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My friend - let us call him Priam - was well into 
his winter’s s tudies  w h e n  a l e t t e r  c a m e  f rom 
home. I am  shamed to say i t  was a few days before 
h e  b o t h e r e d  t o  o p e n  i t ,  s ince h e  fancied h e  
already knew t h e  con ten t s :  earnest  advice o n  
cultivating virtue, coupled with t h e  refusal to  
send even a modes t  sum f o r  book-copying a n d  
o t h e r  expenses. But when  a t  last he  did take a 
moment  from his labors to read it, it brought him 
far graver news. The hand was t h a t  of Pony, his 
father’s steward, a n d  it said t ha t  his f a the r  was 
gravely ill, n o t  expected to  last through to spring. 
“If you would  have t h e  Don’s blessing, t h e n  
come,” was  the closing. 

A n d  so he obedient ly  set o u t  f o r  his father’s 
house in Barcelona, swaddling himself against 
t h e  cold in a borrowed cloak. Thejourney  took 
several weeks, walking all t h e  way b u t  f o r  two 
occasions w h e n  h e  convinced a fellow traveler 
to let him sit in the back of a wagon (nobleman’s 
pride, I tell you, is n o  m a t c h  f o r  a raw left foot) ,  
a n d  he feared his f a the r  might well be dead by 
the t i m e  hegot the re .  W h e n  h e  finally arrived, 
Pony g r e e t e d  him with a face more t h a n  grim 
enough t o  suggest t h e  worst ,  b u t  he led Priam 
u p  to  t h e  bedchamber straightaway a n d  t h e r e  
lay the Don, frail a n d  racked with coughing, yet 
alive still. 

“How fares my sire?” Priam asked t h e  old man, 
who struggled to  sit u p  in bed, clutching a t  t h e  
f r o n t  of Priam’s robe t h e  way a drowning man 
clutches a t  a bit of passingflotsam. 

“ I  f e a r  myself lost already son, t h e  soul to  be 
followed all too soon by t h e  body -” 

faithfully f o r  days, a n d  I keep telling him t h a t  
onlygrace will m e e t  him a t  suffering’s end, b u t  
he  doesn’t listen t o  m e  anymore.” 

“ I  know what is to m e e t  me,” t h e  D o n  insisted. 
“Your brother  informs me, Priam. H e  comes  a n d  
sits a s t r i d e  m e  like a t e m p t e r  d e m o n ,  a n d  
whispers to m e  of what  awaits. H e  bends so 
close t h a t  I c an  feel his breath o n  my neck. H e  
par ts thevei l  o f t h e t o m b f o r  me. I’m more than  
half dead already. Why does it please God to  
let m e  linger i f t h e  e n d  is t h e  same, regardless?” 

“ H e  has bad dreams,” said t h e  s t eward .  “He  
wakes u p  screaming in t h e  dead of night, a n d  I 
rush in t o  find o u t  w h a t  t h e  m a t t e r  is, b u t  I’ve 
never seen anything with him, man orghost.” 

“You m u s t  n o t  s u c c u m b  t o  t h e  sin of despair,” 
Priam w a r n e d  his f a t h e r  gently, “ w h e t h e r  it is 
t h e  devil or, m o r e  likely, your  aged mind t h a t  
t r i e s  to deceive you. Your eldest son is long 
s ince in Heaven. H e  would  never t o r m e n t  you 
with such falsehoods. A n d  your  n e x t  eldest 
survived t h e  b a t t l e  f o r  Mkrida, a n d  m u s t  be 
o n  his way here, o r  preparing t o  c o m e  a t  the 
very least.” 

“Pony k n o w s  nothing. H e  will n o t  s t a y  a n d  
watch.” The D o n  glared a t  t h e  steward. “You 
a re  my loyal son. You will do this f o r  your father, 
a dying man. You will tell m e  if th i s  is dotage o r  
not.” 

Now Priam had indeed  had  a b ro the r  named 
Arnal,  his s e n i o r  by nearly a decade. This 
u n f o r t u n a t e  child h a d  s p e n t  m o s t  of his 
invalid’s e x i s t e n c e  c o n f i n e d  upstairs, o f t e n  
with a brazier ablaze even in t h e  spring. H e  had 
b e e n  w a t c h e d  ove r  variously by Ponq, who’d 

“This is nonsense,’’ interrupted t h e  parish priest, 
who s a t  nearby. “He has been  confessing himself 
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wasn't  running a f t e r  t h e  other  boys, or even  
t h e  cook's wife w h e n  n o  o n e  else was handy. A t  15 

his c o n s t i t u t i o n  had f inal ly  g i v e n  o u t .  Priam 
r e m e m b e r e d  Arnal's burial  f a r  b e t t e r  t h a n  h e  
remembered  Arnal himself 

Priam found t h e  idea of playing nurse t o  t h e  Don, t h e  

a! 

I 

Goliath of his boyhood, disturbing, b u t  h e  could n o t  
refuse such a small final kindness, a n d  so t h a t  evening h e  

found himself lightinga candle to  keep w a t c h  by his father's 
bedside. H e  lulled t h e  Don  to sleep with a song murmured 
to  t h e  accompaniment of a lute, t h e n  s a t  f o r  hours, wishing 

\ \ I  J ' ' 
b \ l J i  

f o r  enough light to read. 

