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A throo-pics sulta in moquats
o make you frown so?"

I know it was no good tolling you anything out of my world. Tt is too big for
thosa rooms, i is too heavy, it Weighs everything down, 1 is chairs and 2 sof that
sat on » beigo carp: with splashy Howars on —

“A sofa~ enid the djinn, revopnising a word. ‘A carpet"

“You dan't know what 1'm talking aboxt. 1 should never have started an this.
All English sterivs gt bogged down in whether or-not th Fumiturs is socially and.
assthctically accoptable, This wasn't That is, [ thought so than. Now 1 find
cvarything intorcsting, bocause 1 liva my own 1.

‘Do not heat yoursclE. Yon did not like the house. The kousa was small mud the
throopisce suits in moquctts was big, 1 commprehend. Toll mo abont the marriage.
Tho stary is presumably about the marrisge £nd not about tho chairs and sofe."

“Not really. The marrioge wont off beantifully. She had o lovely dross, like o
prinsess out of 2 stary — thoss wers the days of the princass-lins in drcsscs — 1 had
2 princose-ling droas o0, in shot taffita, turguoise and silver, with 2 heart <haped
ek, and she was wearing soveral nct skits, and ovor those silk, and oyer that
whits laco — xnd 2. mass of veiling — and real Howers in bar hair ~ litls roscbuds —
thero wamn't room for all thoss billows of wonderful stuff in hor tiny bodeoam.
Sho had & bodsids lamp with Potar Rabbit cating & carmot. And ol this shimmering
silk and stufE. On the day, sho looked so lovely, out of suother world. 1 had @ big
hat with a brimm, it smited mms. You can imaging th dresses, T axpect, but you can't
imagins the houst, the place.

I you say 1 cannat,’ replicd the djinn, obligingly. ‘Why do you tel] me this
talo? I cannot beliove this is what you have not tali.’

“Tho night bofira the wedding, said Gillizn Perhot, ‘we bathed together, in hor
pazents litlo bathroom. It had filos with Fishes with trailing fins and big soulful
catoon aycs =

‘Cartom?*

“Disncy. It docan't matter. Camic oyos."

“Comic tiles?"

It docsn't matter. Wo didn't shara the bath, but wo washed togefher."

“And — said the djinn. ‘Sho mads love fo you."

‘No," said Dr Perhol. ‘Shx didn't. T saw myscl. First in the misror, aad then 1
Tooknd down at myself. And then 1 lookee zzross at hor — sho was poarly-whitc
anad 1 was mors golden. And sho was soft and swact -

“And you wore nat?"

1 wpus porfict. Just at that morment, fust at the very end of being & i), md
bofiaro T was & woman, really, 1was perfect’

She rcmambered secing har own small, beautifully rising breasts, hor warm,
flat tight belly, har long slondar loge aad azkles, her aist — har waist —

“Sha said, “Some mn is going o go mad with desire for you, said Gillian
Porhokt. ‘And T wes all proud fnside my skin, s nover befors or singe. All golden.*

" anguired the djinn. ‘What horrid thing is this
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1 lovs that poem, said Dr Porbolt. ‘f has two things: names md the golde
boy. The namcs aro not tho names of the boy, they ar the romans of lagungs,
andl e is tho rommncs of langungs — e is mars ral than — rality — 25 the goddcss
‘of Bphcsus is mare rcal than 1 zm —*

“And Lam bere, said the djin.

“Indcd, said Dr Perholt. ‘Incantrovertibly.”

Thers was 2 silace. Tho djinn retumed to tho topic of Dr Priolt’s usband,
hior chilidren, her houss, her parcnts, all of which she mswersd without — in her
‘mind or his — fnvesting any of thoso now truly insignificant peoplo with ary lifo or
calouz. My husband wezt: to Majorsa with Emmcling Parter, sh said to the dj
and dosided not 0 come back, md I was plad. The djim asked sbout the
camplxion. of Mr Perholt and the naturs of the beanty of Emmeling Portor and
received oull and unsatisfuctary answers. They ar wax mages, your poopls, said
tho djinn indigaztly.

1 dn not wmt o think sbout them.*

“That is apparcrt. Tell ms somcthing about yoursclf — samcthing you have
novar told anyons — somcthing you have nover trustod to any lover in tho depth of
any night, o mny fiend, in the warmth of 2 long ovening, Something you have
Kept for e’

‘And the imagg sprang in har mind, and sh rejectod it as insignificant.

“Tell ms, said the djinn.

It s insignificant.’

“Tell me."

“Onge, 1 was a bridssmaid. To 2 good fricad From my collogo who waztcd
whitc wedding, with veils and Howers and argan musis, though sho was happily
scitlcd with her man already, they slopt ogethar, she said she was blissfully
happy, and I beliovs sho was. At collos, she ssamed very poiscd and formidzble
~ 2 woman of powcr, 2 woman of sl sxperisss, which was umsual in my
day -

“Women hav always fund ways

“Don’t sound like the drabian Nights. 1 am tolling you somcthing, Sh was full
of bodily gracc, and capabls of boing hagy, which most of us wars nat, 1t was
fhionabls to bo disturbod and auguishod, for young wamn in thoss days —
probably young mon 0. We wom o grascation whan thor was somcthing
shameful ahout bing an wnmarricd woman, o spisicr — though wo wers all
cloyer, liks Zofir, my fricnds and 1, woall had this grecd for knowlcdgo — wo wemo
scholars

“Zafir would have boen happy o 2 toachr of philosophy, it s trus, said tho
djimn. Noither of us could quits thirk what sh could be —in thoss days =

“And my fricnd — whom I shall call Susamzh, i wasn'ther narme, but 1 can't go
on withont onc — my frional had always scomed to me to come from samowhers
rother grand,  beautiful house with boantiful things. But when 1 arcived for the
wodding her houss was much like mins, emall, 1iks 2. box, in 2 row of similar
houscs, and thers was 2 sctics, thars was 2 thros-picss suits in mogustio —
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“Do you know now what other things you will wish fr?*

“Ah, you aro muxious to bo freo.

“On the contrary, 1 am camfartzble, 1 am curieus, T havo all the tims in the
world."

“And 1 have overything 1 wish for, st proscat. T havo bomn thinking about tho
story of tho Quoen of Shoba and what the answer might bo to the question of what
all warmen desire. T shall toll yon the story af the Ethiopian woman whom 1 ssw o
tho talavision box."

1 am ol ears, swid tho i, ortcding himsol on the bodsproad md dhrinking
himsolf & lttl, in order to bo 2blo to ascommodats himesl zt £l lagth. Tell
e, this box, you can turn it t spy anywhoro you desire in the world, you can seo
Manzus or Khartoun o you pleasc?

“Not axztly, though partly. Far instance tho tcanis wes coming live — wo call it
“live" whan wa seo it simulanzously with its happening — frum Mants Carlo. But
also wo can make images — storics — which wa can roplay to ourselves. The
Ethiopian woman was part of 2 story —  film — mads for tho Save the Childmn
Fund — which is 2 charitablo body — which had given sare food to 2 village in
Ethiopia whoro thero had boen drought aud famins, food specifically to givo to the
children, to koop therm alive through the winter. And whan thay bronght th food,
they filmed tha people of the village, tho head mon xnd the cldar, the childmn
playing, and then they came back, the roscarch workers camo back, half & year
Iater, o sce tho children and weigh thom, to sco kow the food thay had givan had
holped thom."

