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CHAPTER |
Home

Thisisthe story of something that happened along time ago, to aboy called Ludo, and you can
believeit or not asyou please. It wastold to me by Ludo's own grandson, and persondly | believe every
word of it. But you, Amelie, must judge for yoursdlf.

Ludo Spiegl was deven yearsold, and he lived near alittle mountain villagein Bavariacalled
Oberfeld. Herr Spiegl, Ludo's father, was very poor. He owned three goats and a cow, and that was all,
if you don't count hiswife and son. Even the old horse he kept for work, and the cottage he lived in, poor
asit was, did not belong to him, but to the King, who owned the whole valley and dl the land for many
miles around.

Herr Spiegl made hisliving chiefly by carpentry. He even cut the trees himsdlf, and dragged them
down from the mountain with the help of Renti, the old horse, then sawed them up and stacked them and
|eft them to weather. He was a good carpenter, and there wasn't ahouse in Oberfeld without some of his
furnitureinit. Even Doctor Kainz, from asfar awvay as Niederfed, had asked Ludo's father to make him
atable, and Herr Spiegl had once carved a segt for the church, which (said the priest) was good enough
for one of the King's castles. But the work was dow and hard, and of courseit took along time, so Herr
Spiegl had to take any other work that came hisway. In summer he and Ludo— whaose real name was
Ludwig, the same asthe King's -—Ieft the cottage in the valey and moved up into the mountainswith the
goats and the cattle from dl the valley farms. There the sun shone brilliantly dl the time, and there was
plenty of good grass and water. Thiswasthe Alm, the summer farm. Twice aday all the cowscamein
from the pastures to be milked, and from thismilk Ludo's father and the other men made cheeses, which
were stored and later on taken down the mountain and sold. The cheese making was hard work, in sheds
full of steaming vats, and so was the milking. Ludo wastoo young to help. He spent every day out on the
mountains de watching the cows and goats and seeing that they did not stray. He loved the summer.

But when summer ended life was hard and fierce. Every year, about the middle of September, when
dew lay heavy on the grasses, and the butterflies wavered deepily over the blue scabious and silver
thigtles, the cattle would trudge, with sweet bellstolling, down the steep mountain paths back to their
winter homesinthevdley. Thiswasatime of festivd in the village; there would be music and dancing and
the blessing of the cattle, and for ashort timelifewould be full of gaiety and color; but then the feasting
would be over, the cattle would file into their placesin the lower rooms of the cottages, and the Spiegls
cow and the goats and Renti would be shut up for the long winter months. Ludo's father would check the
store of firewood stacked under the eaves, and would sort out the good seasoned wood for his
carpentry, and the household would settle down to the routine of winter.

Then the snow would come.

Y ou have never seen such snow. Y ou would go to bed one night as the flakes began to drift, and the
sky was dark, had been dark all day. When you awoke in the morning the sun was out, and what a sun!
A blazein asky so bluethat it hurt the eyes, reflected everywhere from snow dazzling white with clear
blue shadows. Y ou could tell where the houses were because the snow was house shaped. Y ou could
see the pine trees because the snow stood glittering in Christmas-tree columns. But that was dl. Roads,
streams, fields had gone. It was winter, and the snow locked the valeys.



In some ways thiswas an even better time than summer, because people would get out their
snowshoes and take to the snow. Ludo could never decide which he loved more; lying out in the sunshine
at the Alm, watching the goats and cattle peacefully grazing hour by hour; or racing downhill over the
crisp and sparkling snow, as swiftly asthe King flew past in his golden deigh with the four gray horses.

But winter could be crud, too. Y ou could go to bed one evening after aday in the sun and snow,
and perhapsif you wokein the night you might hear asmall sound like adog whining a the window's
edge. But it wasn't the dog; he was curled beside you in the blankets. It was the north wind; the wicked
winter wind that brought the blizzard snow, thick whirling flakes that blotted the world out and drifted
deep inthe valleysand, worst of dl, brought great torrents of snow rushing down the mountainsdes.
These were the avalanches, which swept away everything in their path and buried it—houses, cattle,
people, everything—so deeply that they were never seen again until monthslater when the snow melted
in the spring and the bodies were dragged out to be buried.

It was on one such night that Ludo's story starts.

All the week it had snowed, so that the outlines of village and valley were blurred and soft with
snow. Insde the Spiegls house it was warm and rather stuffy, because nobody with any sensewould
have opened awindow, and indeed Ludo and hisfather spent most of their day near the big stovein the
corner, busy with their winter tasks.

Firgt of al let metdl you what the cottage was like, because, Amdlie, it wasn't the kind of house you
have ever seen, and probably never will now, though here and therein Bavariato thisday there are
tumbledown old wooden huts that look like cattle sheds, but which were once houses where people like
Ludo lived.

The Spiegls cottage was all made of wood, and was two storeys high. In the bottom storey the
animalslived during the winter; they had stalls at one end of the room—we had better cal it a
barn—while the other end was used as a storeroom for the animals fodder, and also for some of the
family'sfood, like potatoes, and tubs of pickled cabbage which they called sauerkraut, and strings of
hard dry sausages, and flour. Then there were Herr Spiegl'stools, and hisjars of glue and varnish, and a
stack of seasoned wood ready for making into furniture. In one corner stood abox filled to the brim with
what looked like the dried roots of trees, and knotty bits of wood broken from dead branches. Whichiis,
infact, exactly what they were. Besides being good at making tables and chairs, Herr Spiegl enjoyed
wood carving, and amost every evening in winter, when the other work was done and Frau Spiegl sat
down by the stove with her sewing, Ludo and his father would st there, too, whittling away at carvings of
gnomes or goats or chamois, which they might be able to sdll during the summer to make alittle extra

money.

Itistruethat Ludo's carvings did not sell very well—unless hisfather improved them a
bit—because, as hisfather said to him, "Y ou will never make a carver until you can talk to the people
you carve, and they talk back to you."

Ludo didn't quite understand what his father meant, because, though Herr Spiegl certainly talked
away (to himsdlf, said Ludo's mother, blinking through her spectaclesin the light from the stove), Ludo
had never heard thelittle carved gnomes and elves saying asingle word. But it must be admitted that,
when Herr Spiegl had finished them and hung them on the cottage wall till spring, they looked very lifelike
indeed, asif they had affairs of their own and would, as soon as the family was sound adeep for the night,
jump down from the wall and go about their own business. And though Ludo's carvings each had two
eyes, anose, and amouth, dl in exactly the right places, they looked just like pieces of pineroot with no
dfarsadl.



But gtill Ludo whittled and whittled, and wished that he could be alowed to help hisfather with
something redlly useful, like tables and chairs; but he was as clumsy with aplane or achisd as he could
be, and after he had cut himself afew times, and spoiled some good pieces of wood, he was forbidden
to do any more. Mysdif, | think this clumsiness must only have been because he was too eager, and tried
to do work which was beyond him, but Herr Spiegl would shake his head impatiently, and wonder doud
what he had done to be saddled with a clumsy son like Ludo, and Frau Spiegl would purse her mouth up
over her neat sewing and say that it wasn't everyone who was born with clever hands, but that even Ludo
was ahit of ahelp sometimes. Then poor Ludo would hang his head and wish with dl his heart that he
could do something, even the smallest thing, redlly well, so that he could be ahelp to his parents, and
perhaps one day hear peoplein the village saying, "There goesthat clever boy of the Spiegls,” theway
they did about Emil the baker's son, and Hans from the smithy, and even Rudi hisfriend, who had once
earned asilver coin for showing the King's huntsman which way the stag had gone. But nobody was ever
going to say that about L udo Spiegl, who had never been to school, and who did nothing well except
carry wood and fetch water, feed the animals and clean their stalls, mend the harness, sharpen hisfather's
tools and mix the glue and clean the brushes and sort the nails and sweep up the shavings. . . . So he
would carve away at some tough old pineroot (for of course the best pieces had to be kept for his
father) and dream of one day being ared wood-carver and making things so beautiful that they werefit
for nothing less than the King's own castle.

Now, the part of hiswork that Ludo liked best (gpart from the wood carving, which wasredly play)
was feeding the animals. Not the cow so much, because she was rather a stupid cresture, or even the
goats, which were clever, but would take advantage of kindness, and give you anip or pull loose from
their collars and give endless trouble before they could be caught again. But he loved the old horse Renti,
whom he had known dl hislife. Indeed, Renti was older than Ludo, being now seventeen years old,
which for aworking horseisavery good age indeed. And aworking horse he certainly was; he did
everything, the ploughing of Herr Spiegl'stiny field, the dragging of the logs down the mountainsdeto be
sawn up, the carting of the cut timber and then the finished furniture, and a dozen other tasks. For
fourteen years he had done this, and for the last three or four it could be seen that he was getting dower
and dower; then one day arolling log caught one of hisforeegs and hurt it. By good luck the leg had not
broken, but ever since that day Renti had gone siffly and agood deal more dowly. So soon, perhapsthis
next summer, said Herr Spiegl, they would have to get another horse. Neither Ludo's mother nor father
said aword about what would happen to Renti, but Ludo knew that hisfather could not afford to feed
two horses, so he knew that Renti would be taken away and killed. So every day, when he had finished
feeding the other animals, he took Renti his feed and then sat by him, talking to him for company.

"Because| cantak to you" said Ludo, "and even though | can't hear you, I'm sure you'retalking
back to me."

And old Renti would blow gustily into the chopped hay and snuffle with hisnogtrils at Ludo's chest,
and the two of them understood one another very well.

CHAPTER 11
TheLost Horse

One night, when the wind whined high among the white crags, and the snow swirled thick and ever
thicker around the cottage, Ludo sat there, quite done but for thelittle gnomesthat hung on the walls. His
father and mother had gone out, down to the village, because his mother's sster wastaken ill and needed
help, and Herr Spiegl would not let hiswife journey aone down thevalley.



"It will be abad journey down," he said, "and aworse journey back. But Ludo will stay here and
keep the stove going, and if you have to stay with your sister, why then, I'll come back mysdf before
morning. Because, mark my words, by thistime tomorrow there will be no coming and going &t dl in this
valey."

So Ludo, who was not in the least afraid of the dark or the londly silence, asyou or | might have
been, st there by the stove and carved away at apiece of fir wood which looked asif it should turn into
avery lifdike gnomeif you carved a bit here and a bit there.

But it didn't. The wood in the stove hissed and settled, and the wooden clock ticked on thewall,
and the eyes of dl the gnomes on thelog wallswatched, just asif any minute they would spesk; and
bel ow the floor the animals shifted in their stalls and one of the goats whickered, and when thewind
fretted too close around the cottage walls the shuttersrattled.

Since there was no one to send him to bed, Ludo didn't go. He was cozy near the stove, he had
brought in plenty of wood, and he didn't give athought in the world to economizing on the candle. So he
sat there carving the gnome's nose and eyes, while the others on the wall watched him, until the door in
the clock flew open, and the cuckoo said it was midnight.

It redly wastime for bed, thought Ludo. And since he dept in the same room, just on the other side
of the stove, it wasn't such ahardship to go asit isfor uswho have to leave awarm room and go up the
chilly stairs. Hewasjust putting away his carving tools and the haf-finished gnome when he was startled
by aloud bang, the kind that might be made by a damming door, or by something heavy fdling to the
floor. He stood till for amoment, listening. He could hear nothing but the quiet soundsthat were the
familiar sounds of the night, with behind them dl the whining of the wind. Then he redized that the room
was colder, asif adoor had opened. But the door was fast, and so were the shutters.

So, thought Ludo, the cold draft was coming up through the floorboards. One of thewindowsin the
barn had blown open, letting the cold night in.

He picked up the candle, pulled up the trapdoor in the corner near the door, and climbed down into
the barn.

It was bitterly cold down there. In their corner beyond the strawstack the goats were huddled close
together for warmth. The cow, stupid creature, just looked at him reproachfully with her big long-lashed
eyes. But the horse Renti—

Ludo stood stock-still on the bottom step of the stairs, not believing it. Where the old horse had
aways stood was only the frayed end of arope hanging, il tied to the manger, but no Renti. And the
outer door of the barn stood wide open, pushed right back against the piled snow. Renti had gone.

WEell, you can imagine that L udo ran to the open door to peer out in the teeth of the wind, but of
course he saw nothing, because the flame was ripped straight from his candle, and outside there was
nothing to be seen but the high drifts of snow, and a sort of furrow where perhaps the horse had
ploughed hisway through them. Already the furrow was no more than adip in the snow's surface and,
though Ludo floundered dong it into the dark for afew yards, he couldn't even seethe track of it any
more. Nor, asfar as hisgood young eyes could strain, did he see any moving thing or any dark shape
that could be the truant horse.

It was not redly dark, because the snow lay everywhere and reflected back what light there was
from the stars. And what stars! In that clear black mountain sky they shone and dlittered, and undernesth
them the snow-peaks glistened, so that someone like Ludo, who was used to the winter darkness, could
really see quite well. And while he stood there the wind dropped as suddenly asit had risen, and the



snow stopped swirling, except for afew last, silent flakes which drifted down and settled. Everything was
gill and silent, and very, very cold.

Now, Ludo, for al he was clumsy with hisfather'stools, and not as clever asHans and Rudi and his
other friendsin the village, had alot of common sense. He knew that the old horse, if he were not
recovered and brought back to hiswarm stable, would die very soon. He also knew that if he himself
went out to look for Renti through the degp snow he might fal into adrift himsalf and not be able to get
out of it. Inwhich case he, too, would die.

But it would do no harm to light alantern and climb the snow dope behind the cottage, where the
view was better. He might catch sght of Renti and be able to follow and bring him home without risk; or,
if the old horse saw the lantern, he might struggle back himsalf out of the cold, and so save hislife.

If hedidnt, al Ludo could do wasto go back into the warmth of the cottage, and wait for hisfather
to come back from the village. Between risking his own death and the horse's there could be no choice.
Heranin, shutting the barn door behind him, and raced up the stairsto get histhick coat and muffler and
his woollen hat with the earflaps. He had thick boots, too, as good as his parents could afford. It did not
do to economize on winter clothesin Bavaria. He sei zed his snowshoes and poles and ran downstairs
where the goats were aready munching cheerfully, and the cow paid no attention.

"Y ou don't even care, do you?' said Ludo to them angrily, and pulled the horn lantern down from its
hook and lighted it. Then he fastened on his snowshoes, let himsdlf out of the barn, and closed the door
behind him.

He could just see the way up to the ap behind the cottage, because the path lay between two rows
of firs, and these made a sort of snow wall to either hand. The snow was very deep, and il soft, so that
even in spite of the snowshoes he sank right into it at every step. If you have ever tried to walk through
deep snow you will know how hard it was, and this snow was degper than any we ever have herein
Scotland. Ludo wanted to hurry, but it wasn't possible to hurry though those soft drifts; so he trudged
dowly upward, stamping each step hard into the snow as he went. He would soon have been exhausted
if he had tried to go far, and indeed when he had struggled up to the flat ap above the cottage, he was
dripping with swesat ingde his clothes and breathing like abellows. He stood there and strained his eyes
asfar ashe could in every direction.

Therewas no sign of Renti. Nor wasthere any sgn of hisfather returning from Uncle Franzl's house
down in Oberfeld.

Ludo hestated, wondering what to do. So often, he knew, he did stupid things, and people said,
"It'sonly Ludo; he'snot very bright." They might say even worse things, they might blame him for Renti's
escape. He was the one who mended ropes and harness, so if Renti died (he told himsdlf) it would redly
be hisfault. He knew it was no use going after the old horse, but what he might do, he decided, wasto
go down to the village and tell hisfather what had happened. And if hedid, would hisfather say, "That
was avery sendblething to do, Ludo,” or would everyone shake their heads a him and muitter, "There
he goes again; bothering hisfather when his poor Aunt Annaliesso sick.”

S0 he stood there, and thought about how stupid he was, and how cold the night was, and about
Renti with his tiff foreleg, and how by morning the dear old horse would be dead; and he cried, with the
tearsfreezing asthey ran down his cheeks.

CHAPTER 11



The Shooting Star

Possibly it was because of the tears, which filled his eyes and ran down hisface into his muffler, and
made hisnose run till he had to wipeit with hiswet glove (and everyone knows how uncomfortable and
miserablethat is), besdes the unhappiness and the helpless feding that he had done something terrible
and now there was nothing he could do about it—but when the strange thing happened, Ludo didn't
noticeit straight away. He just stood there crying for poor old Renti, out therein the crud night, and
being in aqueer sort of way glad that he could cry his heart out with no oneto see and think he was
soft—soppy they used to cal it in my day—to cry likethis, especialy over an anima. One day he would
understand that there is nothing soft about tears when oneis bitterly unhappy about something one has
donewrong, especidly to an animd, which can't defend itself.

So Ludo stood and cried, and dl around him stretched the deep unbroken snow of the valley; with
the forests above, and above the forests the mountain peaks glittering through the snowstorms that till
drifted there like clouds; and above and beyond these till the stars, flashing thick in ablack, black sky,
and throwing astrange light, like tarnished slver, over the snow wastes. Then far away, at the foot of the
great diff facethey cdl the Jagersap, something smal and black moved dowly againgt the snow.

It wasamarvel that Ludo saw it. He had just wiped his eyes with the nasty wet back of hisglove,
and hewas turning away to go back to the house, when the black moving speck caught his eye. Now,
you or | would probably only have seen a black moving speck, but Ludo was used to the great and
glittering distances of the mountains, and he had eyes as good as abird's, which as you know are the best
eyesintheworld. Also he knew Renti. So he saw straight away that the speck was horse shaped, and
moving like a horse, even though it was forging through breast-degp snow and making very hard going of
it.

Y ou would be surprised how those tears dried. His eyes were clear in aflash, and histhroat, too.
He put both hands to his mouth and gave thelong, yodeling call that carries like a bugle note over the
echoing distances of the Alpine country. It wasthe cal he gave in summer to the cows up at the Alm, and
it went clear through the night asfar as the Jagersalp and came echoing back, moments later, to where
Ludo stood.

Renti heard it. He stopped. Even Ludo could not see at that distance just what happened, but he
was sure the old horse stopped, lifted his head, and looked back. But then he dropped his head again,
leaned hisweight againgt the snow, and forged on, away from home toward the Jagersalp.

And at that instant, two other things happened.

Thefirst wasthat the Jagersap vanished. The steep mountain-sde above the cliff began to smoke
likeafire. But of courseit wasn't afire. Ludo knew what it was; it was the terrible avaanche, the
snowfdl that brings thousands of tons of snow and stones and rock together down like atorrent from the
high reaches of the mountains, smothering everything beneath. Somewhere up high above the dliff of the
Jagersap the snow had begun to move, to dip with its own weight; and now amass of it, gathering and
ever gathering, was rushing faster and faster toward the edge of the cliff, and sending up acloud of snow
like white smoke as it moved. It was just above the snowfield where Renti floundered. It had reached the
edge of the Jagersap, and was smoking down over it. And now, soft and sullen, Ludo could heer it, like
muffled thunder, tons and tons of snow plummeting down the cliff face and then mushrooming out to bury

everythinginitspath.

There was nothing he could do but stand there and watch. And when the avalanche had stopped
and the snow smoke had cleared away, there was nothing to see but a new, unbroken plain of snow



gretching from the foot of the Jagersalp down to the bottom of the valley. Where Renti had been, there
was nothing.

Ludo fdt asif he himsdf had been coated in snow and then turned to ice. He couldn't move. He was
gl staring at the spot where amoment before Renti had been, when the second thing happened.

A dar fell.

From high, high in the winter sky, huge and glittering and beautiful, and looking asif it had been set
there by God to shinefor ever and ever, the star moved suddenly from its socket and, dowly as a spark
drifting from the fire across adark room, it swam in along bright curve acrossthe night sky, and dl the
other stars, dtill fixed and shining, looked dim beyond it. Behind the moving gar, like thetail of akite,
curved atrain of sparkling Stardust. Slowly it went, then faster and fagter, till suddenly it curved
downward to shoot, like ablazing arrow, right into the plain of snow below the Jagersalp. On the very
spot, Ludo could have sworn, where Renti must be.

Then the sar's light quenched, and the night was empty as before, and Ludo was doneonthedp
above the cottage.

CHAPTER |V
The Jagersalp

| don't know what it was about that star, but Ludo then proceeded to forget al the common sense
he had. What he thought he could do | don't know, and | don't think he did either, but something about
the sudden, unearthly sight of that star falling from heaven seemed to bedazzle hiswits, so that before he
even knew what he was doing he had driven his poles hard into the snow, and was making asfast ashe
could for the spot where the star had fallen.