A t  l e n g t h  he n o t i c e d  a c h a n g e  in t h e  old man's 
breathing, a slight quickening of pace followed by low 
noises in t h e  th roa t ,  like words seekingto form. There, 

he's dreaming, Priam t h o u 8 h t  t o  himself: a n d  rose t o  
r t o  t h e  bed, howeveu, it 

I 
3. As h e  stepp ed close 

I\ seemed to  re t r ea t  f rom him. The pool of moonlight 
f rom t h e  hole in t h e  window-shutters abovegut te red  
a n d  died, a n d  everything became swathed  in darkness. 
With a hiss t h e  candle  behind him w e n t  o u t .  L ' T \ F.. 

H e  lurched forward to  catch hold of t h e  bed-frame a n d  f ind 

L \ his bearings. Instead h e  t r i p p e d  over  t h e  chest a t  t h e  foot of t h e  
bed, scraping his shin, a n d  tumbled  to  the cold s t o n e  floor. It 

was pitch black now, a n d  it seemed t o  him t h a t  t h e  air was  
growing dampeu, thicker, chillier. H e  called his f a t h e r  a n d  

t h o u g h t  he  heard a muff led cry in return, b u t  could n o t  
tell w h e n c e  it had come.  

H e  p u t  o u t  his hands: t h e y  t o u c h e d  someth ing  t h a t  
w a s  n o t  bed nor  sheet n o r  chest n o r  father, b u t  

someth ing  t a u t  a n d  slick like snakeskin. T h e n  t h e  
air in his m o u t h  g r e w  still thicker, filling u p  

. 
*' 
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.. 
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were packed solid. H e  c o u l d  n o t  e v e n g a s p .  
His chest  boiled, f r o z e  a n d  nea r ly  b u r s t  
w i t h  t h e  n e e d  to d r a w  b r e a t h ,  a n d  his 
head h u m m e d .  W h a t e v e r  i t  w a s  t h a t  
choked him, h e  c o u l d  n e i t h e r  c o u g h  it u p  
n o r  f o r c e  it o u t  with his h a n d s .  S o o n  
e n o u g h  it c o n q u e r e d  him, a n d  h e  fell t o  
t h e g r o u n d  senseless .  

H e a w o k e i n  theg ray ingdawn  tofhd himself 
stillon t h e  b e d c h a m b e r  floor. His f a t h e r  lay in 
bed as b e f o r e ,  a l t h o u g h  h e  looked m o r e  
w i t h e r e d  t h a n  ever, his skin as  t r a n s p a r e n t  a s  
oiled vellum. The D o n  t u r n e d  his h e a d  in his 
sleep, a n d  Priam saw s p a t t e r s  of blood u p o n  
t h e  pillow, yet  h e  c o u l d  n o t  f i n d  t h e  w o u n d  
t h a t  had m a d e  t h e m .  

N o r  was t h a t  t h e  chief s h o c k t o g r e e t  him 
u p o n  awakening .  H e  w e n t  d o w n s t a i r s  a n d  
s e n t  f o r  Ponq, o n l y  t o  learn t h a t  t h e  m a n  
h a d  n e v e r  c o m e  t o  bed, a n d  t h e  pages 
d i d n ’ t  k n o w  w h e r e  h e  w a s .  They s e a r c h e d  
t h e  h o u s e  a n d  t h e n  s t a r t e d  l o o k i n g  
o u t s i d e ,  b u t  t h e  c o u r t y a r d  was deserted 
a n d  Pony’s h o r s e  was s t a b l e d .  

“ W h a t e v e r ’ s  r o a s t i n g  f o r  d i n n e r  s m e l l s  
g o o d , ”  o n e  of t h e  p a g e s  r emarked .  

“ B u t  today’s  a fast,” said a n o t h e r .  “We’re 
n o t  s u p p o s e d  to be having meat.’’ 

“The cook‘s f o r g o t  h i m s e l c ”  g r u m b l e d  
Priam. “You f i n d  y o u r  m a s t e r ,  a n d  I’ll go 
have a w o r d  w i t h  t h e  k i t c h e n  folk.” 

s k e w e r e d  o n  a spit o v e r  t h e g r e a t  h e a r t h  in 
t h e  m i d d l e  of t h e  r o o m .  Priam f o u n d  t h e  
cook a n d  his fami ly  h u d d l e d  in t h e  w i n e  
cellar; e v e n  o n  pa in  of dismissal, n o t  o n e  of 
t h e m  w o u l d  say why they  w e r e  t h e r e  o r  
w h a t  they had s e e n .  

P r i a m g a t h e r e d  t h e  r e s t  of his fa ther ’s  m e n  
a n d  s e r v a n t s  t o g e t h e r .  “A c u n n i n g  devil 
m o v e s  a m o n g  us,” h e  told t h e m .  “ I  w a n t  o n e  
of y o u  t o  fetch t h e  p r i e s t  b a c k  again f o r  
a n  e x o r c i s m ,  a n d  a n o t h e r  t o  go to  t h e  
C o u n t ’ s  m e n  a n d  b e g t h e i r  a s s i s t a n c e  in m y  
fa ther ’s  n a m e .  Unt i l  t hey  r e t u r n ,  we have 
on ly  ou r se lves  to  rely u p o n ,  so  be vigilant.” 

