half Cuisse de Nymphe, with twelve
petas and briary canes. One morning men rode up to the
tower on horses whose hides were mottled with swest. Inits
first story, where the chieftain's son had played, they talked

of James|I1. Troopswere coming from France, and the
password was Britannia. Asthey |eft the tower, one of them
plucked aflower from the rosebush. “Let this be our symbol,”
he said in the self-conscious voice of aman who thinks that



hiswordswill be recorded in history books. The tower thought
it would be done again, but by the time the leaves had
turned, aprocession rode up to the palace gates, waving
banners embroidered with atwelve-petaled rose. Furniture
arrived from France, fruit trees were planted, and the village
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Streets were paved so that the hooves of cattle clopped on
the stones.

It has stood along time, that tower, watching the life

around it shift and alter, like eddiesin astream. It looks
down once again on adeserted village—but no, not entirely
deserted. A woman 4till livesin acottage & its edge. Her hair
has turned white, but she works every day in her garden,
gathering tomatoes and cutting back the mint. When the day
is particularly warm, she brings out aspinning whed and Sts
inthe garden, spinning yarn so fine that ashawl of it will dip
through awedding ring. If the breezes come from the west,
the tower can hear her humming, just above the humming
that the whed makes asit spins. Time passes, and she Sits
out in the garden less often, until one day it redizesthat it

has not seen her for many days, or perhaps years.
Sometimes at night it thinksit can hear the Princess

bresthing in her deep.
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X. TheHound

In ahundred years, only one creature comesto the

palace: ahound whose coat is matted with dust. Along his
back the hair has come out in tufts, exposing amass of sores.
Helopes unevenly: on one of hisforepaws, the inner toes
have been crushed.

He hasrun from acity reduced to stone skeletons and
drifting piles of ash, dodging tanks, mortar fire, therifles of
farmers desperate for food. For weeks now, he has been
loping dong the dusty roads. When rain comes, he has curled
himsdlf under atree. Afterward, he has drunk from puddles,
then loped dong again with mud drying in the hollows of his
paws. Sometimes he has | eft the road and tried to catch
rabbitsin thefields, but his damaged paw prevents him from
running quickly enough. He has smelled them in their burrows
beneath the summer grasses, beneath the poppies and
cornflowers, tantdizing, inaccessible.

Thismorning he has smelled something different, pungent,
like spoiled mest: the smell of enchantment. He has |l ft the
road and entered the foret, finding hisway through atangle
of briars. He has come to the village, loped up its cobbled
streets and through the gates of the palace. His clawsclick on
its stone floor.

What does he smd|”? A fragrance, drifting, indistinct,
remembered from when he was pup: bacon. There, through



that doorway. He lopesinto the Great Hall, where bregkfast
waitsin chafing dishes. The eggs are il firm, their yolks
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plump and ydlow, their whites ddlicatdly fried. Sausagesgtin
their own grease. Thetoast is crisp.

Heleaves astreak of egg yolk and sausage grease on the
tablecloth, which hasremained pristine for haf acentury, and
falsadeep in the Queen Dowager's drawing room, ina
square of sunlight that has not faded the baroque carpet.
Helives happily ever after. Someone hasto. As summer
passes, he wanders through the palace gardens, digging in
the flower beds and trying to catch the deeping fish that float
in the ornamenta pools. One day he urinates on the side of
the tower, from which the dark smell emanates, to show his
disapprova. When heis hungry he ests from the sde of beef
hanging in the larder, the sausage and eggs remaining on the
breskfast table, or the mice degping beneath the harpsichord.
In autumn, he chasesthe leavesfaling red and yelow over
the lawns and managesto pull alobster from the kitchen
tank, athough histeeth can barely crack itshard shell. He
never figures out how to extract the canary from its cage.
When winter comes, the stone floor sends an ache through
his damaged paw, and he deepsin the King's bed, under
velvet covers.

When summer comes again, heistoo old to run about the
garden. He liesin the Queen Dowager's drawing room and
dreams of being a pup, of warm hands and avoice that
whispered “What a beautiful dog,” and that magica thing
caled abdl. Hedies, his stomach till full with thelast of the
poached eggs. A proper fairy tale should, perhaps, end here.
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XI. ThePrince

Here comes the Prince on abulldozer. What did you
expect? Things change in ahundred years.

Harry pulls back the break and wipes hisforehead, which
isglisening with swest. He runs hisfingersthrough blond
hair that stands up like a shock of corn. It isjust past noon,
and the skin on hisnoseisaready red and pedling.

Two acres, and helll knock off for some beer and that liver
and onion sandwich Madge made him this morning, whose
grease, together with the juice of alarge gherkin, issoaking
itsway through abrown paper wrapper and will soon stain
the leather of his satchel. He leans back, looks at the tangle
of briarsthat form the undergrowth in this part of the forest,
and chews on the knuckle of histhumb.