He knew the exact spot to makefor. If ever you have watched agtar fall, you will know how certain
you werejust whereit fdl, and if only it were near enough (whichit rardly is) you fed you could go
sraight to the spot and find its cooled, shrunken globe, or the great hole it made whereit drove deep into
the ground.

| doubt if Ludo really expected to find ether of these things; he only knew that the star had fallen to
lead him to that spot, and he must go there. So he raced along, and the lights of the village dropped
farther and farther behind him till they were out of sght atogether, and there was nothing but the
gparkling silence of the night, and the rush of his shoes over the snow.

The shadow of the Jagersap loomed over him, blacking out the starlight. For thefirst time he
hesitated, and for thefirst time wondered if he had really done something very foolish indeed. Then dl at
once the snow gave way abruptly benesth him; a huge crevasse opened directly in front of hisfeet, and
before he could stop himself he had shot clean over the edge and down, down into the dark, soft bottom
of the crevasse.

Hedid not know how far he had fallen, but it seemed a very long way. However, hefell on snow,
which was soft, so he didn't hurt himself at al. For afew seconds he lay there, with the breath knocked
out of him, then he sat up and, with fingers clumsy from the cold, loosed off his snowshoes. It was
pitch-dark. None of the starlight could penetrate to the bottom of this black snow pit. Though he strained
his eyes upward, he could not even see where the dark walls of the pit ended and the dark sky began.



The crevasse was deep under the shadow of the Jagersalp, and there were no starsto see.

It was very dark, very cold, and very lonely, and Ludo had time now to redlize how silly he had
been to do what he had done. There was no magic in ashooting star, no message, nothing to send him
rushing off into the night like that. In fact, he began to remember other thingsthat folk said about stars
fdling: afdling gar, they said, meant adeeth. So if that lovely star had meant anything at al, it had meant
that poor old Renti was dead, smothered under the avaanche. And unless Ludo himsalf could keep
warm and stay dive until hisfather got home and saw the tracks leading to the Jagersalp, there might be
another star faling. For him. Because there was no way out of his pit of snow; he knew that. If hetried to
climb and flounder up the sides of it, the new soft snow would cave in and bring with it more and more of
the smothering stuff from the dope above, so that even histracks would be hidden, and hisfather would
have no ideawhere to sart looking.

Ludo sat there, holding his usaless snowshoes, and beginning to fed very frightened indeed. The
cold grew and grew likeice forming around him, till his eyeballs ached with it, and his body stopped
feding, and he shut hiseyes and lay back against a pile of snow asif it were asoft pillow. . . .

Then dl a once, right beside him in the dark, the pile of snow began to move. Ludo's eyes opened,
he sat up with astart, then jumped aside, his heart thudding. The heap of snow quivered, then it heaved,
then it shook itsdlf, and then it showered down into little hegps on the ground, while what had been insde
it got to itsfeet. Ludo couldn't see anything at dl, but he could hear a huffing of nostrils and a shaking of
mane and aswishing of tail, and he knew what it was. Old Renti, buried like him at the bottom of the pit,
but il dive.

"Oh, Renti!" cried Ludo, and jumped up and flung his arms around the old horse's neck, quite
forgetting that when you are & the bottom of a crevasse you have to be very careful indeed not to shout
or make sudden movements, for fear of starting another snow dip.

Which is exactly what happened. With no sound &t all, but like acold gentle fog descending, the
sdes of the pit caved in, showering down to cover boy, horse, and all.

That is, they covered the place where the horse and the boy had been. But no sooner had the first
herading flakes begun to drift than Renti, with Ludo, you remember, ill clinging tightly to his neck and
with hisface buried in his mane, trotted forward into the blackness, pulling the boy with him. Behind them
the snow pit filled and vanished. Before them, il black, but somehow faintly luminous asif the starlight
managed to filter through from above, was atunnd that led under the snow. Renti brokeinto atrot
amog asif he knew theway, and Ludo, clinging to his mane, ran with him. Thetunne ran sraight asa
die (if you know what adieis) for about twenty meters, and asthey ran along it the snow fdl in behind
them. If they cameto the end of the tunndl, Ludo thought, they would come to the end of—wall, the end.
But there was hardly time to be frightened now, and besides, old Renti did not seem frightened. Indeed,
the horse suddenly whinnied, and at the sound there was a sudden, heavy rush of snow behind them, but
infront of them, shimmering in the snowlight, was the solid rock of the Jagersdlp, and iniit, lighted with a
red light, therich light of torches and candles and leaping fires, an open door.

CHAPTER V
The Cave

The doorway opened on acave, but such a cave as Ludo had never seen before. Thefirst



impression he got was of its hugeness, a soaring roof of rock that vanished into shadow high above his
head, and galleries opening off into darknessin every direction; the second was of the light and warmth.
Inatrice theicy coldness had melted from him, hisfingers were warm again and his cheeks glowing, and
when he looked a Renti he saw that the horse's coat was drying aready to its normal chestnut color, and
that his mane and tail had lost their bedraggled |ook and appeared quite thick and silvery. (Renti wasa
Haflinger, that tough and handsome breed of horse with chesinut coats and silver-gilt manes and tails.
Some people believe that the sun's own chariot is pulled by Haflingers, and indeed, on abright day you
canwell bdieveit. Ludo did, anyway.)

Then he saw that the cave wasfull of people. Boys, some of them younger than himsdlf, and some of
them looking anything up to sixteen and allittle over. They were strangely dressed, in short tunics of skins
or wool dyed in dull kinds of colors, and only one or two had shoes, but they didn't look poor—at least,
they didn't bear themselves like poor boys. In fact, the older oneslooked arrogant and rather proud, and
when they saw Ludo coming shyly acrossthe vast floor of the cave with Renti beside him, three of the
older boys got up from their seats around the fire and agpproached him.

"Yourenew." Thetdlest of them said it rather accusingly.

Ludo didn't quite know what to say to that, so he just touched hisforehead as he had been taught to
do to hisbetters, and said nothing.

It seemed to be theright thing to do, for the youth looked alittle less stern. He asked abruptly,
"Where did you come from? That way's supposed to be closed.”

"It wasthe only way | could see," said Ludo, feding very puzzled indeed. "Whereisthis?| didn't
know there was a cave here."

"How should you?' said the boy, with alift of his head that made L udo fed shabbier and poorer
than ever. "We don't make the way obviousto every comer. But you're here, so | suppose you've been
accepted, and we shdll have to make the best of it. What's your kingdom?'

"Why, Bavaria," said Ludo, in surprise.

"What? I've never heard of it. Somelittle outland kingdom, | suppose, with nothing but rocksand a
few goats."

One of the other boys said, from beyond thefire, "Don't tease him. If the Archer's sent for him, then
he'sworth something, even if he doesn't look likeit. Hell get licked into shape soon enough.”

Ludo didn't much like the sound of this, but at least the second voice was kinder. He said timidly,
"I'm sorry if | camein thewrong way, Sir, but—"

"You don't cdl mesdr,"” said thefirst youth impeatiently. "My nameis Jason. The Archer'sthe only
oneyou cal gr. You'd better put your horse outsidettill you need it.”

"If you call that ahorse," said someone from the shadows, and some of the boys snickered. "What
did your father give you that for? Wouldn't the hounds have him?"

Now, Ludo, though he loved Renti and had often said that the old horse understood every word he
sad, knew that in fact animas don't follow ordinary conversations between human beings. For one thing,
they don't find them interesting enough to listen to. But the boy's taunts were near enough to the truth to
hurt, and old Renti had been through a hard time and was very tired and looked it, with drooping head
and dack ears, so Ludo forgot that he was only a humble peasant's son and these were obvioudy young



noblemen resting after aday's hunting or some such thing, and he flushed right up to hishair and said
hotly, "He's afine horse, and there isn't any breed better than the Haflingers of Bavaria, and if you were
asold asheisand had just been buried by an avalanche of snow seven meters deep, you'd look abit
sorry for yourself too, | dare say!"

The answer to thiswasn't at al what he expected. Thetall youth called Jason stared down at him,
with his brows drawn together in a sudden frown. "Snow? Y ou know there has been no snow here yet
thiswinter. What sort of story isthat?' And the othersal echoed, "Y es, what sort of story ishetrying to
tell? Why ishelying? Who ishe?' and they got up from their places around the fire and came crowding
forward, looking far from friendly. Ludo saw that they were dl armed; they had daggersin their belts,
and some of them had bows in their hands.

Thefriendly voice said, " Steady on, you men, give him achance.”

L udo saw now that this was aboy of about fourteen, with a square brown face and strong-looking
shoulders. Hewore nothing but akind of kilt made of golden fur splotched with black, which was
fastened with agilded bt that had along knife stuck through it. As he came forward the other boys
made way for him, even the older ones.

He stood squarely in front of Ludo, with his thumbs hooked in his belt. "Now, suppose you start a
the beginning. Heusualy tells usabout any strangers who are due here, but he said nothing about you.
Y ou say you are from Bavaria. Well, weve none of us heard of it, but that's nothing to go by: therearea
dozen small kingdomsto every stretch of these mountains—No, wait: you'll get your turn to speak. Now
you talk about snow, when we know there hasn't been afal here since last spring. But | think you were
telling the truth, because when you first came into the light there were flakes on your horse's coat."”

He paused. Thefirelight flickered asloudly as rustling paper. Someone said loudly, "That'strue. |
saw it mysdlf," and someone ese said, "Hush, leaveit to Peleus.”

"S0," said the boy called Peleus, "where does your kingdom lie, and which way did you come?’

"Please, dr," said Ludo, who had been brought up dl hislife to be respectful to people who spoke
asthis boy spoke, however young they were, "please, dr, it lies out yonder, beyond the Jagersap, and it
dretches farther than | have ever been, and | came in through the doorway there.” And he pointed
toward the side of the cave where the snow tunnel had been.

But it wasthere no longer. The wal of the cave rose behind himin firdlit masses of solid rock. There
wasno sign a al of the doorway through which he had come.

"But it was therel" he cried in dismay. "Renti was caught in the avalanche, and | went after him and
fell in too, and then we found the tunnel under the snow and saw the door open, and we camein, and. . .

Hisvoicetrailed away. The boy Peleuss face had gone as hard as stone, and Jason was reaching
dowly for the bow which was leaning againgt the cave wall. The other boys crowded closer in ahalf
circle, and there was no mistaking their threatening expressions. "A spy, that'swhat heis. Who's ever
heard of aplace cdled abarbarian name like that?"

"And big, he said, stretching for miles through the mountains. Why, we dl know thereisnt even a
valey of that name within saven days journey from here"

"Widll, but perhaps he came along way; look at hishorse, it'sall but foundered.”



"Don't beafool; he's not one of us. That aking'sson? And weal know he couldn't have got in
through that doorway."

"But if the Archer sent for him—"

"Look at hisface," said Jason. "He's never even heard of the Archer. HE's an outlander, apaid spy,
and it's my vote we ought to treat him as such, and save the Archer the trouble of doing it.”

L udo had taken a step backwards as they advanced on him, then another. They stood in front of
himin asolid wal, unfriendly eyes and grim expressions, and here and there the gleam of aknife. He
backed a bit farther, then realized there was nowhere to go, so he stood still. He said desperately,
straight to the boy Peleus, who seemed to be some sort of aleader, "Please, | never said | wasaking's
son! And I'm not aspy! I'm not! | told you the truth! | went to look for my horse, and we'd both have
died if the way into the cave hadn't been open. | don't know who you are or who this Archer is, or what
thisplaceid All | want isto find the way out again and get home!”

Hiswords had the most surprising effect. When he finished, there was a sudden and complete
slence. Then he saw that none of the boyswas looking a him any more. They had turned and were
watching someone who had just come into the firelight from somewhere away in the far shadows of the
cave.

CHAPTER VI
The Archer

"Someone" was theway Ludo first thought of the creature who paced forward into the firdight, but
he might just aswell have thought of him as"something.” At first he saw agiant, atremendoudy tal man,
bearded, with massive shoulders and great muscles across his chest, and fierce dark eyes. He was
carrying agreat bow, double curved and fully strung, such abow asonly agiant could string. Thefirdight
glimmered and ran on the gold-tipped horns of the bow, and gleamed on the bare muscles of the giant's
mighty chest. He was naked to the waist except for the strap across one shoulder, which held the quiver
of arrows. Below thewaist he seemed to be clothed in hide, or skins, but Ludo couldn't see properly,
because the crowd of boyswere till in the way. Then they moved aside, and he saw.

The giant was only a giant because where aman's legs would have been, there was the chest and
forelegs of ahorse. Indeed, the grester part of him was horse, but where the neck and head should have
sprung from the shoulders, the man's body reared as high as someone sitting on horseback. Y ou, of
course, will know that he was a centaur, but Ludo had never read abook in hislife, and had never heard
of centaurs. He only knew that here was a being cam and powerful and very dangerous, with dl the
strength and contradictions of his double nature.

"Who isthis?" asked the centaur, and his voice was not human, being full of deep notesand high
notes shaken together, like ahorse's. But what he said was clear.

Ludo merely touched hisforehead and said nothing, feeling too much in awe to spesk. The boy
Peleus answered.

"We were questioning him, Archer. His sory isthat the doorway was open back yonder in the rock.
He comes from some outland barbarian kingdom he calls Bavaria, and he asksusto believethat it is
winter there, for the horse fell in a snowdrift, and the boy fell in after it, and found the entrance to this



house under the depths of the snow."

The Archer stood foursquare over Ludo and Renti, looking down at them with those huge, unhuman
eyes. Histall swished againg hisflanks, which werethe color of mountain sorrel. He said, deep from his
chegt, "Isthistrue, boy?'

Ludo couldn't speak at first. He nodded, swallowed, then managed to croak, "Yes, Sir."
"Y ou came here by accident?Y ou were not sent by your father the King to be my pupil ?*

"My father isn't aking, sir, your worship. The King livesin acastle over inthe next valey. I've seen
him, sir, my lord, but he would never notice me. My father isFritz Spiegl, the carpenter, who livesin the
cottage hdfway uptothe Alm."

"Then how did you come here, and by what charm did you find the gate into my house?!

"My lord, your honor; Renti, that's my horse, gir, broke histether when the wind blew the barn door
open. And heran away, gr, into the snow, with the north wind blowing—that's the bad wind in our
country ..." for by now poor Ludo was so confused that he was sure he had somehow traveled many
milesfrom home, not just through a snow tunnel into the Jagersalp; and who isto say he waswrong?

S0, your honor, | knew Renti would diein the snow, so | climbed up the hill till I could see him, and
| called him, and he heard me, but he didn't come back. | think that perhaps his wits were astray with the
cold. | knew—I thought—that if | went after him | could save him and bring him home. Y ou see, it was
my fault about the halter. I'm supposed to mend the harness. If he had died in the snow it would have
been my fault. Besides, |I—Renti and I—well, gr, I've known him al my life. | had to try and find him. ..."

All this Ludo told the Archer, not straight through as | have told it, but with many nervous starts and
stops, and when he got to the bit about Renti dying in the snow he put an arm around the old horse's
neck, not so much out of affection asto support himsalf, because he really was so nervous that his knees
were quaking under him. All the boys stood there, quite silent now, al staring, till with knives and arrows
at the ready, and the great centaur gazed down from his height, and it was even less possible to tell what
hewasthinking than it isto tell what ahorseisthinking.

"Then there was the avalanche,” went on Ludo, "and it buried him, and I—I thought I'd haveto go
home and leave him out there in the snow. But then the gtar fell.”

He stopped. The Archer's head had gone up sharply, like ahorse tossing its mane. He stood till,
but the sorrdl hide twitched and glimmered on flank and shoulder with ahint of that unquiet strength.

"A dar fdl?'

"Yes, gr, please,” said Ludo, holding on tightly to Renti's neck. "A big star it was, Sraight out of the
sky, and it fell at the foot of the Jagersdp, so I—I followed it, and Renti was there under the snow, and
he came thisway, and there was away into the cave, there wasredly, only it's gone now, and—and—"

Poor Ludo stumbled to astop. Still nobody moved. There was along silence, which was broken at
length by the Archer. "Hrrmph," he said.

Ludo thought that he was just clearing histhroat to speak, and looked up nervoudly, but at the same
time Renti raised his head and whinnied, and Ludo redlized that the centaur had just spoken to the horse
in hisown language.

Then for awhile the two of them talked. Ludo, of course, couldn't understand aword, nor, it



seemed, could the boys, except for Peleus, who looked bright-eyed from one to the other, hisface
growing grave and bright by turns. In the end he seemed to be looking at Ludo with pity. But it wasa
friendly look, and the contempt had gone.

The conversation finished. The Archer blew once through hiswide nostrils, like ahorse, and then
spoke again to Ludo.

"The horse has told me why heleft his stable. It was not your fault that he escaped. It was your
father who failed to latch the door, and when the horse saw hisway free, he bit through the rope himsdlf."

L udo opened his mouth to ask why, then shut it again. He thought he could guess. Renti had known
that he could not work for much longer, and he had chosen the way out into the snow rather than wait,
old and lame, for death. Ludo hung his head in sorrow and shame.

"Yes" sad the Archer gently, "you have guessed. Y ou must not blame yoursdf for thisether. Itis
theway of things. But your horseis one of the race of the star horses, and heis proud. He choseto go
before histime, and return to hisown kind. He knew the way into my house, which wasthe nearest gate
into the star country where he must journey. And if you were guided by the shooting star to follow him. . .
. Why, then, we must accept it for amarvel, and alow you entry along with him."

The boys werelooking a one another, surprised, and perhaps alittle awed. Ludo, feding that
something was expected of him, said, "Thank you, your honor,” and waited.

The Archer |looked gravely down from his great height. "So," he said, "you are here, and the choice
isyours. Will you go with him? It will be along journey and ahard one. He must follow the path of the
greatest star, the one you call the sun, whose chariot travels the high road through al the houses of the
star country. But for you thereis still away home, back there through the snow. Because you came of
your own will, from duty and through love, | will let you go back if you wish. What do you say?"

Ludo took along breath. At that moment he wanted nothing more than to crawl back into the snow
tunnel, and clamber out, if he could, to the surface, and go home. The Archer waited, expressonless. The
boys stared. Renti stood with drooping head, and the weight lifted from hislame forefoot.

Ludo looked up at the Archer. "Can't Renti go back with me?"

"No. Thereisno choicefor him. But thereis onefor you. Make it now. Thishorse served you
fathfully al hislife; now will you serve him and keep faith with him?1f so, | will dlow you safe passage
through this house. What will happen beyond my borders| cannot tell, nor will it concern me."

He paused. Somewhere in the crowd one of the boys made a sound of protest, but the Archer
ignored it. "Wdll, boy?"

"|—I'd better go with him, I think, sir,” said Ludo, sammering alittle. "H-he might go astray, or
someone might catch him and be crue to him. . . . Horses don't manage very well on their own, you see.
They're abit stupid sometimes, and they're easily scared, and then they damage themselves, and—"

He stopped short. Therewas arustle of laughter among the boys. The centaur did not smile,
because centaurs never amile, but histail gave alittle double swish, and he shifted his hoofs. Ludo
clapped ahand to hismouth in confusion. "'I—I'm sorry. | didn't mean that. | mean—"

"I know what you mean,”" said the Archer. "Y ou mean to keep faith with your friend. Very wel, you
shall go with him. Y ou will lead him as best you can adong the path the sun istaking, through the good
lands and the bad, until you come up with the sun's chariat, or till you reach the end in the House of the



Scorpion. The sun left my house thisvery day. If you can catch him before he reaches this spot again,
your lifeswish will be granted—or eseit will not, and who isto say which of the two will bring more

heppiness?'
"l don't understand,” said poor Ludo.

"Y ou are not asked to understand. Y ou are asked to do and to endure, to meet joy and danger with
what heart you have; you can do nothing else. Go in safety. Y ou have travel ed through the House of the
Archer without harm, and that is more than may be said of common men.”

He stood aside then and pointed beyond the firdight, where the cave stretched away into dimness.

High onthewall, lit to fierce gold by the firelight, was agreet sign like an arrow: d Under thisatunndl led
out of the cave. Ludo, who had been too awed to take in much of the rather grand speech of the
centaur's, hung back, thinking of a hundred more questions he would have liked to ask, but Renti limped
forward without hesitation, bowing his head to the Archer as he passed. So Ludo just said, "Thank you,
ar," very humbly, and followed the horse.

Before he had gone three steps one of the boys said earnestly, "Sir, if heisgoing on aquest, and
such aquest, should he not have with him acharm, or aspell, such asaring or agoblet—"

"Or ashidd that turns enemiesto sone," said another.
"Or aball of twinethat will lead him by the right path," cried athird.