“Bihiopia is & fiarco courtry of ficreo people,’ said the djimn. ‘Beautifal md
torziblo. What did yon sou in your bax?"

“Tho 2id workers waro very angry  distrossed and angry. The head mm had
promiscd to give tha food anly to the fmilics with the small childrcn the projoct
was halping mnd studying — “‘projoct”

I kngw. 1 havo known projeciors in my tims."

‘Bt tha hoad man had not dona 2 ba was asked. Tt was against his belicfs o
food somo Familics and not others, and it was against avaryons's belisfs to feed
small childrom mnd not grown men, who could wark in tho fiakls, if anything could
bo grown there. So tho food had bomn shared out too sparscly — and svaryono was
thinner — mud sam of the children ware dead ~ many, 1 think — aud athers woro
very ill bacauss the food had not becn given to them.

“And the warksrs — the raliof warkers — the charitublo pooplo from Amarica and
Europo ~ wero mgry and upsct — and the cameramen (the peoplo who make the
filme) want out into the fislds with the man who had had the food, and had sowed
their crops in bope of rain — and had even had 5 litle rin ~ and the men lifted the
scedlings mnd showed the cameramen nd the officials that the roots had boen
catan away by & plaguo of sawfly, and there would ba oo harvest. And thoss man,
standing in thoso folds, holding those dying, stunted scodlings, wers in complets
dospair. Thoy had no hope and no idoa what to do. Wa had scn tho starving in
groct patharings on our boxes, you must undarstznd — we know whers thoy wers
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She thought ‘Two gils in 2 suburbm bathroom,' she said, in an Eaglih
dcprocating voice.

The djinn said, ‘But when T changed you, that was not what you borams, You
a0 very nice now, very acoeptablk, very desirablo now, butnot porfot. "

‘It was torrifying. 1 was toerificd. Tt was liko — ho fund 2 compleisly
‘wncxposted phrass — ‘like having s weapon, a sharp sword, T coulda’t handlz.

“Ah yos," said the djin. “Terrible 25 . army with hanmars.”

“But it didn't bekmg to mr. 1 was tompted to — to Jove it — mysclf. Tt was Jovely.
But uarcal. 1 mean, it was there, it was real cnough, but 1 know in my hoad it
wouldn't stay ~ somathing would happen 1o it T owed it — oho weat az,
scarching for fclings sho had nover intamoguind ~ T owed it — soms sart of
adoquatc act. And 1 wasn't going to live up to it Sho canght hor breath om 2 sigh.
1 am 8 creaturs of the mind, not tho body, Djin. 1 can look afisr my mind. 1 took
cars of that, dospitc overything,

“Is that the cnd. af the story?" said the djim afiar austher silnce. ‘Y our storics
2z strangg, glansing things. Thoy peter out, they have no shape.

It is what my culturs fikes, O liked. But 2o, it s not the . Thers is 2 litls
bit mors, In the morning Susannah's fathor bronght my breakfzst in bod. A boiled
g in 2 woully cosy, a ltic sitver-platod pot of tca, in & cosy kniticd to look liks
2 cottag, towst in 2 tozst-rack, buticr in o buticrdish, all on 2 litflo tray with
unfolding Tcgs, liko the trays okl Jadics have in Homss."

“You dida’t liks the — tho whatovor was on the tmapot? Your acsthctic scass,
which is 8o violent, was in rovalt again?®

“Hz suddorly Teancd forwards snd pulled my nightdrss off my shouldcrs. Ho
put his hands round my perfiet broasts, said Dr Parhok who was fifty-fvo and
now looked thirty-two, ‘and bo put his snd faoz down botweon. them — ho had
glasscs, thoy wors all sicamed up and knocked sidoways, be had 2 littl bristly
moustache that cropt over my flosh liks & contipeds, b sgffed ammgst my
brcasts, and all ho said was “T can't boar it" and ho rubbed his body against my
countorpans — I auly half-understood, the countzrpens was atifiia] silk, cau-do-
nil colour — b saufled and jorked and twisted my breasts in his hands — and then
o unfoldod the litl loge of the tray mud put it over my logs ad went zway — to
give away his deughtcr, which ho did with groat digaity and charm. And 1 flt
sick, and &l my body was to blams. As though ot of that, sho said Iusidly, ‘was
sprun. smufling and sweat mud three-picce suitos and artificial silk and toacosics — *

“And that fs the cnd of the story?” said the djim.

“That is whers 2 storytzller woukd cud t in my country.*

‘Odd. And you met e md asked For the body of 2 thirty-two-yoar-old women.*

1 didn't. T asked For it o b as it was when 1 last fked it 1 didn't ks it then. T
balf worshipped it, bt it scarcd m — This is mp body, 1 find i pleasant, T don't
mind looking at it *

“Liks the potter who pus 2 doliberats flaw in the perfictpot”

Myt IF having lived a ltc is o flaw. Which it is. That girl's ignorance was
2 bundan to bar.”
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who walked in my drcams. Who distpoarcd whon 1 had 2 headache ar was sick,
but was always thors whin 1 couldn't move for asthma. His nams was Tadzio, [
don't knarw whe T got that From, ho came with it ans day, 1 just looked up and T
saw him. Hy tokd me storics. In 2 langusgs anly wo two spoke. Onc day 1 found
pocm which szid bow it was, to live i his company. I did not know anyons ol
Kenow, until 1 read that pocn.”

1 know thoss beings — said the djinn. ‘Zefir had known. on. Sho said be was
always & littlo trmsparcrt: but moved with his own. will, not hers. Tell me your
poem

Whan I was but thirizen or s0
et into 2 goklen kand,
Chimbarazo, Cotopaxi
Took mo by the hand.

My father dicd, my brother too,
They passce like flcting drearms,
I stnod whers Popocatzpet]

In the sunlight gloarms.

L dimly hoard the Mastcz's yoizs,
And boys' far-off a play,
Chimbarazo, Cotopaxi

Had stolon ms away.

Ivalksd in 2 great goldon droam
To and fro from schaol —
Shining Popocatapet]

Tho dusty strecta did rule.

Iwalksd homs with a gold duk boy
And nover 2 word I'd szy
Chimbarazo, Cotopaxi

Had tzkon my speoch sway:

I gazed cotrancod upon his fice
Faircr than any flower —

O shining Popocatapet]

Tt was thy magic hour:

The bousce, poopls, traffic soemed
Thin fading drcams by day,
Chimbarazo, Cotopaxi

They had stolen my soul away.





images/page90.jpg
1 am o teacher. Tn 2 wnivarsity. 1 was marticd and now 1 am fice. 1 travel the
world in acroplancs mud talk shout storytolling."

“Tell ms yout shory.*

A kind of panic overcame Dr Perholt. It soemed to hor tht she had no story,
non that would intcrost this hot porson with his scarching look and his rtloss
intelliguase. She could 2ot 1l him tho histary of the westermn world sincs Zefir
had mistakenly wished him forgotten in & botls of goem-i bilil gluss, and
withorut that string of wondsrs, kow could b understand her?

Ho put o groat hand o her towslled shouldsr, Through the towol, ovez, his
hand was hot and dry.

“Tell ms anything,' said the djinn.