B u t  a s  t h e  day  w o r e  o n ,  t h e  two 
m e s s e n g e r s  n e v e r  c a m e  b a c k .  A f t e r  t h e  
N o n e s  bell, Priam s e n t  o u t  a n o t h e r  pa i r  
a f t e r  t h e  f i r s t .  

A11 t h a t  day a n d  f a r  i n t o  t h e  n i g h t  h e  again 
stood watch a t  his f a the r ’ s  b e d s i d e ,  s w o r d  
in h a n d  i n s t e a d  of a l u t e .  T rue ,  h e  h a d  little 
idea  w h a t  t o  do with i t .  H e  was t h e  t h i r d  
s o n  - o r  t h e  s e c o n d  f o r  all p r a c t i c a l  
p u r p o s e s  - a n d  had s e t  his h e a r t  o n  
a c a d e m i a  f r o m  ea r l i e s t  childhood. B u t  his 
b r o t h e r  Guil le lm had j u s t  helped d r i v e  t h e  
M o o r s  s o u t h  f r o m  L e o n ,  a d v a n c i n g  t h e  
very b o r d e r s  of C h r i s t e n d o m .  Priam c o u l d  
n o t  fail t o  p r o t e c t  his o w n  f a t h e r  in his o w n  
b e d c h a m b e r .  

A s  t h e  m o o n  r e a c h e d  its s u m m i t ,  t h e  old 
m a n  o n c e  a g a i n  s t i r r e d ,  b u t  t h i s  t i m e ,  
i n s t e a d  of s implygrumbl ing ,  hegot u p  a n d  
b e g a n  p u t t i n g  o n  his t u n i c  a n d  his shoes. 

The k i t c h e n ,  however, had n o  folk in i t ,  
except f o r  Ponq,  who had b e e n  n e a t l y  
shaved, basted, s t u f f e d  w i t h  o n i o n s  a n d  
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znaz you a r e  firrial. in zruzn, oo 
Mere g r o w i n g  m o r e  f ,  
t, b u t  a devil might t a k e  
: t h e  unwary. 

require you  t o  be convi 
dryly, “only a t t e n t i v e .  li  

whole thing doubly pleasurable; 
I’d prefer Guillelm had  g o t t e n  he 
t h e  eldest living son  h e  rightful 
honor  f a r  more  t h a n  you. N o w  
wi th  tha t ,  a tendril  of s h a d o w  sty 
t h e  base of t h e  cistern, a n d  toc 
mass until i t  w a s  like a n  enormou: 
T h e n  i t  s t r u c k  a t  Priam, circlir 
pulling him i n t o  t h e  a r m s  o f t  
laughed, s h o w i n g t e e t h  as longan 
of a hunt ing hound.  A m o m e n t  Is 
t o r e  i n t o  Priam’s n e c k ,  a n d  
swallowing his blood in g r e a t  guly 

W h a t  to  say? Such  a th ing  shou 
o n e  i n t o  a t e r r o r  beyond imaginii 
did. Bu t  i t  is also, a s  we know, t h ’  
power to  make evil s e e m g o o d  ai 
desire t h e i r  o w n  ruination. So i 

c rea ture  in brother’s shape  succc 
p o o r  Priam t o  a s t r a n g e  c o n (  
stronger a n d  darker t h a n  t h e  lust 
a mad desire t o  be bled to t h e  ( 

i 

riilpJ him rnrnnlstely e v e n  a s  

I 
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The D o n  placed his thin,  shaking hands  inside 
those of t h e  f iend.  “To you, m y  son, I swea r  fealty, 
a n d  I pray your  p r o t e c t i o n  in return.” 

The devil leaned o v e r  a n d  placed a solemn kiss 
u p o n  his forehead .  T h e n  in o n e  swi-Ft motion,  h e  
stood up, l i e ing  t h e  D o n  by his folded hands  a n d  * 

dropping  him d o w n  i n t o  t h e  water .  T h e r e  was a 
deep echoing splash a n d  o n e  pealing scream a f t e r  

“That was e v e n  m o r e  satisfying t h a n  I had 
imagined,” t h e  devil remarked as h e  leaped nimbly 
d o w n  f rom t h e  cistern’s edge to  land beside 
Priam. Priam cou ld  smell his o w n  blood o n  t h e  

LC Shall we speak of our bargains now, little 
brother?” t h e  f iend  grinned. “Nothing h e  cou ld  
have offered m e  wou ld  have s t a y e d  m y  revenge, 
a n d  Guillelm owes m e  o n e  birthright, plus 
interest ,  b u t  your  only cr ime was a small boy’s 
thoughtlessness.  L e t  m e  dispose of m y  
inheri tance as  I will. Return t o  your  studies,  if 
you c a n  still a f fo rd  t h e m ,  o r g o  vagabond f o r  
all I care.  O n l y  leave m e  in peace,  a n d  I will do 
t h e  s a m e  for you. B u t  if you  t r y  to  interfere.... 

With t h a t  h e  bit d o w n  u p o n  his o w n  finger, 
drawing a th i ck  bead of dark  blood, a n d  
swabbed i t  across Priam’s forehead.  