The Archer shook hishead. He gave thét little double swish of thetail again, and hisvoice was more
human than before. "Enough of charms and magic. It ishis own nature which will bring him home, even as
it brought him here. To be clever is one thing, to be true and brave is another, and if a peasant's son has
that, why, he hasless need of charms and wesponsthan aking.”

All the same, just as Ludo and Renti got beyond the range of the firé's glow there came the swift
rush of light feet behind them, and the boy Peleus caught up with them. Ludo felt the cool hilt of along
knife dipped into his hand, and heard awhisper in hisear. "Here, takeit, you may need it. What he says
isal very fine, but I've been around and | know. Good luck, and well look for you, ayear from today.”

Then hewas gone, and boy and horse were donein the long rock passage, plodding toward the
light a thefar end.

CHAPTER VII
The Goat

To Ludo'ssurpriseit was quite light outside. In fact, awhole day seemed to have passed, because
the Sky wasrosy, asif drawing toward sunset. The sun itself was not visible, but its rays shone strongly
out from behind one of the mountain pesksto Ludo'sright. He stood at the mouth of the cave with his
hend on Renti's neck. The boy Peleus had run back into the cave and disappeared. The two of them, boy
and horse, were done among the mountains.

It seemed asif they had come out on the other side of the Jagersap, into avalley that Ludo had
never seen before. But it was strange in more ways than one; there was no snow, only dopes and screes



and towers of shining white rock that flushed to apricot in the rays of the vanishing sun. Below the flat
sretch of rock where they stood was alake of cloud which hid al the lower countryside from them.
Though the air was chilly at this height, it was not cold, and when Ludo put a hand down to touch the
rock beside him, he found in it alingering warmth from the day.

"Well," he said doud to Renti, “the sun has been out today after dl. | suppose we had better do as
he sad, and follow it."

Indeed, there seemed to be no choice. The only way from the cave mouth was a broad, rough track
that led to the right, and climbed round ajutting crag.

Ludo took hold of Renti's hdter, not so much to lead the horse asto help him over the rough going.
"Come on, then," he said, and the two of them started to climb the track, their shadows long behind them
intherosy light.

Thetrack grew steep and yet steeper, and narrower, too. The rocks were loose, and sometimes
rolled darmingly under their feet. Ludo was used to mountains, and could climb like one of hisown
goats, but old Renti had not been to the high apsfor afew years, and besides, he was going very lame.
Ludo wasworried about him, and went dowly, more dowly than he liked, for the light wasfading, and
the air grew colder. Also, he was hungry, and he knew that Renti must be hungry, too. And there was
nothing for either of them. There was nothing but rock, no living thing. No bird, no bush, not so much as
oneof the dry apinethistiesthat grew even at thisheight in hisown valey.

"If we could even see agoat, we'd know there must be something for you to edt,” said Ludo. He
himself could go without, but poor old Renti wouldn't understand.

And just asthe thought came into his mind, he did see agoat. It was just a shadow, staring down
from above him, with the last of the sun glinting on itsyellow eyes. Then it moved, and Ludo could see
that it was not one of the wild mountain goats, but a big black goat very like the leader of the flock that
he minded in the summer. And where there was a flock, there would surely be agoatherd. Ludo put his
hands to his mouth and sent another of those yode s echoing up into the rocks.

"Don't make such anoise," said someone crosdly. "Y ou'll wake dl the others up.”

Ludo stopped dead in his tracks and looked al around him. But he could see nobody, no living thing
except Renti and the goat. And of course Renti couldn't talk, not to him. But the goat? He saw that Renti
waslooking &t it, head up and ears pricked intently.

The goat now came down from its high aerie. It came casualy, cardlessy dmost, stiepping lightly
from oneinvisible foothold to another until it landed, with aclick of itsfour neat black hoofs, on the track
infront of Ludo and the horse. It put its black head on one side and regarded him with clever, cold eyes.

"So you got thisfar," it said. "'l wouldn't have thought you could. The Archer doesn't let many
through. 1t must be because of the horse. HE's got aweak spot for them, which isonly natural when you
cometo think about it. ... It can't befor your sake. Y ou're only alittle boy, and not very bright at that,
and he only accepts—"

"Isit redly you talking?' asked Ludo. Perhaps the goat was right about his not being very bright, but
he can hardly be blamed for being abit dow in thisingtance. The setting sun was streaming down
between a gap in the peaks, and the shadows were blue and long and dark, and the goat, which was
amost twicethe sze of the onesin hisflock at home, was coa black with long hair that shone like spun
jet, and shimmered in the sunset light reflected from the rocks. Its eyes were wise and cold and golden,
and thoroughly untrustworthy.



"Not very bright," repeated the goat. " Of courseit's me talking. Who else? Not that wretched beast
you've got in tow, for dl he's seen better days.”

"He'sagar horse!" said Ludo, stung.

The goat laughed. If you know goats aswell as Ludo did, you'll know that even common goats can
laugh, and often do, dways a human folly. Then it nodded, and the magnificent horns glimmered asif
they had been polished. "So thet'sit, isit? Y ou're following the sun. Well, you won't get far, but I've
nothing againgt you, 0 I'll put nothing in your way. Infact, | might even help you." He snuffed
consderingly, lowering hischininto hissilky beard and danting along look up at Ludo. "1've heard of
you, my boy, and though you're smple, you've been good to some of my people, and they speak well of
you."

At that moment asound came from above, where the goat had first appeared, a sound completely
familiar to Ludo. It was the pattering and tapping of small tidy hoofs on rock: a herd of goats. They came
streaming over the summit of the crag and skipped down the same way asthe black goat, neat and dainty
and unhesitating, ahundred or more, coming down the crag like awhite and gray and tawny waterfall,
with tossing horns and yellow eyes. But these were ordinary-sized goats, and none of them spoke. They
crowded round Ludo and Renti and the black goat, blesting with curiosity.

"Why," said Ludo suddenly, making adiscovery, "therés Heidi, and Lotti, and little Ss!" Heturned
on the black goat, which was watching him with a glint of amusement in those golden eyes. "They'refrom
my flock! They fdl into agully last Spring when the rock came down after the storm, and | thought they
were dead!"

The black goat shook hishorns. "Yes," he said, "and you climbed down three timesto find them,
and you never |eft the placetill you were sure there was no hope for them. | told you I'd had reports.”

Ludo was bending over his own three goats, which crowded close for him to rub the base of their
horns. "Lotti looks marvelous! | think shelooks better than she ever did! And Heildi—" He broke off. He
had just noticed something about Heidi. She had been an old goat, with ajagged scar across her face,
and hoofs dightly overgrown. But now she had none of these things. Her face was whole and deek, and
her hoofswere neat asakid's. Y et it was unmistakably Heidi, with the tawny blotch over her right eye—
and besides, she was rubbing her head against Ludo just as she dways did. And then thethird goat. . . .
Ludo remembered now, vividly, hislast Sght of little S lying on the ledge hafway down the dliff, with
what was obvioudy abroken neck, and blood all over her coat. Now she skipped up to him and reared
prettily for himto pull her ears.

Ludo looked over their heads at the black goat, who nodded. "Y es, | see you've guessed. They
were dead. | told you there was nothing more you could do for them. | did it al.”

"So | can't—I can't take them back with me?*
"No. Nor will they want to go. Y ou will leave them herewith me."
Ludo swalowed hard. "And who are you—sir?'

If anyone had told him that he would ever call agoat "sr* he would have thought they were mad.
But then if anyone had told him he would ever stand on amountain passtalking to agoat, he would have
thought the samething.

"You may cal me Goat," said the black goat.



Poor Ludo found that he was shivering. He tried three times before he managed to ask the next
question, which you, | imagine, will have been asking yoursdf for sometime aready.

He asked, in awhisper, for he wasredlly very frightened, "Am | dead, too?"

The goat snickered. It was a heartless sound, but rather reassuring. "Y ou soon will be," he said, "if
you stand here wasting timetill the sun goes down.. Y ou've got to get over the pass before dark, my lad,
for if you're there when night comes youll die of the cold. Go on, I'll not stop you. Y ou don't need meto
show you theway; you can't missit. It'll take you across the watershed and down asfar asthe spring.
After that you'll haveto look after yoursdlf.”

As he finished speaking he turned and legped, al four feet together, on agoat path as narrow asa
ribbon, right above the track where Ludo stood. The sun'slast light flared on the shining horns, and the
yellow eyeslooked suddenly, thought L udo, mocking and wicked.

He called out desperately, "Goat! Sir Goat! Please don't go yet! Where does the path go to? Please
tell mewherethisis, and whose country it is?"

"It'smy country,” said Goat, "and | said | wouldn't harm you. What more do you want ? And | told
you wherethe path went. . . . Do as| say! Climb, dways climb! There's nothing elseto do, isthere?
Thereispower in height and strength in rock and glory in space! Always climb! Aslong asyou can
move, go upward, till you can look down, down on everything. . . . Go to thetop of theworld. That is
wherel live" And hiseyeswere cold and hard asthe rock itself. "Good-bye," said Goat, giving Ludo
one last look with the light striking back off the yellow eyes, then he turned and, with one grest leap,
vanished over thetop of the crag. The other goats, like metd filings drawn by a magnet, streamed after
him. Up the cliff face, over the crest of the now invisible ridge, went the tapping and pattering and the
rustle of faling dust, then the sounds died away in the sllence.

Ludo ran to the bottom of the cliff and stared upward after the flock. Nothing. Nothing but the
empty rocks and the dark shadows deepening to black. The sun had gone, and the air was suddenly
much colder. He shivered, and stroked Renti's neck. The old horse had followed him, limping, and now
stood with lowered head and drooping ears, looking tired and dispirited.

"It'sdl right,” said Ludo, trying to sound asif he meant it. He wastrying to make himsdlf believe that
he was dreaming, and that at any moment now he would waken up by the stove at home, with Renti safe
and warm in the barn below, to find that the whole adventure had been abad dream.

But he did not wake, not even when anicy little current of wind raised goose pimples on his neck,
and dtirred Renti's mane. Ludo swallowed the lump in histhroat, took afirm hold on the horse's hdter,
and said briskly and rather loudly, "Come on. He said we had to get across the top before dark, and it's
amost dark dready. There's nothing for it but to try. Hold up, Renti, well manage.”

And they did. The boy was exhausted and the horse was limping very badly indeed by the time they
mounted the last steep climb to the top. But suddenly it redly was the top, and after zigzagging to and fro
between steep screes half covered with snow, and crags which soared straight up into the dark like
towers, the track suddenly danted downhill. It was deep dusk now, and Ludo wondered if they dared
stop yet, but after awhile he remembered something else Goat had said. "Go asfar asthe spring.” They
would surely hear aspring? And Goat had implied—if he was to be trusted—that they would be safe if
they got that far. At any rate they could have adrink, and creep somewhere in among the rockstill
daylight. Ludo hugged one hand to his empty ssomach and led Renti, dipping and ssumbling with
weariness, down the loose shde of the track till, as suddenly as a bird's song in the black empty air, they
heard the trickle of water, and knew they must have reached the spring.



CHAPTER VIII
TheWater Carrier

The sound of the water came from some way to one side of the track. Ludo hesitated, hardly daring
to turn off into the rocky wilderness. In the deep darkness it was impossible to see, and only too easy to
take afalse step and perhaps plunge over the edge of the steep rock and fall into space.

But Goat had been clear enough about finding the spring, and besides, Ludo wasfiercely thirsty. The
thought of water was tempting, and worth arisk. What was more, they couldn't go on in the darkness;
they would have to wait somewheretill the stars came out and gave them light.

Renti thought s0, too. As Ludo hesitated the old horse, head stretched eagerly forward, pushed past
him and began to thread his ssumbling way between the boulders toward the water. Ludo ran after him
and took hold of the halter again. They felt their way forward together. If only, Ludo wasthinking, the
water iseasy for poor Renti to reach. | can climb to it, but he can't, and I've nothing to carry itin. ...

The sound of the spring grew louder. They quickened their pace. All of a sudden they came around
acorner of the cliff, to find themsalves a the edge of awideflat space, likeasmal field, which lay inthe
shdlter of the encircling cliffs. The spring wasthere, atrickle of water gushing from acrack in the cliff and
faling into around pool from which alittle stream overflowed and ran downhill. On the rim of the pool
stood abig stonejar.

And to Ludo's surprise, they could seeit dl quite clearly. Beside the pool was ahut, and from the
open door of the hut came the most lovely warming glow of firdight and lamplight. And with the light
camethe amd| of hot sausages, and the szzling sound of frying.

Now, not only was Ludo very hungry indeed, but sausages were his most favorite food of dl. He
was also tired and ill rather frightened, but he dropped the hater, and almost ran forward toward the
hut. Renti, who was not concerned with sausages, pushed past him to the water and lowered his head to
drink. Ludo ran to the doorway of the hut and looked inside.

The hut was smdll, with wooden walls and a thatched roof; planks made arough flooring, and
between the planks were gaps through which the drafts crept. But at the far side was afireplace, where
logs burned merrily, and beside this stood alow table made out of thick, roughly planed wood, and a
stool, such as Ludo's father made. On the table were two wooden platters and ajar and two tumblers.
Therewas arug made of skinslying beforethefire, and on it kndt aboy, frying sausagesin ahuge frying

pan.

The boy didn't ssem to have heard anything, though Renti's hoofs had made plenty of noise on the
rock. Ludo stood shyly in the doorway, but the smell of the sausages was making his mouth water and
even giving him ahunger pain in his ssomach, so he nerved himsdlf to rap at the open door and clear his
throat and say, "Please. Excuse me. Please may | comein?”’

The boy said, without turning, " Supper's ready. Y ou've taken your time, haven't you? | began to
think you'd gone straight past.”

L udo advanced toward the fire, dowly at fird, then, asthe boy didn't move but just went on turning
the sausagesin the pan, he got to the firesde with arush, and held his hands out to the blaze. 1t was
wonderful. If you have ever stayed out too late, past bedtime, without supper, and if you've been tired



and abit unhappy aswell, you'll know how it felt to Ludo to get insde that crude little hut with the hot
blazing fire and the smdll of food.

"Go on," sad the boy, "st down. How many can you eat?"

The only time anyone ever asked Ludo aquestion like that was on his birthday, which was on June
thefirgt, and even then only if Herr Spiegl had managed to make agood sde during the month before.
And the boy redlly seemed to want to know. He lifted the pan from thefire, and Ludo could seethat it
wasfull of the most glorious sausages, big and brown and crisp and szzling; and here and there, where
the boy had pricked them with afork, the rich meat was oozing and crinkling out of them. To one side of
the pan were dices of fried potatoes, and some fried onions smelling glorious, browning nicely inthe
smoking fat. There must be at least twenty sausages.

Ludo swallowed. His mouth was redlly watering quite embarrassingly. "Four, please,” he said,
because he was a palite little boy.

"Hold the plate, then. Do you want fried potatoes too?"

"Yes, please." Ludo held one of the wooden platters, and the boy put six sausages on it (then why
did he bother to ask me? thought L udo happily) and a gorgeous mound of potatoes and fried onions.
"Help yoursdlf to bread and butter," said the boy, and began to pile his own platter. "Well? Why don't
you st down?"

"Theresonly one stool,” said Ludo. Now that he was feding warm he had time to look around him,
and when the boy turned Ludo could see that he was not just agoatherd or a shepherd boy. He was
dressed very much like Ludo, in warm-looking trousers and atunic worn thigh length over them, but
Ludo's clothes were poor and patched, while this boy's were made of good stuff in bright, lovely shades
of deep blue and peacock blue, and his belt was studded with what Ludo took to be glass beads, but
nobody ever saw glassthat flashed so brilliantly, and with so many colors. Y ou and | might guess that
they were diamonds, and know that the boy was someone very important indeed, but Ludo had never
seen adiamond in hislife. Still, hewaited till the boy gestured once more, impatiently, toward the stoal,
and then he sat down, while the boy curled on the rug and started to est. Thankfully, at last, Ludo fell on
those sausages and onions and fried potatoes and big warm chunks of bread from the brand-new |oaf. . .

| can't tell you exactly how many sausages there had been in that pan, but when the boys had
finished therewere noneat al, and | believe Ludo ate most of them. When at last he put the platter down
with asatisfied Sgh and drank atumblerful of water to follow the sausages, he felt marveloudy different,
not abit tired, and not at al deepy.

"Thank you very much,” he said. "That was wonderful, and this water—why, it'sthe best | ever
tasted. What spring isthat outside?"

"The water doesn't come from the spring,” said the boy. "It comes straight from the sky."

"Rainwater?' Ludo drank thisa home, from the barrdl, but it never tasted a quarter as good asthe
spring water he carried for his mother. "It's different from ours" he said, and grinned when the boy
laughed. "Wel, | know it'sthe same, but it tastes different.”

"That's because you needed it so badly. And the food, too.”

"Well," said Ludo—he felt quite at ease with this boy, though he had been frightened of the onesin
the cave—"1 must say I've never had sausages as good asthosein my life. | expect they saved my life, as



amatter of fact. | thought | was going to have to deep out on the mountain without food or water. |
know thereld have been snow to edt, but that never tastes right, somehow.”

"The snow wont lie," said the boy. "It never doeslie here; the rain washesit away."
"Ran? Wenever get rain a thistime of year," said Ludo.
"Haven't you ever heard of February Fill-the-Ditch?!

"But it's not February—" began Ludo, then stopped, because he remembered how queer everything
had been, and how the boy Peleus had said, " See you next year."

"It'sdways February," said the boy. He was sitting cross-legged on the rug, staring at Ludo. He had
wide cheekbones and awide mouth and eyes which danted up at the corners and were long and narrow
and the most vivid blue. His hair was black, and very untidy.

Ludo didn't understand, but there was so much that he didn't understand that it seemed hardly worth
saying 0. He said instead, "I'll do the washing up for you," and picked up the platters.

The boy shook hishead. "Just put them outside. They'll be clean in amoment.”

Ludo was puzzled, but he did as he was bidden. As he stooped to lay the platters and the frying pan
on the ground near the door he saw that the stars were out, giving quite astrong light, and near the hut
old Renti was grazing on a patch of thick, good grass. While he stood there he felt aheavy drop of rain,
then another, and as he scurried back indoorsto thefirdight he heard therain start in earnest. Renti, of
course, took no notice; hewas used to grazing in rain or shine.

"Now," said the boy, "you had better tell me your name and what you are doing on that road.”

"My name's Ludo, short for Ludwig Spiegl, and I'm trying to find the way back to the other side of
the Jagersalp.”

"Y ou've along way to go, then.”

"But surely it'sonly just on the other side of the pass? | came through a cave in the bottom of the
diff—"

"Y ou came through the Archer's House, and then through the Goat's. Y ou're along way from home
dready,” said the boy, but he said it kindly. "Y ou'll haveto go al theway now. Didn't the Archer
explan?'

"Nobody explained,” said Ludo, "not redly."

"| don't suppose they would. The Archer'stoo toplofty, and the Goat goes his own way and cares
for nobody. But at least you got thisfar. That says quitealot for you. I'll help you myself, that goes
without saying. But you'll come across those who won't."

"Who are you?"' asked Ludo.

"You can cal me Gula | own the country down asfar asthe cataract. I'll help you that far, but |
can't guarantee what will happen after that."

Hewas dlent for awhile, thelong brilliant eyes narrow and thoughtful, dwelling on Ludo, but looking
asif they saw right through him. Ludo sat sillent too, not liking to speak. He knew now that this boy must
be aprince, but he felt too safe and too full of food to be frightened. They sat there listening to the



crackle of thefire, and the drumming of the rain on the thatch.
"Now," said Gula, "you can tel me your sory, right from the Sart.”

So once again Ludo told his story, from the moment when he heard the barn door dam. The boy
listened without stirring, watching with those narrow, vivid eyes.

When Ludo finished, he nodded. "Yes, | see. | couldn't understand why the Archer had let you
through. He doesn't usudly. That gang of his are aways spoiling to show how good their training has
been. . . . But hed doit for the horse; if the horse wants to make the journey, then the Archer will let you
go with him. The horse probably asked him to. Did he?"

"l don't know. They talked together, but of course | didn't understand. He just said to me that |
could go with the horse or not, as| chose. So | said | would. It seemed to please him. He told mewe
would have to follow the sun, and catch him before we got to the—I think he said the Scorpion. One of
the boys— he was kind, actually—said, 'See you ayear from today.' That wasall.”

"Well," said Gula, "it will take you ayear. If you get around, that is."

"A year?' cried Ludo in dismay. "But | must be home long before that to ook after the goats and
cattle! They'll belet out in May, and later my father goes up to the Alm—"

"Don't worry," said Gulakindly, "it won't seem like ayear. They won't even know you've been out
of thevadley. If, that is, you get back at al."