Two acresin the middle of the forest, enough for some
barley and atill. Hell of agood idea, he thinks, aready
imagining the bottles on their way to Amsterdam, aready
imagining his pals Mike and Steve weatching football on acolor



telly. Linoleum on the kitchen floor, like Madge dways
wanted, and cigarettes from America. “Not that damn
rationed stuff,” he says out loud, then looks around Startled.
What kind of fool idiot talksto himsaf? He chews on the
knuckle of histhumb again. Twenty poundsto makethe
Police Commissioner look the other way. Damn lucky Madge
could lend them the money. The bulldozer starts up again
with aroar and thesmell of diesd.
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Y ou don't like wherethisisgoing. What sort of Princeis
this, with hisliver and onion sandwich, his gherkin and beer?
Forgiveme. | giveyou the only Prince | can find, adirect
descendant of the Count of Edinburgh, himself descended
from the Tudors, dbeit in thefemaeline. Of course, dl such
titles have been abolished. Thisis, after dl, the Socidist
Union of Britannia. If Harry knows heisaPrince, he certainly
isnt telling Mike or Steve, who might sell him out for a pack
of American cigarettes. Even Madge can't be trusted, though
they've been sharing aflat in the commune's gpartment
building for three years. Hell, she made a big enough fuss
about the didtillery business.

The bulldozer's roar grows louder, then turnsinto awhine.
The front whed! is stuck in aditch. Harry climbs down and
looks at the whed. Damn, hell haveto get Mike and Steve.
Hekicksthewhed, kicks atree trunk and dmost getshis
foot caught in abriar, kicksthewhed again.

Something flashesin the forest. Now what the hell isthat?
(Youand | know it issunlight flashing from the faceted upper
window of the tower.) Harry opens his beer and swalowsa
mouthful of its warm bitterness. Some damn poacher, waking
around on hisland. (You and | remember that it belongsto
the Sociaist Union of Britannia.) He takes abite of hisliver
and onion sandwich. Madge shouldn't frown so much, he
thinks, remembering her in her housecoat, standing by the
kitchen sink. She's getting wrinkles on her forehead. Should
he fetch Mike and Steve? But the beer in his somach, warm,
bitter, tells him that he doesn't need Mike and Steve, because
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he can damn well handle any damn poacher himsdlf. He bites
into the gherkin.

Stay away, Prince Harry. Stay away from the forest full of
briars. The Princessis not for you. Y ou will never sumble up
the tower gtairs, smeling of beer; never leave asmear of
mingled grease and swesat on her mouth; never take her
away (thinking, Madge's rump is getting too damn broad) to
fry your liver and onions and empty your ashtray of cigarette
butts and iron your briefs.

At least, | hope not.
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XIl. The Rose

Let usgo back to the beginning: petalsfal. Unpruned for a
hundred years, the rosebush has climbed to the top of the
tower. A cane of it hasfound achink in the tower window,
and it has grown into the room where the Princesslies. It has
formed a canopy over her, anetwork of canes now covered
with blossoms, and their petasfall dowly inthedtill air. Her
nightgown is covered with petas: this summer's, pink and
fragrant, and those of summers past, like bits of torn
parchment curling a the edges.

While everything in the paace has been suspended ina

pool of timewithout ripples or eddies, it has responded to the
seasons. Itsroots go down to dark cavernswhich are the
homes of moles and worms, and curl around abronze helmet
that isnow little more than rust. More than two hundred
years ago, it was rather carelesdy chosen asthe emblem of a
nation. Almost ahundred years ago, Madeleine plucked a
petal of it for her magic spell. Wolfgang Magus picked a
blossom of it for his buttonhole, which fell in the chapd and
was trampled under a succession of court heelsand cavary
boots. A spindle was carved from its dead and hardened
wood. Half a century ago, adusty hound urinated on its roots.
From its seeds, dispersed by birds who have eaten its orange
hips, has grown the tangle of briarsthat surround the palace,
which have aready torn the Princes work pants and left a
gash on hisright shoulder. If you listen, you can hear him
cursng.

29 The Rosein Twelve Petals

by Theodora Goss

It can tell us how the story ends. Does the Prince emerge
from the fore<t, his shirtdeeve stained with blood? The briars
of the forest know. Does the Witch lie dead, or does she il
st by the smal-paned window of her cottage, contemplating
asolitary pearl that glowsin the wrinkled pam of her hand
like aminiature moon? The spinning whee knows, and surely
itswood will spesk to the wood from which it was made. Is
the Princess breathing? Perhaps she has been deeping for a
hundred years, and the petals that have settled under her
nostrils flutter each time she exhaes. Perhaps she has not
been deeping, perhaps sheis an exquisitely preserved
corpse, and the petals under her nostrils never quiver. The
rose cantdl us, but it will not. Thewind setsits leaves
dirring, and petdsfdl, and it whispersto us. you must find
your own ending.

Thisismine. The Princetripsover an oek log, fdlsinto a
fairy ring, and disgppears. (Heisforced to wash miniature
clothes, and pinched when he complains.) Alice stretches and
brushes the rose petas from her nightgown. She makes her
way to the Great Hall and eats what isleft in the bregkfast
dishes: porridge with brown sugar. She walks through the



sreets of the village, wondering at the Silence, then hearsa
humming. Following it, she comesto a cottage at the village
edge where Madd eine, her hair now completely white, Sits
and spinsin her garden. Witches, you know, are
extraordinarily long-lived. Alice says, “Good morning,” and
Madeleine asks, “Would you like some bregkfast?’ Alice says,
“I've had some, thank you.” Then the Witch spinswhile the
Princess reads Goethe, and the spinning whedl producesyarn
sofinethat ashawl of it will dip through awedding ring.

Will it cometo pass?| do not know. | am waiting, like you,
for the canary to lift its head from under itswing, for the
Empress Josephine to open in the garden, for a sounds that
will tell us someone, somewhere, is awake.