“Then I’ll know, a n d  you  will suf fer  e v e n  m o r e  
t h a n  t h e  D o n  did.  You saw yourself how I 
c o m m a n d e d  his body, b u t  r e s t  assured, t h a t  
o a t h  to Hell was freely taken.  I t  t o o k  b u t  a few 
s c a n t  weeks to bring him to such  despair. How 
long do you imagine you could  last?” 
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e said t h a t  he kept him- 
as long as possible, because  

Ilen h a u n t e d  his e v e r y  
r t u r e d  a n d  slain 

eir loved o n e s  who 
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s t a r t e d  his walk, so he con t inued  onward,  t 
in8 t o  f i n d  s o m e  q u i e t  a n d  p e a c e f u l  pla 

n e  to  t h e  
word f r e  

brown hai 
I 

h e  would have s o m e  peace.  when he turned to 1 

come  to  such harm! 
Before IonArne c a m p  w a  

took him a m o m e n t  to realize t h a t  t h e g r e e n  

light was  a woman.  It took him even  IonAer 
realize t h a t  she w a s  runr 
a t  intervals as though sorr It;wI It; I uIIuwt;:u rlt=L I le 

didn’t  s top t o  w o n d e  
woman  ran ba re foo t  t t  

riui~;ion OT n 

ask 
I 

his 
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a warding sign in the air with o n e  fragile hands,/ 

1; 
A' 

cleared completely.  They listened 1 
to  be stealthy, assured t h a t  z g 

'i 

d heard it - a d o o r  opening, footfills i! 

unnatural s lumber tha t  noth-  1, 
. Brother  a n d  s is ter  ex- 5 

nce, a n d  both re turned  
places- hefeigningslum- 

t h e  embrasure. she o n  her  

rr 

b 

v 4 
1117. t. 1, 

i' 

1 
ars even  t o  the i r  closed eyes. i 

of pu t re scence  rolled in to  t h e  room with it, a 
t t h a t  n e a r l y g a g e d  both t h e  bro ther  

it- 7s ~,DI I  +LA, VAL ~ ; a e v - - * ~ *  * 'h 

t r r  

st: 

e n  a man. n a u  once ,  in t r u t h ,  beet 
m php haJ qiven her  h e a r t  a n d  t 

' 
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t 

:s 
S 

orla! Wh, sister, 

h joy and  relief: 
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ated t h e  room as 

m e  a n d  it shall be as i 
have b e e n  ....” The c r e a t u r e  
t u r n e d  a malicious leer a t  t h e  

1: “We shall be man and  
in t h e  eyes of  God, a n d  

e x t e n d e d  h e r  arm,  
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with the strain, and began to  speak the Word. “He back t o  life. “Beren,~aria! Come to  me NOW 
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d of  t h e  terror k 
'lies by day, nor c 

I .  
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abouttotell.Yet, I haveseenwith myowneyes 

ept t h e  dangerous p lities of which you 
peak. But  t h e  hour grows late. I shall cont inue 

with my story, and you shall judge it yourselves. 

y ances t r a l  h o m e  is a small m a n o r  cal led 
o u t h a m p t o n  Glen, nestled in t h e  fo re s t  d o w n  
h e  N o r t h a m p t o n  Road. The manor is se t  in a 

g r e a t  clearing, a n d  o u r  lands e x t e n d  o u t  t o  t h e  
ad itself u p o n  which we do t h e  t rading t h a t  
ur lifeblood. I might a t t e m p t  t o  describe o u r  

rther, b u t  I have n o t  t h e  e loquence  t o  
o t h e m  justice. Perhaps you  will have t h e  op- 
o r tun i ty  to  see f o r  yourself if you  a re  eve r  so 
r t u n a t e  a s  to visit. 

A t  t h e  t i m e  my tale begins, I was a young man 
newlygrown, returned from my first campaign and  

arly to bursting of my achievements. My 
father had invited o u r  allies to our  table, f o r  food, 
song and celebration, and we joined toge the r  to 
rejoice in ou r  successes. I tell you this so t h a t  you 
may understand my tale to be t r u e  inasmuch as I 
saw it with my o w n  eyes. 

O n e  of our  allies had brought his daughter and her 
maidservants. The daughter Anne had t h e  appear- 
a n c e o f  a courtly lady- no, an angel. Non 
men could keep their eyes from hes be tJr 
ried o r  no. She had skin li ir 

P .  I 

I 1  v v  I IW * 4aw I L U I  

of winning her  hand, b u t  A n n e  had  already laid 
eyes o n  her beloved t h a t  very night, a n d  h 
h e a r t  was given t o  him w i t h o u t  p o m p  o r  p 
c e d e n t .  Theirs w a s  a s u d d e n  love, a n d  bot 
knew the i r  dest iny t h e  m o m e n t  the i r  eyes fir 
m e t  a n d  hands t o u c h e d .  In t h e  dead of n 
they stole t o  t h e  f o r e s t  f o r  a few solitary ho 
a n d  returned, exhausted a n d  c o n t e n t ,  in t h e  
wee hours of t h e  morning. 

Anne  and  her father w e r e  persuaded to  stay 
for a fortnight. Her lover swore to ask for  her ha 
before they parted company b u t  her father sp 
his days in seclusion with t h e  lords, discussing p 
for  forthcoming campaigns, and he had n o  oppor- 
tuni ty  to ask his question. Still, they m e t  in t h e  
forest  every night, and darkcirclesgrew under t h e  
lover’s eyes, though Anne  remained as beautifvl 
as ever despite her fatigue, and n o  o n e  ever sus- 
pected their moonlit meetings. 