Sh, finnd horecl telling him how she had boon & giel ot 2 boarding school in
Cumberlmnd, 2 scbool full of girls, & school with nowhors to hids from gagglcs
and Kataches of girl. It may b sho told him this beosuss of her imagincd vision
of Zef, in tho wemsn's quaricrs in Smyrna in 1850, She told him aboxt the harror
of dormitarics full of other pooplc's slooping broath. 1 am & naturally sofitary
sreatur, tho Doctr told the djinn. She had writin 2 scarct book, har first book,
she told him, during this imprisonment, a book sbout & young man called Juliz
who was in hiding, disguiscd 25 & giel called Julicomns, in o similar place. n hiding
from an sssnssin or 2 kidnagper, sho oould barcly remembe, 2t his distance, she
told tho djinn. Her voics faded. The djinn was impationt. Wes sho 2 lover of
women in thass dzys? No, said Dr Perhot, sho belioved she hed witton th story
out of an cooptincss, 5 2od to imngins 2. bay, 2 man, the Other. And how did the
story progeess, asked tho djinn, and coukd you not find 2 real boy or man, bow did
you rosolvs 7 T could no, said Dir Perholf. 1t sccmed silly, in writing, I could sco
it was silly. 1 fillcd it with detzile, ralistic detaile, his undcrweat, his probloms
with gyrmzstics, aud the mor realism 1 tricd to insert into what was Teally & y
of desire ~ dosirs for nothing spocific — the mors silly my stary. It should have
bomn. fitoe or fabls, 1 sco that now, and 1 was writing passion and tragedy and
buttoms dome with verisimilituds. 1 bumsd it o tho school Fummcs. My
imngination filod. 1 got all cmeshed in what was ralism ad what was reality
‘anud what was trus, ~ my ncod not o bo in that placs — md my imagination failcd.
Indsod it may bo becauss Tulian/fuliznns was such 2 ludicrous figurs that 1 am o
naztatologist and not o maker of fictions. I tricd to conjurc him up — ho had long
black hair in the days whon all Englishmen had short back-and-sidos — but ho
remaincd rsolutsly abscat, o almost abscnt. Not quite. From time to time, ho had
2 st of being, bt was 2 sort of wraith. Do you understand this?*

“Not cotircly, said the &jimn. ‘Ho was an cmanstion, liko this Becker you would
not Iet ms give you."

“Only the cmmstion of zn sbecnce. She pauscd. ‘When 1 was younger thero
‘was 2 boy who was al”

“Your Fist lover."

“No. No. Not losh and blood. A golden boy who walksd besids mo whercver 1
wont. Who sat besids me ot rblc, who lay bosido ms ot night, who sang with mc,
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scant, and sandalwond, she thought, and something bittor — myrch, she wondercd,
haying nover smclt myzrh, but remcmbering the king in the Christzmas carol

Myreh is mins, its bitter porfums
Breathos 2 lft of gathering gloom,
Sorrowing, sighing, blecding, dying
Sealed i 2 stono-cold tomb.

“The outidss of his thighs wers gronor and the insidos softor and mars golden. Ho
had pulled down his tuni, not eotircly adequately: sho could ses his sex coilod
ko 2 folded sk and tirring.

I wish," said Dir Porhok to the djinn, T wish you would Jove ma."

“You hongur me, said the djinz, ‘amd maybo you havs wasted your wish, far it
may wwoll b that love would haye happened anywey, sinss we ars togother, and
sharing our I storics, 28 lovers do.

“Lov," said Gillian Perhot, ‘roguires grncrosity, 1 found 1was jcelous of Zofir
a0l 1 hays never becn jealous of anyane. T wanted — it was maro that T wanted to
give you sorcthing — to give you my wish — * sho said, incohercrtly. The great
cyos, stomes of many grecns, considercd her aud the carved mouth lified in
smile.

“You give and you bind," suid the diinn, ‘Hks all lovers. You give yourself,
which is brave, ad which 1 think you have nover done beforo — zad 1 find you
cminmntly lovabls. Come.

And without moving & muscle Dir Perbolt finnd horsclf naked o the bed, in the
s of the djim.

O their lovo-making sho rofaincd 2 memory &t nce prociss, mapped on to
vary nerve-emding, and indescribable. Thero was, . sy cass, 70 ono o whom
she could have wished to describe the loye-making of 2 djizn. Al loye-making is
sheo-shifting — the mals expands liks o troc, ks 2 pillar, the fmalo has
intimations of nfinity in the spaces which nxrrow inside her. But the djinm could
prolang cverything, both in space md in tims, so that Gillim secmed to swim
across his body frcver like 2 dolphin in an cudlcss green sos, so that she became
arching tunncls under mountains through which he picroed and rushed, or caverns
in which e lay curled like dragons. Ho could besame 2 concentraizd point af
dlight 2t the ploasure-puints of hor arched and delighted body; ho could travel e
ko sorms wandsrful buttcrly, hrushing her hors and thero with & bt dry, almost
burning kiss, nd then boooms again a lding laudscape in which sho rested and
‘was lost, lost berself for hir to find her again, holding her in the palm of his great
hand, cantracting himsclf with = sigh and hokling her bresst 1 bromst, belly to
belly, malk to femalc. His swoat was likp 2 smoks and he murmured ke 2. cloud
of begs in many Jangunges — sho 1t hor skin was on firo and was not comsumsd,
and tried onc 1 tell him zbout Marvell's Jovers who had not ‘world engugh and
tims* but could only mummur ons couplst in the precn. cave of his car, ‘My
vogabls love should prow/Vastar than erapircs and mors slow.' Which the djinn
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heading, and had sent the food booruss we wrs moved boomuss of what wa had

“And then, th camaras went o a. Title hut, and thers in the dark were Four
gonrations of womam, the grandmather, the mother and the young gidl with her
baby. The mothar was stiring something in & pot over & firs — it Jooked ks &
watry soup — with  wooden stick — znd the grandmathcr was sitting on 2 kind of
e against. the wall, whers the hut roof — which secmed conical — met it. They
wors tareibly thin, but they waren't dying — thoy hadn't given up yt, they hada't
got thoss cyws locking out at nothing, or thoss slack musclos just waiting. Thoy
woro beautiful poopls ill, paopla with lomg Fases and extraordinary check-banes,
and o kind of digpity in their movement — ar what westomers liks me rond 15
diguity, thay are upright, thay carry thei heads up —

“And thoy interviewsd the old woman. 1 romcmber it partly becausa of bor
boanty, and partly because of tho skill of the camaraman — ar woman — she was
angular but not swlewand, . sho had onc Jomg 2zm 2t an angls over hor head, and
hir loge axtanded an this bunch — and the photographar had mads them squared,
28 it wars frued in hor own limbs — sho spoko ont af an enclosurs mads by her
own body, and her cyas were dark holes and her fca was kg, loog, Sho mads
tho edges of th box out of her body. They wrots in English lettzrs across the
scraen 2 translation of what sha was saying, Sho said thero was oo food, no food
any mare and the litls girl would starve, and thoro would be no milk, thars would
b 20 mora food. And thon eha said “Tt is because 1 am & woman, 1 camnat get out
of hars, 1 rmst it hera and wait for my fats, if only 1 wars not 2 womm 1 could go
out andl do something — " all in & mongtome. With the men storping about in the
Forrows outsids kicking up dry dust nd stunted scadlings in parfoct despair.

1 dn't know why 1 tell you thia. I will ol] you sompthing else. T was told to
wish on & pillar in Haghia Sophia — znd boforo T sould stop mysclf — it was - nots
good pillar 1 wished what T uscd to wish as 2 child."

“You wished you wero not a woman."

“There, wers threo veilad women Imughing at me, pushing my hand info that
hole.