"Y ou said something like that before. Do you mear—do you mean | might meet other people, like
those boys, who might want to kill me?

"I'm afraid s0. But it'sarisk you'l just haveto run. Y ou can't go back now, evenif you changed
your mind and left your horseto find hisown way. Y ou'll have to go on. But you ought to be able to get
through some of the houses without being seen at dl, and the others—well, you'll maybe talk your way
through them, if you find fighting doesn't help. Talk first and fight afterwardsis avery good motto.”

"Fight?But | can't fight."
"Why not? Y oure astrong boy, and you're armed.”

"Oh." Ludo had forgotten the knife that Peleus had given him. It was stuck through hisbelt, and
looked very long and sharp and rather deedly in the firdlight. Somehow the sight of it was no comfort at
al. "And asfor taking, | never was much good at that. They're dwaystelling me at home," said Ludo,
and at the thought of home he felt avery unboylike lump in histhroat, "that I'm stupid.”

"What does that matter? There are better things than being clever,” said the boy Gula.
It was S0 nearly what the Archer had said that thistime Ludo wasimpressed. "What things?'

" 'Ded faithfully, live cleanly, bresthe sweet breath,' " said the boy. He said it in aspecid voice, the
sort of voice that Ludo's mother used when she was reading aoud, or the priest used when he was
talking in church on a Sunday. But it did not come at dl strangdly from this blue-eyed boy squatting
cross-legged in aherd's hut in the mountains. Outside, the rain had stopped. The sound of Gulas voice
echoed from somewhere in the high starry rocks, and re-echoed farther away, asif inthe sars
themsalves, and then died. There was no sound but the tearing of the good grass as Renti grazed, and the
dot-and-carry-onetread of hislame hoofs.



Then Gulagrinned and said, in aboy'svoice again, "Y ou can bring the dishesin now, and I'll tell you
what it'sdl about before we deep. I'll have alot to do in the morning.”

L udo obeyed him, while Gula put more logs on the fire, and then handed him athick, gay blanket in
adiamond pattern of sapphire and dark blue. Gulawrapped himself in another with amarvelous design
of peacock's eyes, and they both settled down, oneto either side of thefire.

"Now," said Gulg, "listen hard, because | cantell you only alittle, and after you leave here, which
you'l haveto dointhemorning, | can't hepyouat dl. . .. You sad you camefrom Bavaria?'

"Ya”

"l have seeniit," said the boy, thoughtfully, with that faraway and dreaming look again. Ludo thought
it was astrange way of putting it, but he said nothing. "1 have seen the King in that swan boat of his, on
the watersin the moonlight. ... | am not sure yet, but | think that he will come through my house. ..." The
beautiful, brilliant eyesfastened on Ludo again. "But you will not come again. Now listen. Y ou are going
with the old horse to catch the sun. This meansthat you must go fast and far, and you will probably never
catch him, because you are on foot and your horseisold and lame, whereas the sun drives a chariot with
four horses, the finest that were ever seen in your world and out of it. But if you follow the sun'strack,
and have courage and a bit of luck, you may succeed.”

Ludo swallowed, and nodded, and said nothing. There was nothing to say.

"Now, on hisway through the sky, the sun must drive his chariot through twelve kingdoms, each one
with itsruler, and each one with its own fixed stars and straying stars and its own ways and its own laws.
The sunisthe only being who by law may pass through them dl. If you follow him, you are beyond the
law. Men may pass through some, but only afew have ever made the whole circuit. Infact,” said Gula,
sounding al a once just likeahoy again, "1 don't think much of your chances. But | think it'sa pretty
good try, and if you do succeed, why, lifewill never be quite the same again in your valey."

L udo thought thiswould be a pity, but was too polite to say so. It was also not much use regretting
what had happened. He might not be bright, but he knew that once you have started something, itisslly
not tofinishit.

"So thisisyour kingdom?' he asked. "I call it my house. Yes. Y ou've nine more to go, and if you go
well and fast you will catch the sun before he gets round to the Archer again. All you haveto doisfollow
the track—you can't missit, believe me—and dodge trouble as best you can. Therésno advicel can
give you about that, because most of the rulers are fairly unpredictable. How they treat you dependson a
lot of different things. They'll feast one man—as I've feasted you—and kill the next as soon aslook at
him. Y ou can't ever tdll till it's happened, and then it'stoo late. But"—heleaned forward and his voice
went grave and grown-up once more—"there are one or two who are always dangerous, and these you
must shun. Don't try to fight or to reason. Just hide and run until you are acrosstheir borders.”

"Y-yes?' said Ludo. He was wondering how one hid afull-szed horse who was too lameto run, but
Gula seemed to have forgotten this problem.

"The Twins," said Gula. "They're acouple of thugs, kill you before breakfag, just to get up an
appetite, and the Wolf-lord who hunts with them isworse. HE'sthe Archer's brother.”

"lshe aman-horse, too?"

"A centaur? No, hes—I can't describe him exactly, but you'll know him when you see him. They
cal him the Far Shooter. If he so much as seesyou, you're doomed. The only way to escape himisto go



through that house by night. He can't see by moonlight. But the one after him isworse till. That'sthe
Crab. Thisiswhere the difficulty lies, because the Crab sees best by moonlight. If you run too far, and
blunder across his border, helll get you; and believe me, helll crunch you and your horse up, snip-snap,
before you even get hdf acrossthe sand.”

"But how do | know," cried Ludo, who had been wondering thisfor sometime, "how do | know
where the borders are? There was nothing to show on the way here—no frontiers, no wall, not even a
river or abridge.”

"There were Signs, but you didn't know what to look for. See, herethey are.”" He handed a paper to
Ludo. "Keep that, and don't loseit. It'll show you what to look for."

"|—I can't read," said Ludo, ashamed.
"You don't need to. | told you they were signs. No, the other way up.”

Ludo looked &t the paper in thefirdight. It held twelve signs, set in an arc like arainbow's arc, and
looked likethis: The boy's finger rested on the one marked: ===

"Thisiswhereyou are. And the next house isthe House of the Fish. | think you'll manage that one,
coming from me. After them, the Ram and the Bull —they're anybody's guess. Then, if you get through,
it'sthe Badlands next, of the Twins and the Crab. | can't tell you any more, but there they al are, right
around to the Archer again. Y ou haveto finish before that, of course. There. See?!

He was pointing to the Sgn before the Archer's. It was: "

"What isthat?" asked Ludo, though he was begin-ning to think he had very little hope of getting that
far.

"The Scorpion,” said Gula, shortly.
"What'shelike?'

"Heistheladt."

"Yes, | know, but—"

"Heisthelast," repeated Gula, and would say no more. "Now, I'vetold you al | can. Put that paper
safely away and go to deep. I've alot of work to do tomorrow."

"Work?Y ou?What sort?" "Fetching water from the spring.” "I'll doiit for you. | do it for my
mother.” "Y ou couldn't do it for me," said the boy, and laughed. "That's my job. I'm February
Fill-the-Ditch himsdlf. They cal methe Water Carrier. Goto deep.”

CHAPTER IX
TheFish

When Ludo awoke in the morning it was raining again. The door of the hut was open, and through it
cameagray, sodden light and that smell of snow melting which isthe wettest smdl intheworld. Thefire
was out, and the boy was gone.



Ludo would have thought that last night had been a dream, except for the sight of the two wooden
platters and the mugs, and the clean frying pan hanging where Gula had put it. He rubbed the deep out of
his eyes and unrolled himsalf from hisblanket and ran to the door, and looked out.

Rain, danting heavily from alow sky, and striking the rock with splasheslike afountain turned full
on. Old Renti, huddled close under the wide eaves, in the only patch of shelter there was. Lumps of dirty
snow, newly brought down from the rocks above the pass, being hammered to wetness and washed
away while he looked at them. But till no Gula

Then he noticed that the big jar had gone from the edge of the pool. So Gulahad really meant it
when he said he was going to carry water today! Asif therewereany need. . . !

Although Ludo was hungry again, he did not quite like to start eating without his host; but as he
looked longingly at the table he noticed a piece of paper beside the loaf, skewered to the tabletop by a
knife

He went reluctantly to look at it—reluctantly, because he could not read, and was afraid that the
message might be important. Which it certainly was, but he could understand it perfectly, because on the
paper there was nothing but a big arrow drawn, which pointed to the remains of the loaf and ajar of
honey that stood beside it. So Ludo had breakfast, and took the liberty of breaking off an extrabit of the
|oaf—which was very big—to put in his pouch for |ater, then he washed his mug and platter again, and
said "Thank you" aoud to the absent Water Carrier, and went out into therain.

Andwhat rain! | doubt if you have ever seenrain likeit, and I'm certain that you never want to. It
was asthick as sted rods, and poured down like ablinding bead curtain in front of Ludo and Renti as
they picked their way down the track, so that they could hardly see whereto put their feet. Worse lill, it
came down so hard that it tore great chunks of the track clear away from under them, or brought lumps
of rock and streams of mud and gravel thumping down from the high rocksto either sde of them, so that
in places the track was dmost knee degp in adiding dab of mud, and in others was pitted like a
honeycomb with deep holesfull of water, where you could bresk an ankle if you stepped in without
looking. And once, just asthey had dipped and dithered down through one especidly bad bit, the whole
track, with aroaring noise even louder than the roar of the rain, suddenly did sSdeways from behind them
and vanished over the edge of the precipice below. Thisfrightened them both so much that they began to
hurry, which wasn't awise thing to do, and was certainly not easy. They were so occupied with keeping
their feet in the treacherous deluge of mud and water that when they passed aboulder bearing asignoniit

that was on Gulas paper, Ludo didn't noticeit. ¢
Without even knowing it, he and Renti had sumbled and dithered into the House of the Fish.

They were along way down the track by thistime, and dmost off the mountain. But the rain wastoo
thick to see what lay ahead, though now Ludo knew that it could not be hishomevaley. In fact, by the
time he and Renti had gone three or four miles further he didn't realy care where they got to, aslong as
they got out of therain. At length they found themsel ves 9 oshing—wading sometimes, even—along more
level ground, where dl the countless streams from the mountains, swollen by the rain, had joined together
into abig river that roared aong, tossing foam the color of fish sces as high astheir heads, and
sometimes, suddenly, whirling frighteningly right acrosstheir path, asif it was stretching out awet gray
arm to grab them.

Then, dl at once, they cameto the end of the track.

At firgt Ludo couldn't believeit. He stopped, with the water swirling and sucking round him, now
soaking his already sodden feet, now flooding right up to hisknees, the strong current tugging asif it



meant to drag him away with it. And indeed, it looked asif thiswas exactly what would happen. The
river had spread out ahead of them, and the track was flooded completely. Where it had been there was
awide gorge waled by high diffs, completely filled with moving water.

"But Gulasaid the track went thewholeway!" cried Ludo in dismay. "How can wefollow it? It's
right under weter!"

Renti didn't reply. He looked terribly deected, soaking wet, with his rough chestnut coat plastered
down with mud, and his mane and tail, which should have been rather a pretty slver-gilt color, dark with
mud and dl stuck into rattails.

L udo patted the horse's soaking neck, then reached into his pouch for the bread. "Let's have a
snack while we think what to do. Herés your half."

Infact he gave the horse agood bit more than haf, which seemed to him only fair, Snce Renti's
stomach was agreat deal bigger than his own. The bread was, of course, sopping wet, but Renti
munched his and looked a bit perkier, and Ludo himself felt better.

"Renti," he said, stroking the old horse's nose, "you do want to find the sun, don't you? Because we
can't go back; they al say so. So even though we can't seeiit, the track must be there, under the flood."
He added, rather more loudly, for he needed to reassure himsalf as much as Renti, "Gula said we had to
go fast, 301 don't think we dare wait for the flood to go down. | think we have to go on, eveniif it means
wading...."

Hisvoicefdtered. Thewater did ook very deep, and it was running very fadt, piling through the
gorge between the cliffs. Ludo swallowed. "Do you think," he said to Renti, "that it would hurt your foot
too muchiif | sat on your back, just for ashort while?If | don't, I'm going to be out of my depth very
soon, and | can't swim.”

Y ou would have thought that Renti had understood every word, which may of course betrue. He
made the little whickering sound he had made to the Archer, and tossed his dripping head up and down
asif hewas nodding, so Ludo clambered up onto the wet back, and, with the boy clinging tightly to his
long mane, the old horse forged carefully forward into the flood.

For about a hundred meters they managed beautifully. They must still have been on the track which,
though invisible under the gray-green flood, wasfairly level. But then Ludo became conscious of two
things, firgt, that the water was il rising; and second, that they were being jostled by something
underneeth it, and that at any moment Renti might lose hisfooting and plunge them both into the torrent.

Which isexactly what happened. At one moment they were ploughing dowly ahead, with the horse's
head held up well above the surface, and the angry river washing over Ludo's thighs, then suddenly
something seized Ludo by theleg and dragged him clear off the horseg's back. At the same moment Renti
lost hisfooting and plunged headlong into the flood.

The next few moments seemed alifetime long. Ludo was holding tightly to the horse's mane when he
fdl, and indinctively he till clung to it. Then the flood was over his head, and he was blinded, buffeted,
whirled dong in water soicy cold that he soon lost al sense of feding, and only kept hold of Renti's mane
because his hand seemed to be frozen fast to the lock of hair.

Many years afterward, when he wastrying to tell his children and grandchildren what happened in
the flooded river, hewould say that he couldn't be sure it wasn't al adream. He remembers opening his
eyes and seeing fish whirling and circling in thousands, their silver sides flashing and darkening asthey
moved, turning and twigting asif they were dl pulled by the same thread. And among them two huge fish,



twining and spiraling together like two strands of rope, their jaws open showing the terrible teeth, their
breath spraying up to the surface in bubbles of pearl. It was they who had dragged him down; he could
seethetorn cloth of histrouser leg trailing from one wicked jaw. They turned, still twining together, to
seize him again. The great mouths gaped; the teeth glistened; bubblesrosein athick cloud likefrog
spawn. Then suddenly, just as they were about to grab him, they were shouldered aside by aflock of
deek, beautiful creatures, which sounded from Ludo's descriptions like dolphins; but by thistime | think
the boy must have been closeto losing his senses, because, as you know, dolphinslivein the sea. And
certainly Ludo must have been dreaming when he talked later of "an old man, sitting on the gravel at the
bottom of the river, with hisbeard floating out on the current, and his handsfull of blue stones, and a
spear beside him." The old man, says Ludo, seemed as much at home under the water as the fish did,
and you and | know that, whatever thefairy tales say, that smply can't betrue.

Anyway, says Ludo, the old man suddenly looked up and saw them, boy and horse, whirling past in
the flood, and he dropped the blue stones and reached for the spear. His eyeswere very blue and very
cold, as cold asthe water. But even though he was at home under the water, he moved dowly, as
ordinary people do when they are diving. He grasped the spear with his pale, knotted hand, but before
he could raise it and Strike at Ludo, the water between them suddenly boiled and darkened, and Ludo
and Renti were swept violently downstream out of the old man'sreach, and at the sametime they were
flung to the surface, and could breathe. . . .

Only afterward did Ludo know what had happened. High up above the rocks behind them, where
the rain had poured down so hard asto melt the great masses of snow into new streams, these streams,
flooding down too suddenly and too fast, like jets from an enormous water pot, had torn aholein the
rocks and poured through in anew rushing deluge. This came tearing down through the rocks, gathering
more and more force asit came, with boulders and stones and gravel and the perishingly cold melt-water
of the high snows and, like ahuge wave breaking, it struck the main river and came roaring down the
riverbed like atidal wave three meters high, and swept Ludo and Renti clear out of the terrible Fishes
Pool and straight on down the gorge to where, like a sharp horizon, was a broad edge of rock over
which theriver fdl inamist of roaring spray, into adeep pool nearly ten meters below.

It was worse than any avalanche. It was choking, blinding, buffeting, but by thistime Ludo was so
cold and so bemused with the noise and the bruising from stones and the sharp rocks he was dragged
over that hefdt nothing at al except the awful sensation of not being able to bresthe. But he till did by
ingtinct the only sengible thing, which wasto hold on tightly to Renti's mane. And though Renti hadn't had,
any more than Ludo, achanceto learn to swim, all animals except man know this by instinct. So as soon
as boy and horse plunged over the fall into the deep pool below, and came kicking to the surface, old
Renti struck out gdlantly, dragging Ludo with him. All of a sudden Ludo felt himsalf being dragged over
gravel, then over grass. Then hewaslying on theriver's bank, with water pouring out of his mouth and
lungs, and breathing thelovely air again, safe.

Helay therefor quite along time doing very little more than come back to life, before heraised his
head to look around him.

And saw, carved into aclay bank where akingfisher was making aholefor her nest, thesign:
The Water Carrier had hel ped them, just as he had promised. Dangerous though it had been, he had
washed Ludo and Renti safely through the House of the Fish, and into the House of the Ram.

And it was spring, and the rain had stopped, and the sun was shining.



CHAPTER X
The Ram

From where Ludo waslying, al he could see was a green meadow full of flowersthat stretched
from the river's edge asfar as the eye could reach. The grass was young and golden green, and hazed
over with al the colors of springing meadow flowers. Daises, buttercups, cuckoo flowers, violets, al the
shades of white and gold and lilac, and everywhere among them, most vivid of dl, the blazing blue bells
of the gentians. The sky swarmed with singing larks. Ludo lay for along while just enjoying the warmth of
the sun, and recovering from hisjourney through the House of the Fish. He had been so badly shaken
that for the time being he had forgotten al about the need for haste, and Renti, for his part, seemed to
have forgotten it, too. He was behaving like afod, rolling over and over in the deep grass, till his coat
was dry and clean again, and when at last he lumbered to hisfeet there were daisiestangled in his coat,
and a swatch of buttercups caught up in his mane. He shook his neck, snorted with pleasure, and began
to eat.

Thisreminded Ludo that he, too, was hungry, and that there was nothing left but asmal hed of
bread. He sat up, and looked around him.

It was agtrangefidd. | supposeit might be more accurateto cal it aprairie, for therolling grass
stretched for amile or more to the horizon, where trees stood up against the sky. Toward these trees,
now, the sun was doping, touching their crestswith brilliant gold. Nearer a hand one solitary tree stood
alone, casting a patch of shade on the grass. It was rather a strange tree. Ludo could see the young
leaves opening green dl dong its boughs, among the blossom, but gpples were ill clinging there, round
and glossy and ydlow as gold, as fresh as the blossom and the buds of spring. They looked delicious.

L udo got up and approached the tree. Itstrunk was so old and writhen that it looked for al the
world asif adragon were deeping, wreathed tightly round it. The best apples, asthey always are, were
at the very top, but there were some quite eatable ones hanging well within reach, and for one of these he
put out a hand.

Then jumped, Sartled, asavoice said from thetree, "If you steal my gpples, you will turn into stone,
andde”

Ludo looked around him in alarm, but could see nobody. Then he saw an eye regarding him from
the middle of the tree trunk, and he saw that there was a dragon curled around the tree, close, likea
thick stem of ivy, with hisold, wicked head laid flat aong the ssump of abranch, and onered eye open
just adit, watching Ludo.

Ludo jumped away from that tree asfast asif the apple had bitten him, and the dragon laughed.
"Ho, ho," it said, and the sound was like the rattling of twigsin thewind.

Another voice spoke from above, in ahoarse whisper. "Don't take any notice of him, fledgling. If
you eat one of my gpples, you will turn into gold, and stay young for ever and ever."

Ludo looked up. Above him on a high branch of the tree, regarding him with her enormous round
eyes, was abrown owl.

Ludo looked from one to the other. "Whosetreeisit?' he asked nervoudly.

"Mine," said the dragon, raitling his scaes.



"Mine" said the owl, turning her head very rapidly right around till she waslooking the other way,
then back again to sare at Ludo, and repeating thistill he fdt quite dizzy.

"|s there anything to eat besides the gpples?”
"No," sadthe dragon, "nothing & dl."
"No," said the owl, "nothing of any description whatsoever."

"Then what do you eat?" asked Ludo. He was growing alittle bolder, because the dragon hadn't
moved from the tree trunk, and really seemed so very dow and old; and the owl wasfat and fluffy and
rather cuddly, and didn't look asif she ever harmed anything. Which only shows how wrong it isto judge
by appearances.

"Oh," said the dragon, in adow gentle voice, "afew leaves sometimes, or abite or two of dry grass
that nobody esewants. . . . Not very much. Y ou see, I'm so old and dow that by thetime climb off my
tree the others have esten everything up.”

"Others?'