O n e  night, t h e  night of t h e  full moon as I reca 
they walked f o r  hours, planningtheir nuptials a 
rejoicing in their fu tu re  together. The young man 
w a s  driven by love a n d  e x c i t e m e n t  a n d  set 
speedy pace, much too taxingfor his beloved. She 
quicklytiredand begged himtorest , toslowdown 
and  allow her a moment  to  rest  her aching f e e t .  

j arms and  car- 
3 
I t  

I . I  

-m?a as n-stvngana ciencnerr ner nan 
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d e n  under  the moss, t h a t  pricked her  w h e n  she 
se t  her white hand u p o n  it. This h e  set aside 

hile he soothed a n d  t e n d e d  t h e  injured fin- 
er, a n d  she laughed a t  him f o r  t h e  e x a g e r a t e d  
a r e  h e  paid t o  such a trifling thing. Finally, he 
f f e red  her  t h e  brooch, as prisoner a n d  prize, 

do with as she pleased. The brooch! W h e n  
ey finally chanced  t o  look u p o n  it, what  a 

wondrous sight they  saw - bright gold inlaid 
with jewels in such colors t h a t  they m u s t  have 
c o m e  from far-off lands. It w a s  a magnificent 

hing, a n d  A n n e  a n d  he r  lover w e r e  in quick 
r e e m e n t  t h a t  it should be saved f o r  t h e i r  

edding day, f o r  only such a marvelous adorn- 

I 

m e n t  could do jus t i ce  to her beauty.  

Finally, t h e  lords came o u t  of their council room, 
1 a n d  t h e  young man asked his question and  was 

betrothed couple, and thewine flowed in an end- 
less succession of t o a  
young man was sported with joy, an 
his friends all co d him o n  his luck and  
chided him for  stealing such a treasure from be- 

to their happiness. 

neath their f ices.  He  was all happiness a n d  smiles, 
until he  saw how it was with his beloved Anne. 
She w a s  smiling b u t  oh, so pale a n d  her  ski 
stretchedover her bones in a mannerthatalarme 
him immensely. H e  immediately spirited her ou t -  
side where they could speak privately and ques- 
t ioned her. Was she well? Had she eaten? Could 
she be with child so soon? What troubled h 
set such a shadow upon her perFect fac 
laughed away his concerns, kissed him and  claimed 
fatigue. But her hand passed over her breast as she 
spoke and a shadow darkened her dancing eyes, 
and t h e  young man was frightened. 
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othed a n d  beged t o  return within a month's 
t i m e  f o r  t h e  final we 
reques t  w a s  readily a c c e p t e d .  

If you have felt a love such as theirs, you might 
de r s t and  how t h e  m o n t h  passed in a flash 
t seemed t o  last a n  e t e rn i ty  t o  t h e  young 

an. H e  s p e n t  his days in training a n d  in coun-  
his f a t h e r  a n d  his nights dreamingabout  
e a n d  t h e  m o m e n t  w h e n  he  would see 
in. W h e n  t h e  a p p o i n t e d  day came, h e  

scarce con ta in  his e x c i t e m e n t  a n d  kept 
his eyes o n  t h e  road more  o f t e n  t h a n  o n  his 

hen h e  saw t h e  c o m p a n y  in t h e  dis- 
ance, A n n e  leading o n  her  g e n t l e  palfrey, h e  

u t e d  with joy a n d  ran to m e e t  t h e m  

preparations. The 

1 W h a t  a s ightgreeted him! His b e t r o t h e d  looked 
upon him with love in her  eyes, b u t  t h e  changes 
in her f a c e  a n d  appearance  w e r e  too b la t an t  
t o  be ignored. She w a s  clearly il l ,  with a skittish 
air like a n  u n t a m e d  col t .  Her hand clenched a n d  

nclenched upon a velvet p o u c h  tied to  her  
belt and, as much as h e  tried,  h e  could n o t  pry 
it f rom her. H e  spoke a t  s o m e  length with her 
maidservants, b u t  they w e r e  as puzzled a s  h e  

golden brooch did A n n e  rise f rom her bed like a 
s p e c t r e  in wh i t e ,  shrieking in pain a n d  ang  

anding t h a t  h e  unhand t h e  t reasure a n  
rn it to  its rightful owner. 

H e  shrank be fo re  her fierce a t t a c k ,  a n d  pai 
swelled in his eyes a n d  h e a r t  as h e  left h 
bedchamber empty-handed. Within t h e  cham- 
ber, h e  could hear his beloved murmuring ove r  
her prize, a n d  fury o v e r t o o k  him t h a t  she would ' 
be w r e s t e d  f r o m  him in such a horrible manner. 
H e  s t r o d e  f r o m  t h e  manor with renewed p 
pose. H e  would t r a c k  this accursed brooch 
its p o i n t  of c o n c e p t i o n  a n d  pry t h e  means 
its des t ruc t ion  f rom t h e  lips of t h e  thing t h  
spawned it. With his naked sword  in hand, he 
stalked i n t o  t h e  fores t ,  bellowing challenge to 
t h e  enemy t h a t  was certainly within, d e t e r 4  
mined against all reason to f ind t h e  path w h e r e  
A n n e  f i r s t  discovered t h e  brooch. 