1 thought, pechas, that was what the Quoen af Sheba told Solomn that all
‘wommen desired. "

‘The genic smiled.

Tt was not. That was not whatsha told him. Not cxactly.”

“Will you tell me what she told him?"

If you wish ma to."

1 yrish — O, m0. No, that 't what T wish.

Gillizm Perbolt lookod ot the djimn on her bed. The svaning had cams, whilst
they st thars, talling aach other storics. A kind of light pleyed ovar his gromn-gold
skin, anid & kind of glitter, liks the glitcr from the Byzantine mosais, whero .
stona hero ar thers will be sct at & slight angls to catch the light. His phuncs ros
and ol 25 though they were breathing, silver and. crimson, chrysmthamum-
beomzp and loman, sspphire-blus and emerald. Thero was a odge of sulphur to his
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saddrnod the djimm, almost to the point of doprossion. He was liks somoons who
had hed the habit of riding alon across descrts om & camsl, or rushing off across
sevanah om an Arah barss, and now found himsclf nogotisting m mdlcss traffic-
jam of Blm-stars, tonnis-playcrs md comedisns, amangst the Bovings circling to
Tind landing slots. Th Koran and the Old Testament, bo told Dr Perholt, forbads
tho making of graven imagcs, and whilst these wers not graven, they wors images,
and ho fif thoy wrs infestations. Tho atmosphars, b told hor, had ahwvays bon
fll of unscen boings —unscen by her kind ~ md sill was. But it now acodod to b
nogotintcd. Tt is 2 bad, said the djin, in the uppe air s in bottlcs. [ cannot sproad
my wings.

“And if you wars catircly fres, said Dir Perbolt, ‘whers would you go?*

“Thers s & land of firc — whoro my kind play in tho fames —*

They looked ot cach other.

“But 1 do not want to go," said tho djinn gently. ‘1 lovs you, and T haye all the
tims in tho world. And all this chattcr mud a1l thees ying faccs, they arc o
intercsting. 1 loarn many lenguzges. 1 speak many tonguss. Listen.

And ho mads & porfect imitation. of Danald Duck, followsd by & porfict
imitation of Chansellor Kohl's orotund Gorman, followed by the voicss of the
Muppcts, followsd by 2 surprising rondition of Kiri To Kmawn which had Dr
Porholt's acighbours banging an the partition wall.

The cenfiranc was in Toraxts University, ivy-lung in Victorian Gothic. Trwas &
prestigious canfirense, 1o usc an adjostive that at this prociss moment is shifting
ts mcaning frum magical, from conjuring tricks, to “Rll of ronown', ‘epeizble
in th highest’, ‘most honourablc. The Fronch naratologists wars thars, Todoroy
and Genstc, and thero wers various arisnialists oo, an the waich for westorn
scatiment xnd distortion. Gillim Pocholt's tiflc was ‘Wish-Rilfilmeat and
‘Narrativs Fats: somo aspects of wish-Fulfilment 2s 1 narrative davics'. Sho had sat
up latx writing it. Sho had nover lramed not to put hor lovturss togothor undse
prossurs aud ot th lnst mimuts Tt was not that she kad not thought the subject-
mattcr out in advance. She had Sho had thought lomg and carcfully, with the
goam-i il bottle ct bofirs har Ik o holy imags, with its bl and whits
stripos cafolding cach other and circling and diminishing to its mouth. Sh had
Tookod st her own strong protty newish fingors travelling across the pag, and
Tlcxed the comfortablo stomach-musclcs. Sho had tricd to bo previsc. Yot sho &,
28 sho stood up to spcak, that hor subjort kad taken & groat twist in har hands, lks
2 magic flounder trying to roturn to the soa, liko 4 divining-md pointing with its
own cacrgy into the carth, ke & condusting-rod shivering with the clostrical
forcce in tho air.

‘As usual, she hud tricd to insarporate the tolling of 2 stary, and it was this story
that kad sarachow twistod tho paper away from s subjct. Tt would bo todious to
recount all her arguments. Their tear can bo gussesd from their boginning.
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smilingly repeatod, using the rhythm for & partivularly deloctzbls movemsat of his
body.

And aftcrsrards oho slegt. And woks akons in hor protty nightdross, amongst e
pillows. And ross sadly and went to the hathroom, whers the osm-i bilbil bottls
still stood, with her own finger tracce an its moist sidcs. Sho truched it sedly,
running bar fingers down. the spirals of whits — [ have had & droarn, she thought—
and thers, weas the djinz, bent into tho bathroom liks the Bthiopian woman in the
telovision box, making m oFfart o adjust his sizs.

T ihought -+

I know. But 25 you sce, T am bars.’

“Will you coms to Eagland with me?*

I mus, if you ssk . But also 1 skould liks to do that, T should Jiks to scs how
things arc now, in the warld, T should ks to sco whors you livs, though you
cannat doscribo it as inforcsting.”

T will b, i you are thers.”

But sho was afraid.

And they weat back to England, the namatologist, the gluss bottlo, md the
djinn; thay wont back by British Airways, with ths bottle cushioncd in bubblo
plastic in 2 bag ot Gillizn Pozholt's foct.