"Those sweet creatures,” said the dragon. "Blessthem, why shouldn't they take the best of
everything?' and atear squeezed from thered eye.

Ludo looked around and saw that there were sheep feeding in the field, and alot of them had lambs,
very young and white and frisky. None of them were anywhere near the tree, and even the lambs were
playing King-of-the-Cagtle a the very far sde of the field.

"Dear little things," said the dragon. " So young and innocent, and so very tender. ... Of course, if you
were just to pick one of my apples, not to eat it, you know, but just to offer it to one of those poor,
sweet, hungry young lambs—"

"But if it would turn them into stone and kill them," said Ludo, "I don't think that would be avery
nicething to do.”

"Oh, that was only my fun,” said the dragon, rattling like areedbed in the wind. "Only my fun. It
wouldn't do the least bit of harm in the world. Not the least bit of harm. Just pick an apple, and cdl the
lamb over here ... or more than onelamb, if you like. Severd lambs, in fact." And from the corner of its
long, long mouth adrop of salivadrooled down the tree trunk to the ground.

"No, no," said the owl sharply from overhead. "Don't bother the lambs, you'd only be wasting your
time. Now if you would pick one of my apples, any one, it doesn't matter, and just lay it down on the
ground in the shade of thetree, so that the field mice could get it. . . ? Poor little things, | see them running
about out therein the sunshine, with nothing at al to eat but afew dry roots and seeds.”

And indeed Ludo could see them, scuttling here and there in the sunny grass, but never, never
coming near thetree.

Now Ludo had never met adragon before, but he had seen plenty of owls, and he knew quite well
that owls, however well-spoken, ate field mice whenever they could get hold of them. So it was asafe
guessthat, like the owl, the dragon was deceiving him, and ate lambs.

Hesaid, very palitely, "I don't think 1'd better do that, Sr and malam. But if either of you would care
for abite of bread, | think therésabit left.”



And hewaked forward into the shade of thetree.
Three things happened at once.
The owl shrieked, "Hoo! Hesmine!" and flew out of thetreeto fasten her clawsin Ludo's collar.

The dragon hissed, "Ho! Hesmine!" and, with his scalesrattling till the tree shook, did down the
trunk &l in one shimmering movement, and grabbed Ludo'strouser leg.

A new voiceroared, "No! Mine!" And past Ludo came a huge shape—four thundering hoofsand a
heavy body fleeced with gold and two great horns curled around and around on themsdves like snall
shells—and the biggest ram Ludo had ever seen flashed past him and went dam into the trunk of the
tree, missing the dragon'stail by a centimeter, and bringing a shower of gpples down which struck
dragon, owl and Ludo with a postive hail of golden fruit as heavy and hard as cannonballs. The dragon
said avery bad word indeed, let go Ludo'sleg, and swarmed back up the tree and hung there, panting,
itslong forked tongue flickering and the red eyes shifting nervoudy. The owl, who was alady evenin
moments of stress, said, "Sorry, I'm sure," and flew back to her bough with afew feathers floating off
her, and sat twisting her head around and back, around and back, and not meeting anyone's eye.

The Ram withdrew from the tree, shook his head dightly (though the blow didn't seem to have hurt
him at al), and regarded Ludo.

"Well, boy?" he asked.

Ludo knew, of course, who he was, the Ram himsdlf, the lord of the house. What he did not know
was that thiswas Chrysomallion, the great Ram whose golden fleece was one day to bethe prizein
another adventure. Or perhaps it had been the prize in that adventure hundreds of years ago? There'sno
telling, because thereisno time, as we understand it, in the star country where Ludo was traveling. But
the Ram was enormous, and mgjestic and very beautiful; he dso had abrow as broad asa shield and as
hard as a battering ram (which was called after him), and he could have knocked Ludo flying clean back
into the Fishes Pool with one blow. So Ludo stood respectfully in front of the Ram, trying not to rub his
leg where the dragon's grip had burned aholein histrousers, and said, "If you please, your worship, I'm
Ludo, and I'm taking my horse Renti dong the track to catch up with the sun.”

The Ram stood with his head dightly lowered, and appeared to be thinking. His eyeswere asyelow
as Goat's, but not so cold. If you thought very hard about it, you could il see, in thismajestic creature,
the young golden lamb he must once have been, skipping like the othersin the sunshine among the
daisies. (But the black Goat could never, never have been young, thought Ludo.)

"And you would crave my leave to pass unmolested through my house?' said the Ram gravely.

L udo wouldn't have thought of putting it like that, but it sounded better than, "Please let me go and
don't hurt me" so hesaid, "Yes, gr, please, Sr," and rubbed hisleg.

"Wheat alsyour leg?' asked the Ram.
"It'sabit burned. Nothing to mention, Sr," said Ludo.
"Come here”

Ludo obeyed him. The Ram lowered his splendid head and breathed on the soreleg, and it waslike
acool bandage being wrapped around it. The soreness vanished, and the reddened flesh smoothed and
looked as good as new.



"Oh, thank you," said Ludo. "Thank you very much."

"And now," said the Ram, "if you desire an apple, takeit. It will do you no harm at al. And take one
for your horse. But only one each.”

Ludo thanked him again, and picked two of the fallen ones off the ground.
The Ram watched him. "Why did you pick those up? The ones till on the tree are better.”

"These are quite good enough for me and Renti, thank you. I've still got a bit of bread. Y ou rescued
me before they got that."

While Ludo had been talking to the Ram, Renti, who had |ooked up from his grazing at the crash
when the Ram struck the tree, came limping over to Ludo's Sde. The buttercups till hung in hismane,
but he had eaten most of the daisies. (No animal likes buttercups, which explainswhy thefidlds are
aways so full of them.) He chewed the daisies quickly and swallowed them, and reached his neck out for
an gpple. Ludo gave him one, then broke the hedl of bread carefully in two, and handed him that aswell.
The Ram watched gravely.

Then, because it looked asif the Ram expected him to eat the gpple straight away, like Renti, he bit
into it. It was delicious, not like any apple he had ever tasted before. It had the apple taste, but along with
that cameflavors, different with each bite, of other fruits; peaches, pineapples, apricots, pears,
nectarines, fat juicy grapes. . . . Ludo finished the gpple, core and dl, and wiped his mouth, feding a
whole ot better.

"That wasthe nicest apple | ever tasted,” he told the Ram, who looked pleased.
"It will assuage your hunger for the nonce," he said.
"Yes, gr, your worship,” said Ludo uncertainly.

A tiny glint ppeared in the Ram's grave golden eyes, aglint that belonged to the lamb he must once
have been. "'l meant," he said, "that it will keep you going for abit. They'll probably give you something
better in the next house. They aways seem to be feasting, there.”

Ludo remembered what Gulahad said. "'Feast one man and kill the next as soon aslook a him." But
he said nothing, for the Ram was going on.

"| doubt if you will catch the sunin the next house, but you should be on your way very soon. Heis
harnessing his horses back aready, and soon he will be gone.”

"Youmean heis here?" Ludo stared around him eagerly. Then he noticed something he had not
seen before; the tracks of two whedls running straight acrossthe prairie asfar asthe horizon, with
between them the flurry of crushed grasses where the sun's four horses had galloped. The tracksran
clear up to the trees on the horizon, and even as he watched, his eyes narrow againgt the brightness, he
saw rays, brilliant and amost level, shoot out along the turf as the sun came out from behind the trees and
moved aong the sky's edge in ablaze of gold.

His heart lifted, for he knew that he must be nearer than he had ever been before. In the heart of that
blaze he had caught a glimpse of the chariot and the sparkling manes and the whip like the flash of light
along a cobweb.

His heart was beating hard, but he stood till and asked the Ram, "May | follow him, sr?’



"You may. | shdl not harm you. | have never harmed anything young. But whether your old horse
can catch him isanother matter.”

"Sir," sad Ludo, "would you bresthe on my horse'sleg, too, and hed him?'

The Ram shook his handsome head. "He will be hedled when it istime. Thisisthe House of the
Y oung. Now go quickly, boy, and go warily."

He turned and trotted away toward the sheep on the other side of the pasture. The sheep stopped
their grazing to watch him, and the lambs came skipping down from the knolls where they had been
playing, and jumped and frisked toward him.

L udo grabbed Renti's hdter and pulled his head up from the grass, saying breathlessy, "Come on,
Renti! Quickly, old horse, we're closer by milesl Come asfast asyou can!”

Renti threw his head up and whinnied, asif the excitement was catching. He broke into an uneven
trot beside Ludo, and they both ran acrossthe grassin the track of the chariot's whedls. Asthey ran
Ludo caught aglimpse of the great Ram, in the midst of the flock of white and golden lambs, busily
playing King-of-the-Castle. He was poised on top of aflowery knall, with the lambs bouncing and
frisking dl around him. Then avery smal lamb jumped up beside him and gave him a push easily strong
enough to didodge a butterfly from aflower, and golden Chrysomallion leaped down, to be
overwhelmed by the crowd of lambs skipping and jostling like boiling sogpsuds.

When Ludo and Renti, both breathless, had reached the trees, the sun was out of sght. Therewasa
gate across the way, but the marks of the wheels went through to the other side, so Ludo pushed the gate

open, and shut it again after Renti, without noticing the sign on it which said: 9 Bewareof the Bull 109

But a second later, when he turned to go on, he saw the Bull himsdlf, tanding squardly in the middle
of the track, with his horns lowered and ready, and one hoof tearing up the turf in front of him.

CHAPTER XI
TheBull

Now as| havetold you, Ludo used to go every summer up to the summer farm and help mind the
cowswhile his father made cheeses. They had bulls up there, too, so Ludo was used to cattle and knew
quite alot about them. He was not redlly afraid of bulls, but, like everyone who dedswith them, he
respected them, and he never, never made the mistake of trusting one, however friendly helooked. And
thisonedid not look friendly at all. When abull starts pawing at the ground with hisforehoof, it istime to
be very careful indeed.

Ludo knew that the one thing it would be fatal to do, would be to run away; or evento moveat al.
The only thing to do when faced a close quarters by an angry bull isto stand quite ill.

He stood quite till.
He stood quite still for so long that he was afraid he was going to sneeze.

Beside him Renti, who was not afraid of the bull, but was rather anxious not to draw its attention to
himsdlf, stood quite il too.



The Bull—for of courseit was the Bull himsalf— stopped pawing at the ground, and stood quite
gill.

And there they dl might be standing to thisday, but they were interrupted. Two little girls, about the
same age as Ludo, came running out of the trees. They had been picking flowers, and between them they
held adaisy chain asthick as a skipping rope.

Before Ludo could move or shout awarning, they ran straight up to the Bull and flung the daisy
chain around his massve neck. The Bull lowered hishead even further, so that his hornslooked wider
than ever. Hishuge eyesrolled, showing the whites, and then, to Ludo's amazement, he asked in alow
voice, "What isit?It's been standing there without saying aword, without moving even, for agesand
ages." Thelittle girls stood, one on each side of the Bull, holding the ends of the daisy chain. They both
gared at Ludo. They were not like any girls he had seen before. They were dainty and findy made, like
porcelain figures, and they had on dresseswhich looked asif they were made of flowers. Nothing else
but flowers, with perhaps abit of ribbon here and there to hold them together. What was more, they had
wings. At first Ludo hardly recognized these aswings, they weretiny, just plumes of feathers growing
from their shoulders, white and soft like the wings of doves—and no bigger. In fact, aswings, they were
quite usdess. They would never have dlowed even these dainty little girlsto fly, any more than would the
tiny wingsthat L udo had seen on the paintings of cherubsin church a home. But these girlswere not like
any cherubs he had seen; certainly not like angels. And not a bit likefairies, either. But whatever they
were, Ludo knew they were beings far superior to a poor peasant boy, so he stood there shyly, in
dlence, till one of them should spesak to him.

But they spoke only to the Bull. One of them bent down to whisper initsear, "l think it'safaun.”

"l don't think it can be afaun,” said the Bull, ill in that low voice, asif he didn't want Ludo to hear.
"It's such a strange shape, and besides, it hasfur right up to its neck. Fauns are bare to thewaist. And its
feet are wrong, and its ears—fauns have pointed ears, and this one hasn't any earsthat | can see”

"They're probably under itshair," said one of the little girls, who obvioudy took Ludo's woollen cap
for hair, just asthe Bull had been mistaken about his coat. (Asif anyone had bright blue hair, or fur with
buttons on, thought Ludo, but not very clearly, for he was il alittle frightened, and very much puzzled.)

"l don't think it hasany earsat al," whispered the Bull. "It obvioudy can't hear aword we say."
"It'saforeign faun, | think," said the other little girl. "It doesn't understand.”

"But it must be blind, too," said the Bull, sounding worried. "It's stood there without moving or
speaking for about an hour and ahalf.”

Now in fact Ludo had stood there for only about two minutes—which seemed an age when one
was, not frightened exactly, but rather nervous—but most bulls tend to exaggerate alittle. Thisiswhy you
can't rely on them. But it didn't seem asif this Bull were unfriendly, so Ludo took abregth to give himself
courage, and said, "If you please, Sr—"

"It doestak!" cried one of thelittle girls, the one whose dress was tied up with forget-me-nots.

"Anditisnt foreign!" cried the other, who was dressed in wild roses. "It must just have come
through the wood from the House of the Ram. What are you, then?' she demanded. "If you're not afaun,
and you're not a satyr, and you're not one of the tree people or the water people, then what are you, and
why did the Ram let you through?'

"Please, I'm aboy," began Ludo, but then hiswords were drowned in aburst of music, agreat



fanfare of trumpets and flutes and al sorts of instrumentsthat he didn't recognize. The Bull threw up his
head, and the little girls, swinging on the wide horns, cried out, "Oh, it'stime for the feast! Wed better
hurry! Y ou, faun, boy, whatever you cal yourself, you can cometoo, if you want! Come quickly now, or
youll missthesinging! Here, catch!”

Theforget-me-not girl flung him the end of the daisy chain. Ludo caught it, and when the Bull,
without another glance at him, moved off in stately fashion toward the trees, with thelittle girls skipping
aong beside him, Ludo followed.

Renti was dready eeting greedily, cropping the fresh grass and flowers. Ludo thought, rather
envioudy, that it ssemed avery long time since bregkfast, with nothing but an gpple, even though that
apple came from amagic tree; but perhaps after the singing there might be food for him, too? Heran
forward, and when the Bull reached the crest of the bank Ludo wasjust beside him, and could look
down into the hollow beyond.

Thiswas nearly circular, with around pool in its center. All around the edge of the pool wereirises,
yellow and purple and white, with leaves sticking up like spears. On the water were water lilies, but not
like the ones Ludo knew; these had enormous leaves, quite round, with edges turned up like piecrust.
The liliesthemsel ves were blue, standing up above the surface of the water. On thelily leavesthere were
frogs Stting, and long-legged birds stepped daintily from one lesf to the next asif they were
sepping-stones. Strangest of dl, somelittle girls like the two who were with the Bull were gtting there,
too, each oneright in the middle of alily leaf, cross-legged and playing aflute or atrumpet or alyre or
somemusicd ingrument that Ludo had never heard of. All thetime they played their tiny wings vibrated
like the wings of bees, so fast that they were visible only as agossamer blur. If Ludo had had timeto
think at dl, he might have thought that the wings were keeping girls, leaves and dl, from sinking.

But he didn't stop to think about it; he was only thinking about the food, which he could not only
smell, but see. Halfway down the bank between him and the pool there was afire burning, and over this
akind of gridiron, agrill stlanding on four legslike atable. On it was a huge caldron from which camethe
most appetizing smell, and on the grass near the fire was dish after dish of fruit and big crusty loaves
ready buttered, and apple turnovers and sausage rolls and crumpets dripping with butter and bowls of
strawberries with whipped cream piled on top, and jellies the shape (and very nearly the Size) of castles,
in glowing reds and greens and yellows, with little flecks of gold in them like the snow in one of those
glass globesthat hold a snowstorm.

"Comeon!" cried thelittle girls, and danced downhill with the Bull trotting after them, and Ludo
running happily after the Bull.

What afeast that was! There was more than enough for everyone, though when Ludo reached the
fire he found that the place was crowded, for al that he hadn't seen anybody arriving. One moment there
was just the empty green hollow full of sunlight, with nothing but the trees surrounding it, and the weater
glittering, and the winged sprites balancing on thelily leaves making their music; then suddenly the place
wasfull of people dancing and singing and feasting and laughing. Therewerered fauns, which arelike
boysto thewaist down, but below they have hairy flanks like young goats, and little tails. They have
horns, too, haf hidden in their shaggy hair. They were as agile as goats, and leaped and skipped about,
edting greedily and laughing with their mouthsfull. They looked gay and friendly, but their eyeswerethe
same cold yellow asthe great Goat of Capricorn, so Ludo kept away from them. He felt safer with the
girls, who were chattering al the time, and were dressed in flowers; and with the green people who
spoke in whispers and were dressed in leaves, and with the strange dumb people who didn't eat at al,
but drank alot and looked as if they were clothed only in flowing water. In the midst of dl thismoving,
feasting crowd the Bull stood munching the daisy chain, looking much like any ordinary bull, only bigger



and grander. He gppeared to have forgotten al about Ludo, who sat quietly without anyone taking much
notice of him, and ate and ate of the gorgeous food, rather greedily perhaps, but, Who knows, thought
Ludo, when I'll get achanceto eat again? And it'sthe Twins after this, and the Crab. . . . They're not
likely to give me anything to eet. Eat me themsdlves, more likely. But even thisthought couldn't depress
him, because the food was s0 lovely and the music so beautiful and the dancing throng around him so
friendly, and dl the warmth and richness of summer seemed contained in that hollow under the summer
un.

Presently he had finished, and lay back on the warm grass, watching as the strange people danced.
After awhile he heard thelittle girls calling out, "Now the game! The Bull game!” And the onewith the
forget-me-nots started looking around her, and Ludo heard her say, "We can gart with the foreign boy.
He can play Catch first."

Now, if there was one thing Ludo didn't want to do, it was play Catch with abull chasing him, so
before thelittle girl could see him he got quietly to hisfeet and crept up the bank again, and lay flat there
inthelong grass, with his chin on his hands, watching the frolics below.

They soon gave up looking for him, and the game began. Everybody knows the game; it wasjust a
verson of Tag, asort of mixture of it and Hide and Seek and Blind Man's Buff. The Bull wast, and the
object of the game seemed to beto run in and throw chains of flowers around his horns and neck without
letting him touch you. They al seemed very quick at it, and the Bull didn't touch anyone, so Ludo got no
chance to see what happened if anyone got caught. The game went on for what seemed avery long time.
The sun danted lower, and Ludo watched it, remembering that he must wait until dark before going
farther dong the track into the House of the Twins. Findly he redlized that the laughter had grown less,
and that the game was over. He looked down. The Bull was standing stock-till in the midst of the
crowd, amost hidden by the twining chains of poppies and meadowsweet and purple columbines and dl
the flowers of high summer. He stood quite till, as still aswhen Ludo had first seen him. If you hadn't
known that the chains which bound him were only flowers, il full of scent and freshness, with the bees
and butterflies fill busy over them, you would have thought he was bound too fast to move.

Asthe Bull stood there, the girls and the tree people and the water people and the faunsjoined
hands and began to pace solemnly round him, singing. This song was different from the others; it was
dower and graver, but even more joyous. Birds were coming out of the trees now, to circle above the
dancers, adding their own songs. From the boughs above the bank where Ludo lay came aflock of white
doves, floating downhill with wings raked back, like a shower of white petals.

At that moment Ludo redlized that Renti was no longer near him. He sat up abruptly and looked
around him. The old horse was nowhere to be seen. Ludo jumped to his feet, and then saw, along way
acrossthe grass, the horse busily grazing where rushes and yellow irises marked the bank of adistant
stream. Beyond the stream there was no grass, only a steep track winding up between rocks. It looked
like quite adifferent country.

A different country. . . . The Badlands! Ludo shouted in sudden panic, "Renti, Renti, come back!"
But Renti, unheeding, forged forward through the splashing stream and started away up the track.

Dimly, Ludo was aware that below him in the hollow the singing had stopped. Everyone was staring
hisway. Then, asif astrong wind had blown through the hollow, everything changed. The sprites on the
lily leaves faded into nothing, blowing away down thewind like petas. The leaf people stood quite il
with only their leavesflickering, and Ludo saw that they were only trees, young trees, swaying in the
wind. The water people shimmered, and gleamed iridescent and transparent as bubbles, then vanished.
Even thelittle girlsran away and disappeared into the woods beyond the pool. From the shoulders and
flanks of the Bull the flowersfell, fading, to liein hegps around hisfeet. He lifted his splendid head and



dared at Ludo with his huge, dark eyes.