Perhaps h e  w a s  de luded  in his belief t h a t  h 
could f ind o n e  pile of leaves in t h e  midst o 
g r e a t  a n d  impenetrable  fores t .  Perhaps h e  did 
n o t  know his f o r e s t  as well as h e  had b o a s t e  
b u t  I th ink n o t .  It seems t o  m e  t h a t  s o m e  ca-  
pricious hand b e n t  t h e  once-familiar paths i n t o  
n e w  shapes, f o r  t h e  young man passed t h e  same 

, . ._ 
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sooner had his f a c e  t o u c h e d  t h e  coolgrass t h e n  
ands lifted him roughly u p  a n d  a n  eldritch light 
hone  in his eyes. H e  immediately became a 

a g r e a t  host surrounding him in t h e  cle 
f such wondrous  a n d  terrible c o u n t e n a  

only be t h e  Fair Folk. 

efore him, h e  spied t h e  little b r o w n  men, 
faeries of t h e  hear th  a n d  h o m e  - t h e  g o a t -  
legged satyrs, who d e p o r t e d  themselves with 

ch  laughing wantonness  t ha t ,  to his shame, 
felt f o r  a m o m e n t  the desire t o  join t h e m  in 
eir cavor t ing  - t h e  r e d - c a p p e d  warriors 
t h  hunger a n d  mania in the i r  eyes. These h e  

s a w  a n d  more, wonders  too amazing a n d  nu- 
merous t o  relate, a n d  his head reeled with fea r  
a n d  desire. They laughed a t  him, seeing this w r i t  
u p o n  his face,  a n d  t h e  young man t h o u g h t  of 
his beloved a n d  prayed to  God f o r  protect ion,  
f o r  h e  had n o  iron o r  salt upon his person, a n d  
t h e  church bells would n o t  ring until morning. 

y brought  him t o  s t a n d  be fo re  the i r  leader, 
who s a t  cloaked a n d  hooded o n  a dais cunningly 

rought  of wood a n d  leaves. H e  w a s  secure in 
his mission, a n d  h e  stood proudly with head 
held high, ready f o r  whatever  d o o m  this lord of 

himself each m o r e  ly t h a n  t h e  last. But  
still, she refused him, a n d  t h e  g a t h e r e d  faeries 
f o u n d  much mirth in his failure. Finally, in des- 
peration, h e  promised t o  bring her  t h e  golde 
brooch, f o r  h e  had nothing left togive. 

A t  this, t h e  q u e e n  started a n d  looked u p o n  him 
with s u d d e n  kindness. She bid her  ladies- 
waiting bring cushions f o r  him t o  sit upon, a 
bade him in a voice like a mountain s t ream t 
tell her m o r e  a b o u t  this magnificent br  
Eagerly t h e  young man described her t h e  shape  I 

a n d  making of it a n d  its hold ove r  his be t ro thed .  
The q u e e n  w a s  much intrigued a n d  asked him? 
to  bring t h e  bauble t o  her. Perhaps, she sug- 
gested, her magics might be able t o  break t h e  
dreadful spell so t h a t  h e  a n d  his lady might be 
properly united.  i /  

Then, t h e  young man realized w h a t  h e  had of- 
fered. H e  knew n o t  howto pry t h e  brooch from 
his lady w i t h o u t  doing harm t o  her, a n d  cried in 
desperat ion t h a t  h e  could not ;  h e  would n o  
do such a thing. A t  this, t h e  q u e e n  rose in a t e r -  
rible a n d  thunderous  fury, a n d  the laughter of 

vas t h r o w n  back, it was a maiden’s f a c e  f o r e  t 
theirs would impose upon him. But  w h e n  t h e  t h e  assembly fell silent before  her  wrath.  Be- 
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learing w a s  e m p t y  a n d  his beloved lost t o  him 
with n o  means to  recover her. 

is father’s men f o u n d  him t h e  n e x t  day, lying 
consc ious  in a n  o v e r g r o w n  clearing, a 

uick they  marked t h e  look of t h e  fae-s t ruc 
his eyes. They heard with dismay t h e  fate of 

n n e  a n d  soothed his sor rows  as best they  
could, though they could do nothing to soothe 
t h e  pain of her loss. From t h a t  d a y  forward, t h e  
young man moved as if in t h e  midst  o f  a night- 
mare,  refusing both food a n d  sleep. Days 

rned i n t o  weeks a n d  weeks i n t o  months,  b u t  
e did n o t  return.  Try as he  might, h e  could 

q u e e n  o r  her retinue, though 
a t  t h e y  w a t c h e d  him a n d  

laughed a s  h e  searched t h e  f o r e s t  f o r  t h e m  

H e  co 
t h e  leaves fell, b u  
waited while s n o w  c 
did n o t  come.  Fin 
s n o w  thawed, he  a 

his d o o r s t e p ,  a n e w b o r n  babe cradled in her 
arms. She w a s  restored t o  health a n d  vitality, 
a n d  t h e g o l d e n  brooch wasgone.  H e  awoke  her 
with a c r y  ofjoy, a n d  the i r  reunion was o n e  
such happiness t h a t  a poet might fill all t h  
parchment  in t h e  world b u t  never approach  
what  they  fe l t .  She had, a f t e r  all, b e e n g o n e f b r  
a lmost  a year. 