And when thoy got back, Dr Porhol found that the wish sh had muds befirs
Artxnis between the two Leylss was sleo grantcd: thers was 5 lotier asking ber to
give tho keynots paper in Toronto in the fall, and offering hor a Chub-class firo
and & siay in the Xansdu Hotcl, which did indscd have  swimmning-pool, 2 blus
pool under 2 ghss doms, sixty-four floors abuve Laks Ontario’s shorcs. And it
was cold and cleaz in Taronto, and D Perhoh scitled hovsclf into the botel room,
which zs tastzfully danc in varm colours for cold wirtxrs, in chestmuts, hrowns
a0l mnbers, with touches of flams. Hotel rooms have oficn the illusory prescose
of 2 magician's stags sct — thoir walls ars bars consrots buxss, covered with
whippod-up whits plaster, Ik ising on & cekr, and then the soft things ars lung
from scrcwod-in polos mud hooks, damask md voilt, gilt-odged mimor and
branshing candelzbes, to give the lusion of richnces. But all could b swept away
in & twinkling and roplaccd by quits other colours and troxturcs — chram fir brass,
pusple fir ammbor, whits-spoticd muslin. for gold damask, and this spick-znd-spa
tomporainges s part of the cham. Dr Porhok unpacked the nightingale's-cyo
bottls and opencd the stoppor, and tho djimn cams out, buman-sizs, md waved his
‘wing-clodk to uncrazmp it. Fi then shot out of the window 1 look at the laks and
tho city, and rotummed, saying that sho rmust camo with him avar the watcr, which
was huge and coM, and that th sky, th atmosphors, was so full of rushing faocs
andl figurcs that be had had to throad bis way betwoen tham, The flling of the air-
waves with politicims and pop-stars, TV cvangelists and vaowum cloanars,
moving forcsts and travelling doscrts, pomographic botioms and mouthe and
nayels, puple folt dinossurs and insms whits. puppics — all this bad decply
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“The Quotn of Shoba harl power, said tho djinn, folding his brow in thought,
and ndding dates, sherbet, quails, marrons glacés and two slives of farte aie
pomes to the feust sproed buforo thom. ‘She would sy to me, 2s her epics
‘brought her nows of his triumphal progress across the desert, the great Sulgiman,
blessod b his momory, sho would say, “How can 1, 2 great Queen, submit to the
prisan houss of marrizg, to tho irvisiblo chains which bind mo to the bed of &
mm?" 1 ndvisod hor against it 1 told ber hor wisdom was hers and sho was e 28
an cagle oating oo tho waves of tho air and scoing the ditios and palucos and
‘mountains below her with an ovor oye. T told her her body was rich and lovely but
hor mind was richer nd lovelier and moro durablo — For alibough sho wes patly
of our kind, she was 2 martal being, liko you — djinns and mortals cannot producs
an immmartal sciaz, you know, o donkeys md harses can only produce & scedless
rmulo. And sh said sho know 1 was in the right: she szt amongst the cuskims i
hor inner roum, whers no ono camo, and twisted bor dark hair i ber hand, and
ket her brow in thought, and 1 looked ot the great globes of hor breasts and the
nazrowness of her waist and ber huge sof fundament like two great hosps of silky
sand, and was sick with dosirs for her, thirugh 1 said nothing of that, for sho liked
oy with mo 2 litle, she kad known mo sinco sho was bom, 1 had come
imvisibly in and out of her sloeping-chamber md kisecd her soft mouth mnd
steoked ber back 25 sho grow, and I know 2 well zs any of her Famalc slavos the
littls toushes that mads her shiver with bliss, but all was in play aoly, and she
ke to comsult me om serious mattcrs, on the intentions of the kings of Persia and
Besearabiz, an the structuro of 2 ghazal, an medicines For choler and despair, on
tho disposition. of the stars. And she sxid sho know I was right, and that her
frondom was her trao good, 0t to bo surrendared, d that axly [ - m immortal
&jinn — aad 5 fow wamen, advised ber 50, but that most of her court, man and
women, and ber kuman Family woro in. frvour of marrige with this Sulsimam
(blessed bo his memory), who advanced accoss the dssert day by day, growing in
hor mind s [ could grow and shrink befars her oyes. And whan ho came, [ saw
that 1 was Jos, For she dosirod hirm. Tt is truo to say that ko was desirable, his loins
and his buttocks in his silk trousars wero af & perect beauty, znd his fingers wars
lng and wanderfully quick — ho could pley on  women as woll 15 e could play
on a lute ar a flutp — but at first sho did a0t know that she dosircd him, and 1, like
£ool, want on telling her to think of har proud sutmomy, of har power to go o and
out 28 sho pleased. And sho agreod with all T said, she nodded gravoly md ance
dropped. o bt toor, which I licked up — nover have 1 desirod any croature so,
‘woman ar djinn. ar peri ar boy like a Frosh-peoled chestont. And them sho bogan to
et him tasks which seemed izmpossible —to find & particular throad of red silk in
the whols palac, to guess the secret Name of the djim her mother, to toll her
what waren most dosirs — and 1 know even moro surely that 1 was lost, for bo
could spesk to the beasts of the earth mud the birds of the air, ad djizns From the
Kingdom of firc, and b found ants to discover th throad, and an it from the
kingdom of firo to tol] him tho Name, and ko lookod into her eyos xnd twld her
‘what warmen most desiro, and sho lowerod her oyos and said bo was right, and
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“On the contrary. 1 am tamporarily in your power, and it is always wisc to
‘undorstand the history of thoss who hold power over you. T have lived moch of
my lifs i harcms, and in harems the study of apparcntly nnoventful personal
historics is = mattcr of oxtrome personal imporiznse. The anly traly ndependent
woman 1 bays known. was th Queen. of Sheba, my halFcousin, but I sco that
things hav changed sinc hor day. What docs an indopendant worman wish for,
Djil-yan Peri-han?*

‘Not much," snid Gillian, “hat T hayen't ot. I ncod to think. 1 moed o bo
intelligent. Tell ms the story of your thros incarcorations. If that would not bors

yon.

She was latr to wondor how sho could b so maticr-of fact dbout the prescnse of
the grazchully lounging Orientz] daimon in o hoto] room. At tho time, sho
‘unguestioningly acecpted his reality and his remarks @ she would have dons i
she bad mst him in & dream — that is 1 say, with 2 cortain diffcroncs, 2 cartzin
knowlodgs that the reality in which sho was not ovarydey, was ot th wality in
which Dir Tohnson rofutcd Biskop Borkrloy's solipsism with 2 robust kick at
trundling stons. She was accustomed aleo 1o say in locturcs, that it was possible
that tho human nsod to ol talks about things that wors wnreal originated in
drcams, md that momary had certain things also in comman with dreams; it ro-
amranged, it mads cloar, simpls namtivos, cortainly it irvented 25 wall o
recalling, Hobbos, oh told ber studants, had doscribed imagination 25 decayd
‘mmary. She had at-no point th idwa that she might ‘waks up® frum the prescnce
of tho djinn and final him gons as though he had never boen; bt sho did focl sho
‘might movo suddonly — or be might — into soms world whars thoy no longer
shared o rutual istencs. But b persisted, bis Finger-naile and too-zaile solid and
glistoning, his fcsh with its slightly simmering quality, his bugs considering cycs,
his chaulk of wings, his scort, with its perfumes and smokincss, its phoromoncs, if
djimns havo phorumonss, & quostion. sho was 2ot rady to put o him. Sho
suggestod ondoring 2 meal from Roam Scrvice, and topgther thoy choss charred
vopeabl salad, smoked turkey, meloms and prssion fruit sorbet; the djin mads
himsclf scarce whilet this Topast was wheolod in, and added to i, upon his
reappearanc, 2 bowl of frosh figs and pomegrnics and some intxascly ros-
porfumcd lovkoum. Gillizn said that she nccd not have ardarcd anything i bo
could do that, and b said that sho did not allow For the cffcrts of curiosity on ono
who hzd b cramprd.in & bottls singe 1850 (your reckmming, ho said in Fronch)
~ o dosircd greatly to scc the poopls and way of 1t o this lats time.

“Your slayes, b said, ‘arc healthy and smiling, That is good."

“Thers aro 20 slaves, we 2o longor have slaves - ot loast mot n the west and mot
in Turkey —we & all fres,” said Gillinn, rogreting this simplification os som 25 it
was uttored.

“No slaves, said the djinn thoughtfully. ‘No sulzs, maybe, cither?

‘No sultzms. A ropublic. Hers. Tn my country we have a Quecn. Sho has 2o
power. Shois - & roprosmiativs fgurs.’
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Thoss who carms afier wers fools and boys. That was ber fauk, Raxclana's fmt.
She intrigucd against his son Mustafs, Glbahar's saz, who was liks his father and
would have bo 2 wise ruler — sho potsuaded Sulciman be was treacherous, and
50 when ho cams boldly into his father's proscns thoy wet waiting for him, the
mutcs with the silk strangling cords, and b trisd to oty to the janisarics who
Iovod him, but tho stranglirs beat hir dovn and stoppcd his broath. T saw it all,
for 1 had beom sxat o sco it by my now young mistross, & slave girl who belonged
to Mikrimsh and opencd my bottls, bolioving it containcd perfoms for har
‘mistresa's bath. She was 2 Christion and & Circaseian, Gilizn, palc fir my tzstos,
and tremilons and given o weoping and wringing her hands. And when 1
appeared to bt in that sccrct bathroom she could anly fxint and 1 had great troublo
in rousing hor md cxplaining to her that sho had thros wishos, bogauss sho had
reloascd s, and that 1 meant her no harm and could do hor no harm, for 1 was the
skvs of the bottls until the wishos wers performed. And the poar silly thing was
distrastedly in love with Princs Mustats and wished immcdistoly that sho could
find Fievour in his oycs. Which came sbout ~ hs scat fat her — [ spoks to him ~ 1
sacartsd ber to his bedshamber, 1told her bow to ploasc him — be was vaty mush
ko his fathor and Joved pocms, md singing, and good mmncrs. And then the
silly girl wishod. sh could booome prognant —