From somewhere beyond the treetops came the first distant growl of thunder. Renti was out of sight.
Ludo forgot dl about standing quite still when abull was watching you. Heforgot al about staying inthe
House of the Bull until after dark. He turned and ran, just as hard as he could, after Renti.

"Renti! Renti! Come back!"

And behind him, as he ran, he heard anew and different thunder coming fast over the grass. The
Bull was charging after him.

Ludo reached the stream. There was no sign of Renti. The Bull was ill coming, faster than ever.
The ground seemed to shake. Thunder in the ground, and thunder crashing intheair. A whip of white
lightning struck down into the water of the stream. As quickly and lightly as any of the winged people,
Ludo lesped the stream and ran on, up the winding track, dipping and stumbling on the stones, till he
reached the summit of the track, where it led between enormous cairns of dry rock.

Under hisfeet astone did, rolled, and twisted, and hefell flat on the path. He was not hurt, but he
was shaken and rather winded. For afull three or four seconds he lay there, before he could pull himself
together and get to hisfeet again. As he picked himself up dowly, rubbing a sore knee, he redlized that
there was no longer any sound at al. The thunder had gone. There was no sign of the Bull. He looked
back. Behind him the stream, the meadow, the whole landscape of summer was as distant as a dream.

There was no going back. He had to go on. And the sun was il high and bright, and hewasin the
House of the Twinswhere the Far Shooter roamed.

Indeed, at that moment he saw the sign carved on aflat dab of rock besidehim.  Just beside it
stood anotice, whichsaid: ™ Firing Range. Shooting Practice Here Daily. Do Not Enter.

Beyond the notice was aflat, rocky plateau, broken here and there by cairns of stone piled up
higher than a man's head. Between two of these Renti was standing, with hisearslaid flat back and the
whites of hiseyes showing. A man held him fast by the halter, while another stooped to examine hisfeet
one by one, and athird—

The third man stood apart, carefully fitting an arrow to his bow.

CHAPTER XII
TheTwins

The man who was examining Renti's feet looked up, saw Ludo, and said something to the other. The
two of them were exactly dike. Ludo remembered, in one awful flash, dl that Gulahad told him about
the Twins and the terrible Far Shooter. Now, because Renti knew no better, they had come into the
House of the Twins by daylight, and they were caught.

Ludo wasonly aboy, and in that first moment of panic fear | think he might even have left Renti
where he was, and have turned and run away, but the man on the rock, who must be the Far Shooter,
had seen him, too. He swung the great bow round and pointed the arrow straight at L udo.

Ludo stood till. He remembered what the Archer had said to him. "This horse served you faithfully



al through hislife; now will you serve him and keep faith with him?" Confusedly, he wondered if keeping
faith with Renti might mean being killed dong with him. But it seemed he hadn't much choice. The Far
Shooter's arrow could reach him before he ran two steps. Something else came into hismind, Gulatelling
him, "Tak first and fight afterward is a good motto."

So L udo, though he was frightened, stood his ground much as he had stood it in front of the Bull,
and when it was apparent that he was not going to run away, the Far Shooter lowered the golden bow.

The Twin who had first seen Ludo strode right up to him and stood over him, bending histhick neck
to stare down at the boy. He was a very handsome man, broad and strong, with thick curling black hair,
and black eyes set close under thick brows which met in the middle. The hair grew low on his forehead,
and his nose was short and straight with wide nogtrils. He looked, in fact, rather like the Bull, al beef and
not much brain, but that was no comfort to Ludo, who had been hoping to talk these men out of doing
him or Renti any harm.

The Twin did not waste any time on greetings or courtesies. "Who said you could come through our
land?" he demanded.

"Nobody, please, sir,” said Ludo. "But | wasfollowing the track, and | wastold | had to come this
way. The Archer told usto follow the sun, you see. I'm sorry if I'm trespassing, but my horse strayed,
and | cameto get him back. I—I hope he hasn't done any damage?”

The Twin scowled down at him for afew moments without speaking, dmost asif he couldn't
understand what L udo was saying. Then he reached his big hand out and jerked Peleuss knife from the
boy's belt.

"WEell havethis, for astart. Coming armed. Threatening us. Can't have that, can we? Got to defend
oursalves"

"Oh, no," said Ludo eagerly, "1 wouldn't dream of threatening anyone. Peleus gave methe knife, and
Gula—the Water Carrier, you know—he said—"

"Not that | couldn't truss you up with one hand, knife or no knife," said the Twin, who wasn't
listening. He was trying the edge of Peleuss knife with histhumb, and beginning to amile. It wasnot a
smilethat Ludo liked at al. "Truss you up with one hand tied behind my back, | could, and egt you for
breskfast.”

"Of courseyou could, sr," said Ludo, hoping to placate him. "I couldn't harm you, not possibly. If
you'd just let us go on after the sun, we'd be out of your land in just afew minutes, and no harm done. Or
if thereésany work | could do to pay you—"

"Harm us?' exclaimed the Twin. "I'd like to see you try! Just try! Y ou'd see soon enough where
you'd get tol Take you gpart in the twinkling of an eye, | could.”

And as he spoke hisfree hand shot out, and he seized Ludo by the shoulder.

At that moment he was interrupted. The other Twin, who was till holding Renti's halter, shouted
out, "Cagtor! Bring him over here! Lykeios wantsto spesk to him."

Cadtor, gripping Ludo's shoulder more tightly than ever, stopped smiling and looked disappointed,
but to Ludo's surprise he made no attempt to argue. He gave Ludo a shake, and started to march him
acrosstheflat rocky ground toward the others. He grumbled a bit below his breath, but softly, Ludo
noticed, so that the Far Shooter (whose name seemed to be Lykeios) would not be able to hear him.



Ludo did not try to bresk away—it would have done no good —but went with him quietly, hoping that
Lykeioswould be easier to tak to than Castor. The Twin, hustling him aong, looked down with a sneer
on hishandsomeface, and said, "No fight in you, eh? Don't know what the young are coming to. When
Pollux and | were your age we'd have been straight at it, knives, teeth, anything, as soon aslook at you."

"That'strue," said the other Twin, asthey came up to him. " Take on anything, we would, up to eight
timesour Sze. Yes, and kill it, too."

"Eight times?' said Castor. "Ten times! Twenty times, | dare say, we've tackled in our time.
Remember Amycus? Remember Idas? Now there wasafight.” And they both laughed heartily, but
Cadgtor kept hisgrip on Ludo's shoulder, while Pollux, who had finished examining Renti, still held tightly
to the hdter. But they made no attempt to hurt either the boy or the horse. They waited for Lykeiosthe
Far Shooter, who had come down from the high rock, and was approaching across the level ground.

Even through hisfear, Ludo couldn't help thinking that he had never in al hislife sesen aman who
looked like this man. He took long strides that seemed to skim the ground rather than tread on it, so that
he moved forward with very little effort, and at great peed. It was like watching someone skating over
dry rock. He was very tal, towering afull head over the Twins, and he was asfair asthey were dark,
with long thick hair falling like aheavy maneto his shoulders, and eyes of abrilliant pale blue. Hewas
dressed in ashort tunic-like garment of yellow, with awolfskin dung over hisright shoulder. Therewasa
quiver full of arrowsat his hip; some were fledged with white goose feathers, and some with gray, and
they were aslong asaman'sarm. The great bow that he carried was golden, with adouble curve, and a
golden bowstring which hummed by itsdlf as he moved. At his hedsran hiswolves, weaving to and fro,
panting with lolling tongues and eyes fixed on Renti and Ludo. But they stayed behind their master.

Ludo was afraid of the Twins, as one might be afraid of quarrelsome bullieswho were too stupid to
do anything but hurt people smaller than themselves, but he was afraid of Lykeiosthe Far Shooter with a
fear that was haf awe and half admiration, as one might fear athunderstorm or avolcano.

Lykelos spoke, and his voice was musical but bloodless, like atrumpet.
"Leavethem.”

The Twins obeyed. Castor's hand dropped from Ludo's shoulder, and Pollux let go the horse's
halter. Ludo reached for the rope, and stood his ground between the two of them, holding Renti.

Pollux shuffled hisfeet in the dust. "What isit, Lykeios? Let usdo it for you. Not worth your trouble,
they'renot.”

"Waste of your arrows," said Castor quickly. "Well do it as soon aslook at you. Just say the word.
Doneinatrice"

"It would be akindness, cometo think of it,” put in Pollux, not sounding kind at al, but rather eager.
"Becauseif the poor things managed to get away from us, the Crab would get them, and you know what
that means”

"Neverthdess," said the Far Shooter, "you will leave them to me." He bent that stern terrible gaze on
Ludo. He was only standing three paces off, but Ludo had the impression that he was being examined
from somewhere asfar away asthe stars. He had to try three times before he could make a sound.

"Lord, your worship," he began, licking hisdry lips, “we came from home only yesterday, and were
following the path of the sun. Renti—thisis Renti, your honor—he fell in asnowdrift, and the only way
out was through the cave where your brother lives. The Archer ... heisyour brother, isn't he?!



"Heis Helet you both through?*

"It was hewho told usto follow the sun,” said Ludo; then, gtill sammering alittle with nervousness,
he went on to tell Lykeios about Renti'sfal into the crevasse, about the Archer's advice, and about their
journey. His story was not made any easier to tell by the Twins, who stood one on either side of him,
fidgeting. Castor was diding histhumb aong the blade of Peleuss knife again, and muttering, "Kill them
quick asaflash, notroubleat dl. But no fun. No fight in him. A peasant." And on the other sde of him
Pollux nodded, agreeing. "No sport init at al. What does the Archer mean, |etting a peasant boy
through? Horse no use either. Lame as aduck. Sitting shot.”

The Far Shooter said nothing, but listened with his eyes fixed on Ludo, standing so still that the boy
began to think he wasn't listening, ether. He ssammered abit more, floundering, then bit histonguein his
embarrassment, and stopped.

"Thereyou are," said Pollux immediatdly. "Can't even talk straight. Usdless. Givehimto us,
Wolf-lord. Wéll reason with him."

"Only oneway to reason,” said Castor, running his thumb aong the knife blade, and grinning.

Lykeiostook no notice of them at al. Ludo found it difficult even to look a him now. The sun was
setting fadt; it was right down on the horizon in ablaze of fire, and againgt it Lykeioswasvisible only asa
looming shadow. The gold of hishair and the gold of the bow shimmered against the blaze. The rest was
shadow. All that could be seen of the wolves wasthe glint of their watching eyes.

When he spoke hisvoice wasfainter, asif it came from farther off. "Boy," he said, and the bowstring
hummed as he spoke, "when were you born?”

"Eleven yearsago, dr," said Ludo, surprised, "on thefirst day of June.”

"] thought s0," said Lykeios. The brilliant eyes gleamed for amoment in the sunset as he turned to
the restless Twins. "Y ou will let him pass" hetold them. "Heismine. Y ou will give him back hisknife,
Castor, and you will neither of you lay handson him.”

The Twins stared for afew momentsasif they could hardly believe what they had heard. Then they
looked at one another across Ludo's head. Their stupid, handsome faces were blank with surprise and

dismay.
"But, Lykeios—" began Pollux.
"But, Lykeios—" said Cagtor.
"Those are my orders,”" said the tall man, and the bowstring hummed on a deep note.

Ludo took a deep breath. He did not understand what was happening, but he knew that the Far
Shooter could protect him against the Twins, so he spoke up boldly, though his heart was thumping.
"Lord—"

"Wel, boy?
"May weredly go? Now?'

"You may go," said Lykeios. "Y ou were born in this house, and under the sign of Apollo Lykeiosthe
lord of the Wolves, the Far Shooter, the protector of flocks and herds. Y ou are mine, and you have
served mefaithfully. Whileyou are herein this house no harm shal cometo you. Y ou may rest here until



daylight, and then, when the sunisrisen, you will pass safely through the House of the Crab. But your
horse may not go with you. Heis maimed, and no maimed creature, beast or man, passes out from my
house."

"Do you mean—do you mean you can heal him?" asked Ludo.

"Kill or hed, itisthe same," said the Woalf-lord. "Now stand aside. In amoment the light will be
gone.”

He raised the great bow and notched an arrow to it. The fletching was gray, and the barb shone
gray, like stedl. The bowstring sang on ahigh, terrible note. The last rays of the sun flashed dong it like
drops of blood running.

Cadgtor reluctantly handed over Peleuss knife; then he and Pollux moved aside as they had been
told. But Ludo did not move away from Renti. The old horse was standing facing the Far Shooter, heed
on, making avery narrow target for the arrow. Ludo nerved himself to stand till, as squarely as he could
infront of the horse, between him and the arrow, and to plead with Lykelosfor Renti'slife.

"Lord—" he began.

"Stand aside," said the Far Shooter sternly, but just as he spoke the Twins, stupid to the last, walked
across between him and Ludo. At the same moment the sun, dropping lower, sank behind the western
horizon like aburning whed plunging into water, flooding the sky with crimson, and sending long
shadows shooting.

Ludo whipped around, quick asan edl, and flung himsalf on Renti's back. He dragged on the halter
rope and kicked Renti in the ribs and shouted, "Go on! Quick, Renti, quick!"

And Renti obeyed. He must have been asfrightened as L udo, because dmost before the boy landed
on hisback he was galloping, lame foot and all, for the shelter of the nearest rocks.

Ludo, lying flat and hanging on like grim desth to the horse's mane, heard the Twins shout, both
together, oneloud, angry yell. Then Lykeiossvoice, cadm and—incredibly—aughing.

"Leavethem. Wait."

Ludo, his cheek close to Renti's neck, turned his head to look. Already the rocky flatland was deep
in shadow. The Twins stood together, shoulder to shoulder, like two squat pillars of rock. Beyond them,
ashadow againgt the swimming crimson sky, the Far Shooter towered, tall asatree, tdl asacrag, tdl as
the sky itself. The bow shone across the sky like arainbow. There was no escaping it. ...

There was a sound like aplucked harp, and then with aripple of music and aflash and along whir
likethewind in ahawk'swing, an arrow fled past Ludo's cheek. A white goose feather brushed hisface,
the golden barb grazed Renti's neck, and the arrow fled past into the growing darkness. They never
heard it Strike.

Then they were engulfed by the shadow of the sheltering rocks, and galoping down along straight
stretch of track toward the sea.

CHAPTER XIlIlI



TheCrab

The beach was long and straight, so long that, in the gathering darkness, Ludo could not see what
lay at thefar end. On one hand lay the sea, low and ice cold, with stars glinting aong the gray reaches of
the sky above the horizon. The gray clouds and the glinting stars seemed to be racing dong the sky as
Renti raced adong the beach. It was asif Lykeiosswolves ran with the galloping horse. Ludo thought he
could hear the scrabble of their ghostly claws.

On the other hand the beach was bounded by high black cliffs which reached asfar asthe eye could
see. They towered like agiants wall against the black sky where, dowly, the moon begantorise.

Ludo lay flat on Renti's neck and clung to the flying mane as the horse galloped, with no sign now of
hislameness, dong the flat smooth shore. Between the starlight and the growing moonlight he found he
could seefairly clearly for ashort distance ahead. He saw the sign of the Crab scrawled clear acrossthe
sand, looking likethis @ Then Renti galloped straight acrossit and the sand was scuffed and scattered,
and the horse, with stretched neck and pricked ears, raced with the sea on one hand and the cliff onthe
other, aong the narrow gauntlet of the beach.

There was nothing to be seen; no man, no beast, nothing except the sea shifting and whispering, with
the moon staring white from the sky above the cliff, and on the flat dark sandsamyriad of tiny crabs
scuttling sideways from the fast, steady beat of Renti's hoofs.

"Renti," whispered Ludo, "Lykeos has helped us. Because | was born in his house, and because
he'slord of flocks and herds and I've looked after them all my life, and because he hates the darkness.
That arow—hewas going to kill you with the gray arrow, but he changed it and touched you with the
white one, and you're hedled. Y ou're hedled, Renti! Y ou won't be lame any more! We can catch the sun
chariot now. . . ! Therésnothing to stop usl Thesesilly little crabs, they can't do usany harm! And look,
there'sthe end of the beach!™

Ludo found it hard to believe that the most dreaded of al his ordeals had been so easy. And hewas
right. Renti wasjust hafway dong the beach, going asfast as he had ever gonein hislife, even asayoung
horse, when something moved among the black rocksto thelr right.

The dliffs themsaves were moving. Something huge, like avast black boulder, reared itself up onits
elght ssgmented legs as amountain might suddenly rear itsdlf straight off the ground on eight crazy pillars.
There was the sound, athousand times louder than any they had heard till now, of claws scraping on the
icy rock. Two cold eyes glared out of the dark. Something spokein acold, dry, acid voice.

"Who daresto come through my house by night?"

There was no question here of parleying or waiting for the pleasure of the lord of the house. Ludo
knew well what the Crab's pleasure would be. And so did Renti. With asnort of terror the old horselaid
his earsflat once more and legped into an even faster gdlop than before.

But he had no more chance than a scurrying insect has when a spider pounces. The Crab lurched
sdeways, like alanddide, and one of the hinged clawslifted high across the moon. It was one of the
pincer claws, and it was toothed like a shark, and open, and it stretched clean acrossthe sky.

Then suddenly, through the dark, like theflash of lightning or aspear thrown white-hot, something
whistled past Ludo's cheek. For amoment Ludo thought it was an arrow al of gold, then he saw the long
train of gparks behind it, and knew it for what it was; ashooting gar. It shot out of the far sky wherethe
wolf-stars glared and the cold moon drifted. It struck the claw with aclang and a crack like a hammer



striking glass. The claw broke. The Crab made asound like the air going out of a huge bellows, and the
cold eyes vanished. The landdide lurched the other way, back under the looming blackness of the dliffs,
and settled into stillness. The beach was empty.

Ludo put hisface down against Renti's hot neck, and shut his eyes.
"Lykeios, thank you. Thank you. Lord of the shooting stars, thank you.”

Then dl around them were trees, with leaves shutting out the moonlight, and underfoot the sand gave
way to the scented softness of aforest floor.

CHAPTER XIV
TheLion and the Lady

The night in the House of the Crab had been the worst that Ludo was ever to spend in hislife, but it
was aso the shortest. As his horse paced gently forward through the forest trees the darkness began to
lift, and soon, quite suddenly, like agreat rosy lamp taking light, the sun came up, flooding everything with
glory, and sending long shafts of red gold between the tree trunks where Renti walked.

Thelight showed aforest such as Ludo had never seen before. The forests of his home were vast
and thickly crowded, mile on mile of pinewoods stretching right to the tops of the hills. At the forests
edge, where the sun could reach, flowers grew; but deep in the forests themsalves nothing grew at dll
except pae shapes of toadstools pushing through the loam like witches hats.

But thisforest! Y ou and | would have known it was atropical forest, and that Ludo was now very
near the sun; but Ludo had never heard of the tropics, and gaped amazed from Renti's back as he looked
about him.

To begin with, the trees were half as high again asthey were at home, and benegath them the growth
of tree ferns and flowering bushes was so thick that you couldn't see even halfway up thetalest trunks.
Creegpers hung like ropes from bough to bough, some of them with leaves as big as paddles, and great
scarlet or purple flowers shaped like trumpets or huge starfish. Whole clusters of orchids sprouted from
the crotches of trees. Firefliesfloated by like clouds of sparks. The forest wasrich with asort of seamy
warmth, and heavy with al the scents you can imagine. It was humming with cheerful beesdl stacking the
honey away in their own secret combsfor their own use, and dl awhistle with birds stuffing themselves
with fruit and fat insect grubs and ddlicious caterpillars.

And when Ludo and Renti, dodging the hanging flowers where hummingbirds whirred and darted
and hung like flashing glassin the beams of the sun, came at length to the end of the forest, they fdt like
swimmers emerging from abathe in tropica water, heavy, warm, and abit sticky. It waslovely to be out
intheair and to fed the fresh scented breeze of asummer day and to hear, not too far ahead down a
winding lane, the coal trickle of water.

Renti, with head up and ears pricked, and glossy coat shining like anew horse chestnut in the
sunlight, blew through his nostrils at the sound of the water, and trotted around the bend in the lane.

Therewasawdll there, set back to one sde of thelane, with agrassy lawn in front of it. Thewdll
was sguare, with alow, wide stone parapet. Behind it ood a big stonerather like agravestone. There

was carving on it. To one side was carved the Sgn: ¥ and to the other the sgn: e



Under the second sign sat an old woman, dressed like the peasant women of Ludo's own country,
with ahood over her head. She had beside her on the stone a big market basket covered with acloth,
from benesth which peeped the leg of a cooked chicken, and aluscious-looking bunch of black grapes.