H e  resolved to marry her immediately, b 
she c o u l d  d i s a p p e a r  o n c e  again, a n d  A n n e  
laughed a t  his foolish w o r d s  a n d  resolved n o t  
to stray too far. H e  ques t ioned  her t h e n  a n d  
there ,  standing o n  his door s t ep ,  b u t  she could 
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ould n o t  believe t h  had  been  g o n e  so 
ild in her arms. She 
e babe, only t o  say 

h a t  she was its m o t h e r  a n d  t o  o f fe r  it to  him 
in t h e  hopes t h a t  h e  would love it a n d  claim it 

took t h e  child with mingled pride a n d  fear, 
r‘ i t  may indeed have been  his o w n .  There  w a s  

a hint  of resemblance in t h e g r a y  eyes a n d  t h e  
lope of t h e  child’s nose. But, t o  his eyes, t h e r e  

very same eyes a n d  the 
h e  babe’s innocen t  coo- 

ng, a n d  h e  could n o t  p u t  o u t  of his mind t h e  
llure of t h e  Fair Folk. But  h e  spoke n o t  of his 
orries, a n d  claimed t h e  child because his be- 

ed it a n d  married her soon  after.  

, Their marriage w a s  a happy one,  a n d  they  had 
many children, b u t  t he i r  f irstborn w a s  an odd, 
solitary lad with t h e  bad habi t  of stealing off 

i 

i; 
a soft spot f o r  him, a n d  t h e  boy would listen 8 

t o  her  if to  n o  o n e  else. B u t  h e  spoke seldo 
a n d  had few friends, preferring t h e  soli tude 
t h e  f o r e s t  to  noisygames of catch-me-if-yo 
can  with t h e  village boys. Of late, A n n e  a n d  h 
husband had no t i ced  t h a t  h e  was increasin 
d i s t r ac t ed  a n d  his forays i n t o  t h e  woods m 
a n d  more  f r equen t ,  b u t  t h o u g h t  nothing of it 
until h e  disappeared a m o n t h  ago. H e  has n o  
been  seen  since. 

A n n e  is inconsolable. She has t aken  t o  w a n d  
in8 t h e  woods a t  night calling f o r  her  child, 
her  lover did f o r  he r  so many years ago. 
beged m e  to  make this pilgrimage a n d  pra 
his safe return.  I could n o t  d e n y  her, t h o u g h  I 
know h e  is lost t o  us forever. The boy is t h e  
queen’s man now, a n d  I a m  ashamed to a d m i t  
t h a t  I envy  him f o r  t h a t ,  f o r  I c a n n o t  f o r g e t  t h e  
terrible b e a u t y  of her face .  

I 

1 
I 

I 
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It begal a~ rr~y ca~r~p, ulree days past. My horse's pausing long enouAh t o  finish of f  my own c,, 

! 

t 

ered hand in greeting. I too clear to me now. 

pted it, I felt a chill pass across the b 

I 

and I could not be 
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night, sh: 
m ,-.,-..4-:- 

ir 
I I1y I I lbl IU, LI l b l l  ' 

t of a belief that  
e course of  yo^ 
m\ L i n - A  +Law 

I I"' 1 VV...V I .V.V "VI m.*m ." VVVUVVV , V V .  V V V V U  . ...... *" . . . . . . . ... - . , ... 

and t h e  blas- 
his discourse, 

lord: "God." 

=d his hands, 
hetoric like a 
:e! Rest easy, 
:ads abou t  t o  
I f  am a Chris- 

1 yet  I cannot  
.eator shaped 
Nherever t h e  
Jesigns still in 
30 you know 

Y 
curiosity. 

)ur life." 

on's unnerving 
isper, "My wife 
3 me anymore. 
j a Drison t h a t  

you and t o  
D t h s  of your 
laking n o t  a 

I 
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has no  shackles t o  hold m e  n 
from leaving. It needs none, for  

in and, 

be of fered  t o  mortal  ears 
U 

. If you a r e  strong, 
1 I .  . I  * . I  and  I think you are, you will a s c o v e r  t n a r t n e  

ay  t o  acquire  t h  
is t o  ask a n e w  set of c 

le knowledge you crave 
pest ions.”  

t i on  t h e  light 

YOU are a uemon, come  -LO spirit 

to Hell. You will f; 
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I f  t h a t  terrible 
For w h a t  must  
t h o u t  finding 
’as lost. I could 
my cheek from 
k i n t o  m y  face.  
had  been  rug- 

y kerchief, only 
:ly fallen some- 
netrable  pools 
e t h e  s ta rs  did 

do n o t  make any claim 
nic nor  wor ry  a t  my 
t o  forge  onward  and  

I iriu a way UXK LU carrip. As I t u rned ,  Tomas’ 
return to your light flared, a n d  I stood face- to- face  with t h e  

- - - r - - - -  - - _  

your  ha p pi n ffei 
ingyou a chance  t o  take it back. But  I make t h  

onlyonce* You accept and fo”Ow 

do perils unknown, 
hat this was wizard o n c e  more. wine  a n d  p re t end  o n  t h e  morrow tl 

a drunken hallucination?” 
“I a m  glad t o  see you here,” Tomas said, before  

le of branches. 
s I c a m e  u p  behind him to follow, t h e  sorcerer 

with a long index finger t o w a r d  movemen t  in 
tE 

’mas “‘Ode t u r n i n g t o  push asidea t h i c  
ig a reply. I A 

wled figure ges tu red  f o r  silence a n d  stillness. H e  poi 
oegan EO r a a e  in-co me verve-cy oiackness a n d  
t h o u g h t  with d r e a d  o n  w h a t e v e r  nightmare :hold.” 