“Natural but vary stupid. Bcticr to uso tho wish agatast progaancy, my lady, and
also foolish to wastc the wish in such & hurty, for they wars both young md usty
and hot-bloodsd, and what did happen would have happoncd without my
interfuronss, and 1 could have belped het o mors important ways. For af courss
when Roxclana. heard that Gillicn was to boar Mustada's child, sho ondsred ber
unmchs to sow bet up in & sack md throw hor from the Scraglio Point into the
Bosphorus, And T thought to myscl, having fown back fom Mustafa's
xcgution, that ot any mamant sh would bethink horsclf of m, and wish ~ 1 don't
know cxactly what — but with to bo far sway — or out of the sack — or back in
Gircaseiz — 1 waitcd for her to formulats the wish, bocauso onos she had mads it
‘wo would both bo e, Lto fly whoto I ploascd and sh to livs, ad bear hor child.
But b limbs wers frozen o, and hot lips ware blus as Japis with tervar, and her
great blus cyos woto starting out of her head — and the gardemcrs — the
xcrutionsts wers aleo the gardencts, you know- bundicd her into the sack ik &
dcad roschush — md sarricd har away to the ohff over the Bosphorus. And T
thought of rescuing bo 2t overy morment — but 1 calculsted that sho rst, oven
involuntarily, wish fir bet Tifc, md that if 1 dolayed, and went invisibly through
tho gardon in the ovening — the fosce wers in full bloam, the perfirme was intmss
o swoaning — and over sho went, and drowned, befors T could quits maks up my
mind to the Fact that sho wes in oo szt to mako zny wish.

S0 thor was 1, said the djimn, half-cmancipatcd, you could say, but stll ticd to
tho bt by tho third unporformed task. T found T was fros to wandor during the
day within a certain rango of the cchanted Hask, but 1 was compollcd to rctutn 2t
night and shrink myscf 1 its compass and sloop thers. 1 wes & prisomsr of the
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granted him what e dosirod, which was to wed her and taks her to his bed, with
hir lovely curtain of flosh still unpartod and hor broath caming in litls pants of
dosire that T had nevr hoard, never, and nover should again. And when 1 saw him
tear hor maidenhead and the mibbom of rod blood flow o to the silk shects, T gave
2 kind of grom, and ho beoame awars of my proscnse. He was & groat magician,
blessed bo his name, aud could ses ms woll coough, though [ was invisiblo. And
b oy there, bathed in her sweat aad his, and took acoount of certain it love-
bites — most mtistically plased, and unfortunatzly not invisible — in the soft
hollows of hr collar-bans, and — clsowhers, you mzy imagins. And he could sco
tho virgin blood well cagugh, or 1 imaging my fits might have bea warss, but bo
immprisomed me with 2 word of power in 2. preat metal flask there was in the roam,
andl scaled mo in with his own scal, ad she said nothing, sho mads no pla for mo
~ though T am 2 beliover, and not 2 followar of Thlis — only lay back znd sighod,
a0l 1 saw her tongus carcss har pearly tocth, and her soft hand reach out to toush
thos pacts of him which had given her such plcasure, md 1 was nothing to har, &
breath in & bottle. And s0 1 was cast into the Red Sca, with many othars of my
kind, and languished thers for two and o half thousmnd yoars unti] a fisherman
drow e up in his nct and sold the bottls to 2 travelling pedlar, who took mo to the
bazaar in Totanbul whers 1 was bought by o handmaid of Prinsces Mibrimsh,
daughtcr of Sulciman the Magpificent, and taken to the Abods of Bliss, the Eski
Saray, the harcm in tho palace.”

“Tell e, said Gillian Perholt, intcrrupting his story, ‘What do women most
donire?

‘Do you not know?" said the djinn. I you do 2ot know alrcady, [ caunat toll
you!

“Maybe thoy do not all dusirs the same thing."

“Maybo you do not. Your own. desires, Djil-yan Peri-han, arc not cloar to me. 1
cannot road your thonghts, xnd that intriguce ms. Will you not ol ms your i7"

It s of mo inforest. Tell mo what happencd when you wers bought by Princess

“This lady was the deughtar of the Suban, Sulciman the Magnificont and his
camsubing Rexsls, la Roses, tho womn. out of Galicis, dzughtcr of 2 Ukrainia
pricet znd known in Turkish 25 Hurrorm, the Isughing ons. She was torribls os an
amy with the brners, Roxolans. She defiated the Sultan's carly love, Gulbehar,
tho Rows of Spring, whom ho adarod, md when sho bors him o sax, sho Tsughcd
him fiarccly irto marrying her, which 2o concubins, no Christian, had ever
achicved. And when tho kitcherns bumed — in your year 1540 it must be — sho
‘marched her houschold into the Scraglic — 2 hundred. ladics-in-waiting and the
unmah, all quaking in their shoes for foar of being dissmbowsllcd o the spot —
but they wers moro afraid of her Lmughtar — and oo she scttlod in the palacs fself.
And Mibrimh's husband, Ristom Pashs, was the grand vizi ofzr Thrahim was
stranglod. 1 remember Sulsiman the Magnificont — his face was round with blus
cyos, the 10w of 2 ram, the body af a lion, 2 Full beard, & kg neck — b was & big
i, 2 king of mem, 2 man without foar or compromnisc, 3 glarions man. . . .}
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and fix, mors mumerous, mors scoursly planted. She undid the coiled towsl and
hir hair sprang out, darmg, floppy, long 2nd nnfaded. 1 can go in tho strocts, sho
said to harscl, and still be oognisably who L, in my fros and happy lifc; only
T shall feef boticr, 1 shall ik mysclf o, Thatwas an infelliget wisk, Lshall not
rogrot . Sho brushed out hor hair, ad weat back to tho 4jinn, who was lolling ax
tho bodsprond, watching Boris Booker, who had Jost e fist sct, md was ranging
tho court like 3 tiger o the bogimning of the scoond. Tho djien had also helped
himclf to the glosey shopping maguzincs which Iy in the drawer of the bodsids
tmbls, and to the Gidson Biblo which, with the Karan, was also thers. From thess
bo mppcarcd. to have abecrbod the Boglish language by soms kind of corchral
‘camosis.

“Hiom," o said in that Jagung, ‘Who is sh that looksth forth as the marning,
fuir 25 the moon, cloar 28 the sun, and tiblo 2 an ammy with bners? This is
your language, 1 can lcam its rulcs quickly, 1 find. Arc you ploasod, medarme, with
ho outoame of your wish? We have a it sister and sh hath no broasts: what
shall we do fir gur sistcr in the day when she shall b spoken fir? 1 st from thess
imnges that fn. this time you profir your Jadics without broasts, liks boya. A
curious farm of asccticiers, i that is what is, or perversity possibly, it may be. 1
am ot & djinn who over nowded to huk in bathhouses to catch young boys From
bohind. T havs consartzd with ladics of 2l kinds, with the Qusca af Sheba bersclf,
with tho Shulamitc whose breasts wors lks dusters of grapes and ripo
pomogransics, whoss nack was 2 tower of ivary mud the sl of whoss 2os was
ko apples. A boy is a boy md » worman is s woman, my lady. But thess images
haye lovely cycs, thoy aro skilful with the kbl

If you cemsartcd with the Quecn of Shobs,' said tho scholar, ‘how did you
o to bo shut in what 1 boliovs is ot the carlicst 2 ineteanth-century bottle,
goam-d bl if not Venstiim?"