Under the other sign, stretched aong the stone of the parapet asif it was a hearthrug, lay the biggest
cat Ludo had ever seen. It waslying with its head turned away from him, washing itswhiskers. It was
tawny in color, and had astrange tail with ablack tuft on the end.

Then it lifted its head, looked around at Ludo, and yawned, showing al its excellent teeth. It had
yellow eyes, and round furry ears, and amane. It wasalion.

It was the Lion. Only then did Ludo remember the paper Gula had given him, with dl the signs of
the housesin order. He had been living in such dread of the Crab—and had in fact hardly expected ever
to get past it—that he had quite forgotten what lay beyond.

Here were the Lion and the Lady, sitting together by their common boundary; and Ludo was going
to haveto deal with them both at the sametime.

Renti saw the Lion at the same moment as Ludo did, and showed signs of wanting to bolt straight
back into the cover of the forest. Which would mean, thought Ludo, that they would only have this
boundary to reach and cross again. Their best chance was to get quickly past the Lion before it woke up
fully, and into the Lady's territory. Somehow Ludo couldn't believe that an old peasant woman could be
dangerous. Not as much asalion, anyway.

So he dipped quickly off Renti's back, seized the halter, and urged the horse forward. The Lion
watched, interested; then it got gracefully to its feet and stretched, once again showing al those teeth.
Renti gave asnort of fright and scurried past the well, dragging Ludo with him. Ludo touched his
forehead in greeting as he passed, and said breathlesdy, "Madam, sir—good day toyou. If | may . . . if
you'lll dlow me. ... Inabit of ahurry, yousee. . . ."

"Areyou intoo much of ahurry," asked the old Lady, "to draw some water for me from the well?"

Now Ludo, who waswell past the boundary when she spoke, would have liked nothing better than
to jJump up on Renti's back once more, and gallop on through the Lady's house. There were only two
more on Gulas paper, and soon, he was sure, they would catch up with the sun. Indeed the whedl marks
on the grassy track were deep and recent, so recent that the trodden flowers were just beginning to
Soring Sraight again.

But as we know, Ludo was akind sort of boy, and he knew that certain tasks, like lifting heavy
buckets, which were nothing to a boy, were very hard for old ladies; so he stopped, holding Renti's halter
tightly, and looked back. He saw that there was a bucket standing by the parapet of the well, with arope
attached to the handle. It stood about halfway between the Lady and the Lion.

He made hisway dowly back to the well, dragging Renti, who was behaving not like an old horse at
al, but like aspirited young charger who did not in the least want to go back within reach of alargelion.
Neither did Ludo. The Lion hadn't moved to catch him, but then perhapsit couldn't go outside itsown
boundaries; which was smal comfort, sSince the bucket stood right on the boundary, well within the Lion's
reech.

He stopped. The old woman was watching him from under her hood. She looked rather stupid.

"Do you think—will the Lion hurt me?" asked Ludo in awhisper.



"l have noidea," said the old woman, "but | do know that | have been sitting here for avery long
time on this hot morning, waiting for someone to come by and draw me some water to drink."

"Very wel, maam," said Ludo, "if | can find somewhereto tiemy horse. HEs afraid.”

"I will hold him," she said and put out ayellow claw. Ludo would have protested that she was not
strong enough—for Renti had been rearing and kicking like one of the King's own stdlions—but she
grasped the halter before he could speak. To Ludo's surprise the horse immediately quietened down and
stood till, with head lowered and ears dack. The old woman nodded at him. "Now, there's the bucket.
Y ou've drawn water from awell before?"

L udo remembered his mother and his grandmother, and the old woman who lived at the foot of the
stream below the wood at home, and the hundreds of times he had toiled out in al westhersto draw
water and fetch firewood for them. And he thought of the Archer and the Bull and of Lykeios, who had
seemed so dangerous, but who had not harmed him; and he took a deep breath and walked straight to
the boundary and lifted the bucket and lowered it carefully into the well. He drew it up full of clear water,
which dopped alittle over the edge and ran down in splashes as bright as crystdl. He carried the full
bucket over to the Lady. The Lion had not moved, except to open his big pink mouth and let histongue
loll out alittle. His claws, as big as regping hooks, flexed dightly, rasping on the stone.

The old woman fumbled inside her skirt pockets and brought out a beaker, which shefilled from the
bucket and drank to the bottom. Then she thanked Ludo and, though her face was till hidden from him
by her hood, he thought she sounded much better than before; lessfeeble; younger, even.

"Would you care for adrink yoursdf?' she asked him. "It is very good weter, and freeto all
comers.”

"May | give someto my horse, please, maam?" asked Ludo.
"Certainly."

The bucket was till dmost full. Ludo carried it carefully over to Renti, who had stopped watching
the Lion and was watching the bucket instead. Ludo set the bucket down for him, and he lowered his
head and drank greedily, so greedily that he drained the bucket dmost down to the last drop. Then he
blew the drops from his nogtrils, shook his mane, lowered his head to the flower-strewn grass near the
Lady'sfeet, and began to graze. Heredly did look younger, and very fit and well. No wonder, thought
Ludo ahit envioudy, since dl he ever thought about was eating and drinking. It was Ludo who had to
worry about al the dangers of thejourney.

Asnow. TheLionwas gl stlanding on his own side of the boundary, and histail was motionless, not
twitching asit doeswhen acat (any size of cat) isthinking of springing; but he was il alion, and though
Ludo had never been near alion before, he knew better than to go within clawing distance.

"Now," said the Lady, "if you arethirsty, by al means draw another pailful.”

Ludo would have liked to decline, but she spoke asif that was out of the question. Besides, hereally
was very thirsty. So he stood once more on the boundary and lowered the bucket into the well, keeping
awary eye on the big tawny shape that stood so still beside its boundary stone. The bucket came up,
brimming and glittering in the sunshine. Ludo heaved it onto the parapet, and the crystal drops splashed
over on the stone and spattered down on the flowers. The Lion watched Ludo with his narrowed golden
eyes. Hismouth was dightly open, showing al those gleaming teeth, and histongue was curled, panting,
and dribbling alittle.



The Lady handed Ludo the beaker. Ludo took it. He found that he, too, was panting alittlein the
heet. Hefdt very, very thirsty. He had never wanted anything so much in hislife astofill that besker and
drainit to the very bottom.

But he hesitated, and looked at the Lady. He could see her eyes, very dark and bright, watching him
from under the hood.

"Well, boy?' she said sharply.

"Please, maam, | wondered—I thought the Lion might be thirsty, too,” said Ludo. "Would it be dl
right—would you dlow meto offer him adrink aswe 7'

The Lady regarded him for amoment without speaking. "The water belongsto dl,” she said, "but
you would have to carry the bucket across the boundary. Would you dare do that?"

"If you would let me come back again, please, maam,” said Ludo.
"I do not make conditions," said the Lady sharply. "Either you go, or you stay. It isyour choice.

Ludo didn't know what to think. On the one hand hewas afraid of offending the Lady. But on the
other he was sure—looking again at the Lion—that the latter redlly was thirsty. The least one could do
for anyone, thought Ludo, wasto give them adrink of water.

He set down the beaker, and, walking dowly, as one should when gpproaching an animad oneis

doubtful about, he carried the full bucket across the boundary line, past the stone that said: L

down in front of the Lion.

,and st it

Then he stood very ill, and waited for the Lion to drink.

The Lion put his big nose down to the surface of the water, then raised his beautiful, terrifying head
again, and regarded Ludo. The golden eyes were wide open now.

Ludo licked hisown dry lips, and said, "Would you like adrink?' Then he remembered that this
wasn't just any old lion, and added, "Sir?"

The Lion lowered his head to the water again, and began to |ap.

L udo had somehow never thought of this. The Lion lapped very daintily, just asakitten laps. The
long pink tongue curled around each drop of water, taking it up, apparently, onedrop at atime. It
seemed avery unsatisfactory way of drinking, though obvioudy the Lion enjoyed it. His mane brushed
the ground, histail sank until it was curved just above the grass, his nose wrinkled, and his eyes half
closed asthe cool sparkling water went, drop by delicate drop, into his mouth.

It took avery, very long time. And poor Ludo, who was dry as dry, had to stand there and listen to
the lgpping sounds, watching that lovely water going down, and gtill not getting asingle drop himsdlf.

But at last the Lion had had enough. He lifted his head, then sat back with the drops glittering on his
beard, and raised afront paw. It was a huge paw. Ludo managed not to flinch, but stood his ground. The
Lion licked his paw, washed his mouth carefully, then dried it, and said to Ludo, "Thank you, boy. |
enjoyed that, every drop. | have, | trugt, left enough in the bucket for you. Please fed freeto finish the
rest yoursdlf."

Then, a the expresson on Ludo'sface, he amiled. If you have never seen alion smile, | can't helpiit;



but they can. Thetroubleis, they don't fed the desireto asarule. But thisLion smiled, and added, "Y es,
boy, | can speak. Had you forgotten that | am the Lion, and the lord of the house?”

"N—no," said Ludo, "but | ... I'm sorry, Sir, | was so afraid of you that | wasn't thinking about very
muchat dl."

"l know," said the Lion gently. "So | appreciate thewater al the more. Y ou are akind boy, and you
arewelcomein my house. You cameintoitin fear, and you passed through it without thought, but now
you have paid your way with kindness, and you may go. | shal help you in my turn. Now, take your
drink, and then st down and eat with the Lady.”

Ludo knew quite well what his mother would have said if he had drunk out of the same bucket as
Renti, or from the same saucer asthe cat; but the Lion was watching him out of those grave golden eyes,
and good manners are good manners, so he dipped the beaker in what was | €ft of the water inthe
bucket, and drank.

| don't suppose you have ever drunk of water like that. We all know that water has no taste, no
smell and no color. But thiswater had something better than taste or smell or color; it waslike the
gparkle of adiamond, likelight, like coolnessitsdf, like dew running over wild roses, likerain faling from
agpring sky onto young grass. When he had finished it, Ludo felt asif even his skin and eyes had been
washed clean and refreshed. The sun shone with afresher gold, the flowers were cool and bright. Renti
glowed as astar horse should, the Lion's eyes burned like lamps, and the Lady—

Ludo stared. The Lady had thrown back her hood, and she was not old at al; she was young, and
more beautiful than anyone Ludo had ever seen. Her hair was gold as corn, and her mouth was the color
of strawberries, and her eyes were blue as the gentians on the hillsides. More to the point, she was
unpacking the basket of food she carried, and laying the contents out on the edge of the well.

Y ears later, when he was an old man, Ludo used to try and remember everything therewasto edt in
that feast. Crispy rolls, he said, and roast chicken with stuffing, and patties bursting with meat and herbs
and butter, and pastries full of cream and cherries, and fruit of dl kinds, from bananas and peaches and
pinespples to strawberries and apricots and other things he didn't even know the name of. He ceased
abruptly to envy Renti, who had only grassto chew, and sat down beside the Lady on the edge of the
wall.

"Come dong, boy. Eat your fill. We have been waiting for you, the Lion and I, ever since we saw
the star arrow fly acrossthe forest. And now | see why the Archer let you in, and why the Far Shooter
himself helped you on your way in the wake of the sun. Y ou are very close now. Because of what you
have done, your horse will find his place; have no doubt of that. And you. ..." She paused and gave hima
kind look; then her eyes met those of the Lion.

"Wewill both go with you," said the Lion, "and see you safdly to the forge.”
"Forge?' asked Ludo. Somehow that seemed avery ordinary thing to find in this strange country.

"Yes," sadtheLion. "If your horseisto stay with the sun he must be shod. Do you think that the
hoofs which so far have trodden nothing but the earth can gallop safely up into the sun tracks of the sky?
Look."

Ludo followed the Lion'slifted gaze, and saw once again, breaking from the horizon ahead into the
clear brilliance of the sky, the golden chariot of the sun. And thistime there was no doubt about it; it was
closer, so closethat Ludo could see the golden flanks of the four horses and their pale-gold manes
sreaming in the air, and the flash and glitter of the bitsand bridles, and the great chariot wheels spinning



on their burning axle-tree. The horseswere galoping, straining high and higher up the steep spaces of the
sky, with sparks pouring back from their galoping hoofs, and brightness growing around them and faling
over the summer world as the chariot rose into heaven. There was Someone in the chariot. But when
Ludo looked to see Him he had to blink and look away, and when he looked back at the sky the chariot
was gone into the great world of light we cal the sun.

Helooked back at the Lion, who was watching him with gentle eyes.
"Old Renti? One of those?' he whispered, awed.

TheLion smiled again. "Why not, child?Y ou have said yoursdlf that heisastar horse, and if the
smith will shoe him, and the Scalesweigh him aright, why should he not befit, after such ajourney, for
the very chariot of the sun? Do you think it's chance that sent you here with him, to bring him safely dl
thisway ? Thereis no such thing as chance, Ludo. Thereisaneed for Renti in thefields of the sun, so
you brought him thisfar, and now | and the Lady will see you on the last stage of your journey. Lead him
now. No onewill ever ridehim again.”

L udo obediently took the halter rope, and followed the Lion and the Lady downhill acrossthe
summer fidlds.

CHAPTER XV
The Scales

The forge was Situated beside ariver, and the track they followed led down into the water, and
vanished in ashallow ford. Beyond the river rose athick forest of pines, the same sort of forest as Ludo
knew a home. This doped steeply up toward tree-covered hills, with, beyond them, high peakslike the
mountains of home. They looked familiar, even to the snow on their summits. Down here by the forge the
air was cooler than it had been beside the well, and there was thick dew on the spider webs all dong the
grassesthat edged the way.

But ingde the forgeit waswarm, very warm. The smith, aswarthy old man with shoulderslikethe
Bull'sand alameleg, was heating a shoe in afurnace that blazed like theinsde of avolcano. It was very
like the smithy that Ludo knew in the village at home; there was the big open firewith its bed of blazing
charcod and the huge leather bellows with the long bar to blow it by. There was the same bucket of
water to cool theiron, and the wooden box crammed higgledy-piggledy with nails of al lengths and Sizes.
Horseshoes hung on the walls; al sorts, from carthorses to those for the tiniest pony imaginable, and
againgt the wall beyond the bellows bar was a stack of iron bolts and ploughshares.

But one thing here was not like the smithy at home. Therewas ashdf under the single smal window
which looked out over theriver, and on this shelf Ludo saw the most beautiful little wood carvings and
statuesthat he had ever seen or even imagined. There were gnomes and dwarfs made of pinewood,
such as hisfather made, but even more lively and varied. There were deer and chamois and fawns carved
from cedar and beech; there were statues made of metal, more ddlicate till, of fauns and water creatures
and children. And therewas amode of achariot and four horsesin ashining meta that |ooked like—but
surely could not have been— gold. The horses skins shone and rippled in the firelight, and the chariot
wasworked al over so findy theat it looked like damask slk. There was no onein the chariot.

But Ludo didn't have achanceto look closaly. The smith turned back from the furnace with the shoe
glowing red-hot in the long-handled pincers and saw them standing there in the smithy doorway. Hedid



not give them any greetings; neither the Lion nor the Lady seemed to expect it. They did not comein, but
stood waiting, oneto either side of the doorway. The smith fixed his eyes on Renti, then glowered at
Ludo from under his black brows.

"Wl boy," he said harshly, "bring him in. Haven't got al day. These shoes are hard to fit, and they
can't wait long. Be dark soon. Fetch him in. No need to tie him up; hell stand.”

And soon Renti was standing as quiet as amouse while the smith lifted his hoofs one after the other
and pared them ready for the new shoes. Ludo would have offered to help with the bellows, for he had
often done thisfor the smith at home, but when he looked that way he saw two boyswhom he hadn't
noticed before, gtting therein the shadows waiting to blow the furnace to ablaze. So he went quietly
across to the shelf where the carvings and modelswere, and stood looking at them while the work went
on.

Cling clang, cling clang. Thelong hissof cooling meta as the shoe was plunged in the bucket. The
wheeze and puff of the bellows and the roar of thefirein the vast chimney. Thelouder hissss asthe
smoking shoe wasfitted to Renti's hoof. The smell of burning hoof which Renti himsdlf, surprisngly, never
even seemed to notice. Then the sound of rasp and hammer, and cling clang, it Sarted al over again.

It took along while, and the shadows lengthened outside, but L udo never noticed the time. Nor did
he notice when the Lion and the Lady, very quietly, went away. Thelittle carvings were so beautiful. He
examined every line, every tool-mark, and with hiswhole soul longed that some day, somehow, he might
be ableto carve even haf aswell. He, Ludo. Clumsy Ludo, who had never done anything wel in hislife
except look after the beasts for his father, and help his mother about the cottage. Never, never would he
be able to do such work! Never even see such things again after he had |eft this strange, beautiful, and
rather terrible country. . . .

A brown horny hand came over his shoulder, making him jump. The smith picked up ahorse carved
from elm wood, and put it into Ludo's hand.

"Go on, now, get ahold of it, do. Get the fed of it. Rub your thumb over thewood, so. Likethat."
The big spatulate thumb stroked the wood asiif it loved it. The horny fingers curved gently around the
delicate carved limbs. It did not seem possible that those hard hands had fashioned the lovely little
carving. Ludo stroked the wood, and as he did so the smith's great hand closed right over hisown,
pressing it tightly on the carving, so tightly that it hurt. Then helet go. Ludo's hand was sore and
cramped, and when he looked at the pam he saw, pressed into the flesh, the reddened shape of thelittle
horse.

The amith took the carving from him and put it back on the shelf.
"Did that hurt?" he asked, with asmile that was not atogether akind one.
L udo nodded, chafing his hands together.

“Then you'll remember it," said the amith, "and if ever you get home and pick up a piece of wood to
carve, you'l fed the shapeinit, the shape it wantsto be." He fixed Ludo with those alarming black eyes,
half hidden under the beetly brows. "Remember that, boy. Everything has asoul. Even the dead wood
you pick up off the forest floor has a shape inside it somewhere, and you can carve the outside away like
peding anut, and find the soul of the wood and the shapeit wantsto be. You'll cut your hands, and your
armswill ache, but you must go on until you find the soul of thewood. And don't think it ought to be
easy. Nothing ever is, if it'sworth while. But if you want to do it, and if it'sin you, then you'll not care
how it hurts, but you'll get it done. . . . Now get on the scales; then you'd best be on your way. The
Scorpion's not one to be kept waiting.”



"Scales?' asked Ludo in surprise. Suddenly he remembered the sign that came on Gula's paper after
the Lady's, and there it was, not ayard away, burned with ahot iron into the jamb of the door: ==

Then he saw the Scaesthemsdlves. They were very smple ones, and very big; big enough to weigh
ahorse. A hook wasfixed into the roof overhead, and from this hung alever; thiswas the beam, and at
each end of it was achain holding alarge, shallow pan. At present the beam danted sharply downward,
alowing one of the pansto rest right on the floor. Ludo saw with surprise that the pan held nothing but
the frayed piece of rope that was Renti's halter. The other pan was empty.

The smith picked the hater up, and the pan of the Scales swung up and settled level.

"Why were you weighing that?" asked L udo, surprised.

"l wasn't. | wasweighing the horse, and the halter against him."

"Agang him?" Ludo echoed. "Do you mean you weighed that little bit of rope against a horse?"

He couldn't quite manage to keep the incredulity out of hisvoice, but the smith only nodded as he
carried the halter across to where Renti was standing, and began to tie it on. "They're not common
scales, you know. They give aded of information to whoever can read them, and believe me, it'sbest to
heed what they haveto say."

"Y-yes" said Ludo, eyeing them uncertainly. They were, of course, the Scaesthemselves, just as
the centaur had been the Archer, and the Goat, Goat itself. It wasn't possible to be in awe of them asone
ways, say, of the Lion, but Ludo found himself asking in alowered voice, dmogt asif they could hear
him, "What did they say about Renti, then?"

"That he'sready to go, but the hdter will do to hold him with you till the time comes.” The amith
danted Ludo alook from under his brows. "He's been shod, you see. Something's got to hold him down
now, and the halter was just the right weight. Exact. Not a scruple between them. Just asit should be."
He dapped Renti on the neck. " Stand, now, till I've done." Then he turned back to Ludo. "And what
about you ?'Y our turn now. Come aong, we haven't much time."

"Are you—are you going to weigh me, too?" asked L udo.

"Of course. Why dse are you here? If you are to come to the Scorpion, you must be weighed in the
baancefirs.”

Lessand less, thought Ludo, did he like the sound of the Scorpion, but it ssemed there was nothing
for it now. He approached the Scales gingerly. "What will you weigh me againgt?"