Put t ing u p  o n c e  more, 
t h e  darkness with 

I r i  I I l l  

he dis tance  and  whispered, “BE 

1 0  I .  

I 

I t o  swal 
,t unbidc 

IO low u p  I leaned torward  togaze upon  wha teve r  spec- 
Jen, my t a c l e  Tomas  ha h e r e  to  see. I t h e n ,  almc 

. I  

IS 

legs srar-cea TO carry m e  in-co t n o s e  sna 

. , I  r . 0 . 1  . I 

U 

1 1 dows.1 s c a n  J a n d  quick ly  
unched  in t h e  
like two sunlit 
kneeling man, 

Id mane  of hair 

2ere t o  cauA 
O W  VI a LdVt; .  I L t;yC;s 51 IUI It; 

I , I  

wiii return t o  t n e  r a c t s  or t n e  tale.  

h r o a t  a n d  I stifled 
a s t  in t h e  cave  lurched 

ps, afraid t o  entangle  breath 
an  ankle upon  a loose 

h e  night, hoping to  make 
scream of te r ror  
ou - - 

ysterious visitor 
tar l i t  woods. C 
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V .  

arm orange ligh 
I .  .. I.. . I . 

ation dawne 

wazcrieu iri  silence as I 

and seven women - nake 

danced around a bon 

W4 

ies unashamed, so beautiful w a  

nal rite. As t 
upon me, I a 

ous from his tone that he knew the answer. 

ith t o  witness.” I stated wit 
I 

in my tone. 

fear and prejudice.’’ 
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ies - was 
, smile. was n e v e r .  

bo rn  of t h e  s a m e g o o  et they  sins, t h e  o t h e r  sins.”)ames laughed 
w e r e  as d i f f e r e n t  a s  n e  f o u n d  e x c i t e m e n t  a n d  pleasure in 

b e r e d  t h e s e  w o r  
A -. . . - 

ke o r j e s t  never  foreig 

e n t  his d a y s  m a k i n g  a n d m a k e h i  k. “I’ll n o t  be bLUY 

- - . . - . - . n t  on ,  a n d  w h e n e v e r  James  

‘Y ” ” ’ ’- ’--‘ 

n a n d  broke  Sam f a c e ,  b u t  t o o k  his 
h e  left. “I a m  n o  longer 

t h e  sky o r  o u t  o v e r  t h e  m o  
n o w  

While t h e  brothers’ p a r e n t s  w e r e  n o t  poor, 
n o r  w e r e  t hey  noble, a n d  they w e r e  glad J a m e s  o n l y  r augneu  a n a  said, “Tell m e ,  
t h a t  t hey  had two s t r o n g  boys t o  w o r k f o r  birothev, does t h e  sight of a monk‘s bald 
t h e m .  B u t  ne i the r  o f t h  
to work . )ames  was too 
t h e  soft y o u n g  w o m e n  
imploring t h e m  to  join him in a swim. Will- 
iam c o u l d  o f t e n  be f o u n d  n o t  f a r  away, 

ot a voice in his head. 
d, calling o n e  sloth- 

I a n d  t h e  o t h e r  lustful, a n d  t h e i r  f a t h e r  

e st i r  your  loins t h e  w a y  y o u n g  Rebecca 
n t h e  w a y  does mine?” 

m l e f t ,  d i sgus ted ,  a n d  w e n t  t o  be- 
e a monk, a n d  we shall hear  more  of him 

But lames ,  thinking n o w  o n  Rebecca,  
w e n t  to visit h e r  a n d  did n o t  r e t u r n  h o m e  
until a f t e r  dark.  W h e n  h e  did, his f a t h e r  was 

wai t ing  w i t h  a switch in hand, a n d  James  
laughed a t  f irst ,  is f a t h e r  had neve r  
managed  to disc him wi th  his min- 
istrations.  

wou ld  t a k e  a switch to 
e i t h e r  failed to work .  W 
tes t  t h a t  h e  d i d w o r k ,  which wa 
cr ied  o u t  in pain t o  his f: 

brother’s keeper?” Tonight,  h o  

Wellington Almeida de Oliveira (order #2110448) 189.89.24.92



Wellington Almeida de Oliveira (order #2110448) 189.89.24.92



66 

Wellington Almeida de Oliveira (order #2110448) 189.89.24.92



each o ther .  I wish to be free,  a n d  you wish 
to make  your  way. Well, t h e n ,  I have a solu- 
t i o n  - if you  a r e  willing t o  t a k e  a risk.” 

iin a n d  

e r y  I 
whicri you inus 

o u  bui l t  w i th  

m a n  a s  if t o  h a n d  it t o  him. H e  smiled,  
a m  sorry, sir. I will m o s t  

The man did n o t  listen, b u t  rea 
h a n d  t o  t a k e  t h e  ax-hand1 
proached ,  J ames  s p u n  t h  
a n d  buried t h e  blade w 
in t h e  man’s head.  Th  
t h e  switch dangling Ioos 

t h e  
o r s t  t h e  w a t e r  d o w n .  a n d  t r e e d o m  awaits 
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out from the house an 

with which t o  

sipped the 6dd brew. 

felt something change. He felt a tearing, 
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n o t  bend o r  break, n o  mat te r  h o w  hard h e  
s t ruck  - down o n  his brother’s body. 

prison, bu 

eakly, “ I  have  made my 
do n o t  need  you as m 
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