“Cartainly goom-i bill id the djinn. ‘Freshly mads and much priscd by its
‘owner, the beautifl Zcfir, wis of Mustafi Emin Boy, in Smyms. 1 cams fnto that
bottls through a foolish acsident and 2 oo-great famdaces for the camvorsation af
womzn. That: was my thind incarceration: [ shall bo mors carcful in the futurs, T
am happy to )] you my history, whilst you docids upon your two Tmining
wishcs, but [ am also curious to know your own — aro you wifs, or widow, md
how do you coms to b inkabiting this splondid apartment with flowing watzrs i
tho Pori Palas ns your shining books 1] mo this place is callod? What 1 know of
England is litls mnd unfricndly. 1 know the taks of the pals skavos fom the iskand
in tho north of whom a Romen ishop said “Non Angl sed angel.” And T know
about, Bisnismen, from the conyarsation in the caravanscrai in Smyrna. You aro
rumoured o be thick red pople who cannot bnd or emile, but 1 havs loamsd
v to trust rumours and 1 find. you grocchil.

My nams is Gillian Porholt said Dr Perholt. ‘I am an indcpendont worman, o
scholar, I study tale-tolling and narratology.’ (She thought be could lcam this
‘uscful ward; his o cyos glittered.) ‘1 am in Turksy for 2 confkranse, and retum
to my ieland in a weck's time. 1 do not think my history will intorcst you, nch."
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in the air aboys the Forcst canopy — and then 1 brought ber back to hor roam, and
she fuintcd with joy and disappointment.”

i cams to aaother halt, and Dr Parhok, sayouring Joukoum, bad to moourage,
him.

S0 shc had two wishes. And bocams progrant. Was sho by to b progamt?”

‘Naturally, in a way, sho was happy, to bo camying 2 magic child And
naturally, in another, she was aftaid: sh said perhags sho should ask fir & magic
palacc whers sho could fring up tho child in safity in & hiddn placs — but that
was not what sho waztod — she said 2lso she was not surc she wantcd 2 child 2t ll,
a0l came noar wishing him out of cxistonss —

“But you saved him."

1 lovod her. Ho was mins. Ho was & small sced, liks = curvod comma. of smoks
in & botlc; ho grow and I watchod him. Sh loved ms, I think, she could not wish
him undons.

“Or hor. O perhaps you could scr which i was?

o considarod.

“No. 1 did not scc. 1 supposcd, 2 som."

“Blut you nover saw him born."

“Wo quarrllcd. Oficn. T told you she was mery. By mature. Sho was liks o
squall of sudden shower, thundr and lightning, Sho borsted me. Sho said 1 had
ruingd her life. Ofia. And then wo played again. T would mako mysclf small, and
hide. Ons day, to amusg her, 1 hid i the now posmm-d blbal bottl that her husband
had givea her: 1 flowed in graccfully and curled myscl; and sh bogan suddenly
o wocp md rail and said “T wish 1 could farget 1 had over scen you.” And so sho
did. On the fnstant.’

“Blut —* said Dr Perkolt.

‘Biut?" said tho gonic.

“But why did you not just flow out of the bottlo again? Solamon had not scaled
that bottls —*

I had tmught b 2 Fow scaling spells, for pleasure. For my ploasurs, in being in
hior power, xnd hers, in having power. Thers aro humms who play such games of
power with manzclcs aud ropes. Boing insids a botls has ccrtain things — o few
things — in common with boing insidc 2 womm — & cortain pain hat 2t times s
indistinguishabls fram ploasurc, W caunot. dic, but at the momat of boooming
infinitosimal insido the nock of 2 flusk, or & jar, or & boitlo — we can shiver with
tho approbcnsion. of cxtingtion — as humans speak of dying when thoy reach the
height of bliss, in love. To be nothing, in the botls — o pour my scod into her — it
was  lttl the sazms. And 1 tmught har the words of power 25 2 kind of wager — 5
form of gambling. Russion roulctis,” ssid the djinn, appearing to phick thoss
unliksly wards from th air.

S0 1 was in, an sho was out, and had firgotion s, be concluded.

“And now," said the djinn, ‘T havs tokd you the history of my incarcarations, and
‘you must toll mo your histary.
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Tlcsh would be mers intemse the Iatger the cxpanse of flcsh with which ho coped,
50 ho scat out janissrrics over all his fands to scok out tho fcshicst, the hugest
‘womzn, md bring them to his couch, whoro ho scrambled all over them dragging
tho odges of his dark furs liks 2 boast. And that is how 1 came to rotum to my
bottls, for the fttcst of all, tho most voluptuous, the most ks @ swoet-broathed
cow, whoss anklsts ware twics your prosant waist, madems — sho was @
Armznizn Christian, sho was docilc and shatt of brcath — it wes sho who was so
heavy that she dislodgrd the tlo undst which my bottls lay ancealod — and so T
stood bofirs har in tho bathroom and she wheozed with anxioty. I fold hor tht the
Valids Sultm plimncd o have bher stranglod that night at the banguct she was
drcssing for, and I thought she would ntizr 2 wish — wish horocl a thousand milcs
away, of wish that someans would strngl the Valide Sutan — or ovan wish
small wish, such as ‘I wish 1 kniow what to do", md T would havs told her what to
o, and rushed an wids wings to the cnds of the carth afirwands,

But this globular ady was sclFsatisficd and slow-witod, and all sh could thizk
of to axy was ‘T wish you wers scalod up in your botls again, infide] T, for 1
‘wazt: nothing o do with dirty djinns. ¥ou smsil bad, sho sdded, as 1 coilcd mysclf
back into stamics of smoks md sighod myscl it the fask and roplaccd the
stopper. And she carticd my fesk through the rosc-gandsn whore my whits
Gircassian had been catricd, and throw ms over the Scraglio Point into the
Bosphorus. Sh undertook this horsclf 1 could fol the voluptusus rippling and
juddering of hor flush s sho rogrosscd along tho paths. T was dbout to szy sho
had not taken 8o uch cxarsiss in yoars, but that would b unjust — sho had to usc
bt musculature vety vigotously in cerain ways t copo with the mofc cxirams
projects of Sultan Toohirn. And Kfscm did have hot strangled that night ust as T
had told ber. Tt would harvs beca. mors intoresting to heve been folasod by thoss
donghty Sulzmazs, by Roxclana or Kéiscn, but my Tuck was Emininity.

And 50 T tosscd about in tho Bosphorus for anothot two bundred and fifty yoars
anul was then fished up by another fisherman and sold s 2n antigus to  morchant
of Smytas, who geve mo ~ of my flusk — g 2 love-token to his young wifs Zofir,
who had a colloction of curious-shaped butlos and Jars in hor quarters i the
harcm. And Zofir saw tho scal om the bottlo and know what it was, fot she was
great readst of talos and historics. Sh told mo Latcr sho spoat all night in for,
‘wondsting whothar to open the fask, in cass 1 might b angry, liks the dji who
threatencd to kil his roscusr bosauss b bad bocoms curaged over the cexturics,
that the poor man had taken oo long to coms to his aid. But sho was o brave
cteature, Zofir, and adsnt for knowledgs, and martally bored, so ns day, aloms in
bt chamber sho pushod away the scal

“What wa sho 1ike?" axid Gillizn, sine the &jim appearcd to have Hoated off
into 2 rominisceat foveric.