"This." The amith crossed to the shelf by the window and took down the beautiful little gold chariot.
He carried it carefully acrossto the Scales, and placed it in one of the pans, which immediately sank to
the ground with aclang.

"Inyou get, boy," said the smith, pointing to the other pan. "It's my guessthat thisisjust right for
you. The Scaleswill show us soon enough.”

Ludo gave adoubtful glance a the frail golden toy. He pictured the Scales, as hisweight went into
the other pan, lurching sharply down to strike the ground, and perhaps spilling the chariot out on the
stone floor. But he did as he wastold, and clambered in—the pan was leve with his chest—as best he
might.

Immediatdy the pan moved downward with him, but gently and smoothly, held by the weight of the



other, which swung up to balance it. For al the chariot looked so fragile and was so small, Ludo could
fed itsweight againgt hisown, kilo for kilo, asthe Scaes swung thisway and that, up and down, till
finaly the two pans settled sde by side, with the beam holding level above them.

The smith gave agrunt of satisfaction. "I thought as much.”

Ludo sat there, il gently swinging, and looked with amazement at the delicate golden object. "Is
that exact, too? Not a—a scruple between us?"

"Seefor yoursdf," said the smith, with ajerk of histhumb at the level beam.
"Gold must beterribly heavy,” ventured Ludo.

"Thething to wonder &," said the smith, "is not that the chariot is as heavy asyou, but that you can
match the chariot. Now get out.”

L udo obeyed him. The amith lifted the golden chariot from the Scales and carried it back to the
shdf. It did not, Ludo thought, seem to be particularly heavy. Certainly not as heavy asan
eleven-year-old boy. But he had seen what had happened with his own eyes, and felt it, too.

"How did you know the chariot would be just right for me?"

The smith set the chariot down and turned back from the window. He regarded L udo with agleam
in his deep-set eyes, asif he was pleased about something.

"I madeit," hesaid. "l knew. Itisright for anyonelikeyou."

"You madeit?' said Ludo, seizing on the one thing he understood. He gazed at the smith with awe,
then asked quickly, because he had been wondering about this, "Why didn't you put adriver in it?l
supposeif you had, it would have been too heavy, but still—"

"Boy," sad the samith, and his gruff voice dropped two tones further, coming deep from his chest, "if
you could make an image of that driver, which nobody can, not even | mysdlf, theré's no one could be
weighed againgt it, not unless you put the whole world and al the stars aswell into that balance, and even
then it's my guessthat they'd weigh no more than a handful of dust. Now, al's done here. Take your
horse and go. He's ready.”

Renti stood by the door. His head was up, and he no longer stood quietly, but fidgeted and danced
asif hewere hardly able to keep touch with the earth. The new shoes shone and glittered on hisdancing
hoofs, and Ludo saw that he had been shod, not with iron, but with bright gold.

Ludo drew adeep breath. "Sir," he said to the smith, "sir, how can | pay you? | haven't anything to
giveyou, but if you'll trust mefor aday, I'll take Renti where he wantsto go, then I'll come back and
work for you."

"Well, and what could you do?

"I could blow the bellowsfor you. | hdp the smith a home."

"l have boysto do that."

"I could sharpen your toolsfor you," said Ludo. "I do it for my father."

"Thendoit for yoursdf," said the smith, "in my name. The nameitsalf istoo long for you to
remember, but | am called the Master Craftsman. Y ou can remember that.”



"Oh, yes."
"Then work for me. Why do you think | measured you today against my best work?"
"l don't know, sir,” said Ludo.

"Because," said the amith, "it isin you to do such work, if you live as| have told you, and measure
yourself dways againgt the best that isin you. Thereisnothing more that aman can ask of hislife. Now
go, and if the Scorpion will let you, liveit."

"Yes, ar. Thank you, gr. . . . Oh, they've gonel” Thisin dismay, as he saw that the Lion and the
Lady were no longer there. Somehow he had counted on their escort toward the dreaded Scorpion, who
sounded more terrible every moment.

"They can't go with you," said the smith. "What did you expect? No one can go with you to the
Scorpion. It'sup that way, Straight acrosstheriver. And hurry. Y ou haven't very long."

Quite suddenly, though the furnace burned as brightly as before, Ludo found that he was shivering
with cold. "What will the Scorpion do?" he asked. But the smith had aready turned back to hiswork.
"How do | know?" he said crosdy. "He might kill you, | suppose. But he cannot do more than that. Off
with you now, and find out for yoursdlf."

CHAPTER XVI
The Scor pion

They splashed through the ford. Or rather, Ludo splashed. Renti pranced, and as the golden shoes
touched the water the steam rose around them like akettle boiling. Then they climbed the far bank of the

river and passed the Sign that said: m , ahd they werein the last of the houses of the star country. The
air was gtill and cold and gray. Thetrack led steeply up through the quiet gray forest toward the distant
mountain pesks. Asthey went, it began to snow. The flakeslay chill and light, falling thick and ever
thicker on Ludo's head and shoulders. He felt tired aswell asfrightened, and for thefirst time began to
wonder what would happen at the end of the journey, when—if—he caught the sun chariot and Renti |eft
him for his heart's desire. The one thing he did not want to do wasto stay for ever in thiscold gray
country with neither moon nor sun, where nothing moved except the snow, and ashadow like agray
lizard on a stone beside the way.

Thelizard stirred and spoke. And when Ludo stopped and looked, he saw it was no lizard, but the
Scorpion itself. He would have liked to run away, but he knew he must not. He stood till, and the
cresture looked at the boy and horse with its strange, pallid eyes, and lifted itstail high, arched over its
back, with the deadly sting in thetip. It was asbig asawolf; amost asbig asthe Lion. The stinging tail
was high above Ludo's head.

"So thisisthe star horse that wanted to reach the sun,” said the Scorpion, in avoice asdry and gray
asthe dust of the track.

"Yes, gr, if you please,” said Ludo, in arather shaky voice. He had no idea how the creature knew
about him and Renti, but he no longer felt surprised at anything.



"And you are the boy who left your home to bring him through the houses of the star country.”
"Yes gr."

"l did not think," said the Scorpion, in that terrible dusty voice, "that you would have got thisfar. But
| saw the shooting stars, so | have waited. And now that you have come so far, into thislast house, what
do you want of me?"

Ludo cleared histhroat. "Only, please, gr, to let Renti go through to catch the sun's chariot. He's
been shod specidly, and—" Hisvoicefalled him, and he stopped talking and shuffled hisfeet in the dust.

"And for yoursdf?' asked the Scorpion. "Now that you have brought your horseto hislast home,
what do you want? To go back to your own again?'

Ludo's heart leaped. But he was till too much in awe of the Scorpion to let his eagerness show.
"They dl said | couldn't go back. Isit dlowed, then, after al?"

"It isnot dlowed,” said the Scorpion. "But whether you go back or forward, it isthe same. Y ou will
reach your home one way or the other. Which way you go will depend on me.”

Ludo licked hislips, trying not to ook at the deadly stinging tail so near hisheed. "Yes, sr.”

"But," went on the Scorpion, "since you came of your own choice, before your time, and to help
your friend, | will alow you to choose which way to go. Y ou may choose for him, and for yoursdlf.”

"Th—thank you," ssammered poor Ludo, who did not understand at all. Renti was standing very
quietly beside him, the golden shoes hidden in the dust. There was dust on his coat, too, making him gray,
likethis cold shadowy vdley. He did not move, except to blink when the snow drifted againgt his eyes.

The Scorpion was sllent for awhile. Then it spoke again, more dowly even than before. Itswords
fell ascoldly and dmost as quietly asthe snow.

"They will havetold you," it said, "that | am Death.”

They had told him, of course. Ludo remembered it al now. Gulahad told him, and the Archer. "You
will both find your end in the House of the Scorpion!’ At first he had taken this only to mean that this
wasthe last house of the star country, though lately he had known from the very sound of the Scorpion
that this last house was the most dangerous of dl. But Ludo was only eleven years old, and Death to him
had seemed only a story and alegend, and something avery long way off. Now it was here, right across
the way which was the only way to go. It sood between him and the mountains of home. It stood
between Renti and the sun.

Ludo could think of nothing to say. He stood silent, like Renti, and waited.

"Thefirst choicel will giveyou," said the Scorpion softly, "isfor your horse. Because you have been
brave and faithful, and because you came of your own will to lead him through these hillsand valleysto
his heart's desire, you may choose for him ether of two things. Y ou may take him back to the valey you
cdl home, or you may leave himin thisvaley herewith me."

Ludo looked around him at the gray trees, the soft muffling dust of the track, the sllver sky
overhead. Silence pressed down; no water, no bird singing. Nothing moved except the faling snow.
Shadows everywhere, and this great Shadow acrossthe way.

Hetook afirmer hold on Renti'srope. "Sir, if | leave him here with you, how will he reach the sun?"



"Look up,” said the Scorpion.

Ludo saw it then, beyond the arch of the Scorpion's stinging tail. At first it was just adackening of
the slvery dusk, but then it grew, alight full of al the colorsthere are; soft gold and rose and scarlet and
violet and green, pulsating, flowing and ebbing and flowing again in waves of radiating light that beat
outward from their center behind the rocks and trees, asif al the glory in the world was waiting there to
burst acrossthe sky.

"Choose quickly," said the soft, dry voice. "Heiswatering his horses, and soon he will harnessthem
once more, and they will be gone."

Ludo could hear it now, the faint musica jingling of the golden harness. He could see the rippling
light reflected from the water where the horses drank.

But acrossthetrack lay the stinging shadow which meant Deseth.

Heturned to look at Renti. The old horse did not seem to have noticed the Scorpion &t al. Hewas
staring, with head up and ears forward, toward the light and the sounds that came from the rippling sky.

"Y ou mean," said Ludo to the Scorpion, "that if Renti isto stay with the horses of the sun he must be
stung, and die? But that if | wish, | may take him home, dive, to his own stable? What sort of choiceis
thet?"

"Y our choice," said the Scorpion.

"What elsecan | do," cried Ludo, "but take him home? Oh, Renti, if only you understood! We can
go home—home, back to the valley—they won't be angry then because you got out into the snow. Well
go back together—"

He stopped abruptly. Something was happening that he had never seen before. Renti's head
drooped, and from his eyeswelled two big tears that ran down hislong nose and mingled with the melting
snowflakes. Renti had understood. And Renti was weeping.

Thetears dripped into the dust. The snow fell sllently. Away beyond the forest the rippling light grew
brighter, and a horse snorted and a bridle rang.

Ludo put hishands up to Renti's head and drew the hater off. Then he flung hisarms around the old
horse's neck and kissed him on the soft skin between the nodtrils. "Go, then,” he whispered. "Go with
Him. Be young again. | won't make you go back; | don't care what they say to me. Go with Him now. I'll
watch for you, every day. Good-bye, Renti."

He turned back to the Scorpion, but there was no need for him to speak. The Scorpion was aready
moving.

What happened next was almost too fast to see. The Scorpion'stail dipped down toward Renti,
much as a drooping branch dips above aforest path. The stinging tip of it touched the old horse once,
between the ears, and withdrew.

Renti reared. Up on his hind legs he went, with the gold-shod hoofs pawing the air. The light from
the sky, brilliant now, shone on bright eye and golden coat and the gilded flurry of mane and tail. The
snow wisped hissing off neck and flanks like water off white-hot metal. He neighed once, loudly, then
with atoss of the flying mane and athud and thunder of golden hoofs, he was off, galoping up the track
toward the mountains, with the dust rolling back in hiswake like smoke.



Thelight grew. The sky brightened, then flashed asif something had plunged headlong into apool of
light, sending ripples across the sky.

"Wdl?' said the soft, dry voice from the stone. "And for yoursdf? What shdl | do for you?"

Ludo, ganding therein the dust with the empty hdter tralling from hishand, and the snow fdling and
settling thick and cold on hands and face, felt suddenly amost too tired and too cold to think. He was
certain now that the mountains ahead of him were the hillsthat surrounded his own valey. He thought he
recognized the shape of the Jagersalp, and beyond it, beyond the high passes full of snow, wasthevillage
where hisaunt lived, and the little church with the organ that Herr Rumpelmayer played on Sundays, and
Rudi's house, and the school-house, and his own home where his mother would be stting by the stove,
and hisfather would be down in the barn below, and Renti's stall would be empty. Had they even missed
him? he wondered. Had they cared? A useless boy, good for nothing except to mind the goats. . . .

"Choose," said the Scorpion.

Ludo remembered how Renti had stood there, resigned and trusting. Somehow, he knew that he
ought to do the same. He clenched histeeth to stop himsdlf shivering, and looked up through the snow at
the shadowy lord of the house.

"Sir," hesaid humbly, "whatever you wish."
And heshut hiseyes.
Something, light as a snowflake, touched hisbrow.

Snow dill fell, cold on his skin, but thistouch was warm. Hefdt himsdlf falling away fromit, but
dowly, asonefalsin dreams, drifting down with the snow into the soft dust.

The touch was gill on hisforehead, warm and damp. There was a noise somewhere, confused, with
voices and a horse neighing and the jingle of harness. He opened hiseyes.

CHAPTER XVII
Home

"It'sdl right,” said someone. "L ook, he's coming around.”

"God be thanked," said Ludo's father, sounding asif he meant it. He added, gruffly, to the dog that
was budly trying to lick Ludo'sface, "Get back, will you?'Y ou found him, now leave him be."

Ludo found he was lying softly in snow, at the edge of the crevasse or snow pit where he and Renti
had fdlen. Thelight was pae and somber, the light perhaps of early morning, just before sunup. Snow
gill fell, smal snow that came gently, asif the sky were abig silver skep which had been tipped up to set
the bees swarming. Above his head reared the familiar shape of the Jagersap, and there was a crowd of
people around him—hisfather, who knelt beside him, hisuncle Franzl, Herr Rumpemayer, the
schoolmadter, the village baker and the smith and Rudi's father from the mill. The whole village, thought
Ludo confusedly; they must all have turned out to look for him. For him, the boy who wasn't clever
enough to do anything but watch the goats and run errands and carry wood and water for the old
women. . ..



They were dl talking. The words eddied to and fro above his head. He was warm now, with his
father's arms around him and his uncle Franzl's big coat wrapping him round. Bruno the sheepdog
crouched beside him with eager eyes and tail beating the snow. The dog's face and nose were thick with
caked snow where he must have dug and ferreted to find Renti and L udo.

"Renti?" asked Ludo faintly.

"Never mind that," said avoice on hisother sde. That was Doctor Kainz, dl the way from
Niederfeld. He must have set out in the dark. "Don't worry about anything for abit, my lad," he said, and
his hands moved carefully over Ludo, feding and prodding. "Y ou were lucky. Y our father must have got
homejust after you left to look for the horse. Y our tracks were still uncovered. Another haf hour,
maybe, and even Bruno couldn't have found the pair of you. No, nothing wrong with you that agood
warm bed won't cure. Here, take adrink of this."

The drink was even more bitter than the beer that Ludo had once tried and had not liked, but it sent
alovely warmth running down insde him. He drank and choked allittle, and then drank again asthe
doctor held theflask to hislips.

"A pity about the horse," said someone, "but he'd not have seen another year out, | reckon.”

"It was my own fault." That was Ludo'sfather. "1 wasthe last to fasten the barn door last night. And
| knew the horse's rope was old and rotten. The boy's mended it till he could do no more, and made a
good job of it, too. Trust him; he awayswas agood lad; you al know that." There were sounds of
agreement and approva. Someone else said, "L ooks amost asif the rope had been chewed through.
The horse got himsdlf free. Sirange thing, that. Y ou'd have thought an old beast like that was too wise to
leave the barn when the north wind was blowing.”

"Maybe," said Ludo's father, "but when they cometo their ends, you never know what they'll do. He
may have wanted to finishit. But if held finished my lad aswell. . . ." He cleared histhroat violently.
"Well, let's get him back to his mother. She's been fairly frantic. If you give him any more of that stuff,
Doctor, hell be singing like acanary before we get him home."

And indeed, the warm and potent drink was making Ludo fed very strange, warm and swimmy and
haf dreaming again. Thelight was growing. There was astrange glitter in the falling snow. Memories
floated like dreams. He could see again, dimly and hazed with brightness, the strange country he had
been wandering in; he could hear the voices from it, words he would never forget. The Archer's
half-neighing speech, solemn and dow, "Because you have kept faith with your friend, you shdl go
through." The smith's gruff tones, "Y ou will cut your hands, and your armswill ache, but if you want to do
it, youwill."

"There are better things than being clever.” That was Gula, whom he remembered perhaps best of
al, the princely boy who had fed him and talked to him and then saved him from the dlien Fish. "If you
get back to your own valley, it will never be quitethe same again.”

And Ludo, ashisfather carried him toward the doctor's horse which stood waiting, knew that this
was true. He knew now that the phrase "good-for-nothing” smply is not true; everyoneis good for
something, and he, Ludo, would find something which was his own. Dimly, he knew what it would be.
Dimly, dill in ahaf dream, he could see himsdf with wood and toolsin hand, carving theliving wood to
let its soul show itself. Hishand il felt the grip of the master craftsman in the smithy; the fed of the wood
had gone right down into his nerves and bones and sinews. Hewould do it. He could do it now. Some
day, he knew, people would travel for milesto buy his carvings; they would display them in their houses,
they would commission them for their churches; he would even be commanded to make carvings for one



of theKing'scadlles. . . .

Some day. But until then he would just be Ludo, who knew al about the goats and the cattle, and
who could betrusted to be faithful in smdl things.

"l did save Renti," he said suddenly, ashisfather lifted him onto the back of the doctor's horse and
held him there. "I did save him. HEswell and happy, and heisn't lame any more. He'sared sar horse
now; he's one of the sun's own team. Look, you can see him yoursdlf."

For just at that moment a marvel ous thing happened, the last of the marvelousthings of Ludo's
adventure with the star horse. With the snow till falling smal and light, the sun came up beyond the
peaksin aburg of light. Men looked up, and the snow danced and dazzled in front of their snow-fringed
eyes. The medting flakes were rainbow colored, soft gold and rose and green and violet and indigo; then
suddenly with aburst of glory they were white and gold asthe sun itsalf plunged out from behind the
Jagersalp. The spokes flashed like Catherine whedl s, the four golden horses galloped up the sky. Ludo
saw, quite clearly, where Renti's golden hoofs struck the summit of the Jagersalp and sent the sparks
from it like adazzle of fire-shot snow, and the sun chariot started once more on itsjourney through the
houses of the star country.

The brightness swam.
"Did you see him?" he whigpered. "Up there, with the sun? There, look. . . ."

"Of course | saw him," said hisfather gruffly, and Uncle Franzl said, "Yes, yes, wedl saw him."
They said it indulgently and comfortingly, as grown-ups do, smiling a one another above hishead.

Ludo shut hiseyes again and turned his head deepily againg hisfather's shoulder. They were il
gmiling at one another. But Ludo didn't care. He knew that it wastrue.

Note on the Zodiac

The name"zodiac" isthetitle that in the ancient world was given to an imaginary belt or track in the
sky, which liesaong the path of the sun. All the planetslie within thisbelt.

In ancient times it was believed that the sun moved around the earth, taking ayear to complete his
journey. Thecircular track of the zodiac aong which he passed was divided into twelve sections (much
asaclockfaceisdivided into hours), and each of these twelve sectionstook about a month for him to
travel through. So the sun's journey through the entire zodiac marked off asort of heavenly calendar.

Each of the twelve divisons of this heavenly caendar was caled a"house," and each house was
ruled by the congtellation (or group of stars) which was thought to liewithin it. Many of these
congtdlations were caled after animals, and thisiswhy the sun'strack was known asthe zodiac. The
name comes from a Greek word "zodiakos" which means "to do with animas." Each house, too, had its
ruling planet or deity; for example, Apollo in the House of the Twins; Neptune in the House of the Fish;
Vulcan the smith in the House of the Scales; and the Moon in the House of the Crab.

The beginning of the sun's year was the spring, and on March 21 he entered the first house of the
zodiac, which was the House of the Ram. On April 21 he reached the House of the Bull; and after this,
taking about amonth in each house, he passed in order through the other houses. Thereisan old rhyme
which will help you to remember the houses, and the order in which they come:



The Ram, the Bull, the Heavenly Twins, And next the Crab the Lion shines,

The Virgin and the Scales, The Scorpion, Archer and Sea Goat, The man that bears the Watering
pat,

TheFRshwith glittering talls

Ludo'sjourney started in November, so of course he entered the zodiac through the House of the
Archer.

Each of these creatures of the zodiac, whom | have called the lords of the houses, had his own sign.
It was amap of the heavenly cadendar, showing these Signs, which Gulagaveto Ludo to guide him on his

journey.