His cyclids woto half closcel and the odges of his hugs nostrils futicrod.

“Ah," hc said, ‘Zcfir. Sho had boom martiod at firutoen to the marchant who was
oldor thin sh was, and wes kind cnough to her, kind crgugh, iF you call troating
somcoms ke 2 toy dog of a spoiled baby of  fluffy ft bird in & cage boing kind.
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harcm, and likely to remain so, far my bottlo was scourcly hidden under s tls in
tho floor of & batheoom, 3 scorcily lovsmcd tilk, known. aly to tho drowasd
Circassian. For women. doscd into thoss placss find many scarct places o hids
things, for they like to have ons or two posscssions of their own. — ar 2 placs to
hids, Ieticrs — that 20 ons clec, thoy fmaly think, knows of And 1 found 1 was
wnzbls to attract anyons's attontion t the tlo and the bottls thess things wrs out
of my power.

And 5o T hmunted tho Topkapt Sarayt for just undor 2 bundrod yoars, attached by
2 silken cord you might say poctically, to the sk hidden in the sp; buthroom
floar. 1 saw Raxclma persusds Sulsiman the Magaificcat to writs to the Shal
Tahmasp of Peris, with whom thoir youngest son, Beyczid, had taken refuge, and
command the Shah to oxcouts the young Princs — which be would not do for
hospitality's sak, but allowsd it fo bo doms by Turkish mutcs, 25 was customary,
and Bayczid was put to death, with his four sums and 2 fifth, threo years of agr,
hidden in Bursa. Ho would have mads an cxccllent ruler, tos, [ think — and so it
was gancrally thought.

“Why?" asked Gillian Perhol.

It was customary, my lady, md Roxclana wished to sssurs 2 saft suscossion
for hie cldost san Sclim, Sclim the Sot, Sclim the drunknnd, Sclim the poct, who
dicd i o batbhousc afiar too mny fasks of wins. Rexclums was long dcad, buricd
bosids the Siloymniys, md Mibrimab hor daghtcr built o now mosque to
commcmorats Sulciman, with the help of the groat architcct, Sinan, who meds the
Stlcymaniys in holy rivalry with Haghis Sophin. And T watched sulans como and
g0 ~ Murad Tl who was rulod by women, and stranglod five of his brothars,
Mehmed 11T who strangled nincten of his, and then gzve them sumptuous burials
~ b dicd when 2 dervish prodictsd o would Tive another fify-five days — om the
fifty-fifth, in foar and trambling, T waiched Mustafh, tho holy madman, who was
brought From the cages of the. prinsc, deposcd, brought brck afice the slanghcr af
tho boy Osman, and doposcd by Murad TV who was tho most crucl. Can you
imaginc 2 man, my lady, who could scs & circlo of lovly girls dansing in &
‘meadow, nd ardor them all to b deowned becanss they sing too loudly? No ons
spoks in thoss days, in tho palac, for far of attrcting his aticntion. Ho could
haye 2 man killod bocauss his tocth chatizred involuntarily far foar of boing put to
dcath. And when ho wes dying ho ardored the death of his only surviving brothar,
Tbrahim. But his mother, Késsc, the Grock, the Valids Sultan, licd to him and
said it was donc, when it was not. 1 saw him smilc and try to gt up to sco the
carpes, xnd fll back in his deatl-throcs.

As fir Tirahim. He was & o], & cruc] fool, who loved things of the harcm
whor b had grown up. Hs listensd to a old storyteller in the harem — & womm
from narth of th Ukrains, who told him of narther kings who mads lov to their
comsubings in rooms catircly lincd with sablos, and with ssblos an their couches
and sablcs on their bodics. So ho mads himeclf & great robe, sabl witho, ssbl
within, with great jowcls for buttons, which b wors whilst o satisficd his fust —
tho amcll was not good, aficr  tims. And ho belioved that the ploasurcs of the






images/page88.jpg
“Not really. The djinn was cvasive. T teught her 2 fow magical skills — to help
hor — bocause 1 loved her

“You lovod har -

1 loved hor anger. T loved my own power to changs her frowns to smiles. T
tmnght her what ber Iusband had not tzught her, to emjoy her own body, withont
all the gestures of submnission aud non-disturbmso of his own activiios the silly
i scomed to roquirs.”

“You wers in no burry for her to escape — to exorcisc her now powers
somowher elsc -

“No. We wero happy. 1 liko boing 2 tcacher. It s umusnal in djizs — wo have o
natura] propensity to trick and mislead your kind. But your kind is rarely 2s
reedy for knowlodge as Zofir. 1 had all the timp in the world —

‘She didn't; said Gillian who wos trying to feol her way into this story,
occluded by the djinn’s own Foolings, i appeared. Sho flt & ceriain automatic
rosctmont of this Jng:-dead Turkish prodigy, the thought of whom produced the
droaming amilc an tho lips of whit sho had com to think of — so quickly — s fer
djinn. But sho also flt troubled on Zefir's bohalf by the djim’s desito to be both
Tiberator and imrisaner in ons.

“Iknow," said the djfan. “Sho was martal, T know. What year is it now?"

“Sho would bo n hundred and sixty-four years ok, i sho lived. And our child
would b ono hundred and forty, which is not possible for such & being.

‘A child?"

“OF firo and dust. 1 planncd to fly with him round the earth, md show him the
citios and the forests and. the shares. Elo would havo boen & great genius — maybe.
Ldon't know ifhe was over born."

“Orshe.’

‘O she. Indoed."

“What happened? Did she wish for anything af alf? Or did you provent her to
keocp her prisane? How did you com to be in my geem-i balbal botlc? [ do not
enderstand."

“Sh was & very clever woman, like you, Diilysn, and sho know it was wiso to
wait. And. then ~ 1 think 1 know — she began o wish  to dssirs — that 1 should
stay with hor. Wo had & wholo world in her litls room. 1 brought things From all
over the world — silks and stins, sugar-cane and paw-paw, sheets of groen is,
Donatelle’s Parscus, aviarics full of parrots, waterfalls, rivers. Ono dry,
‘unguardedly, sho wishod sho could fly with me when 1 want to the Americes, ad
then sho could havo bitton off her tmgus, and almost wasted o soond wish
‘undoing the first, but I put finger an her lip-sho was so quick, she undorstood in
2 flush — and 1 Lissed her, znd wo flow to Brocil, and to Paraguay, and saw the
Amzzon river which is g great 28 & 558, and tho boasts in the forests thers, where
10 man treads, azd sho was blissfully warm against my homt insids the feathered
cloak — thers aro spirits with featherod clozks out thers, we fnnd, whom wo met
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She was good-Jooking cmugh, & sharp, dark persan, with secret black-brown ayes
andd mn angry ling of 2 mouth fhat pulled in 2t the carers. Sho wes wayward and
angry, Zefi, md sho had nothing at all to do. Thars was . older wifh who dida't
ks her and didn't tlk to ber, xnd servants, who scomed to hor to b moking her.
Sh spent her tims sowing buge picturss in silk ~ picturcs of stories — tho storics
from the Shalmams, of Riistam and the Shah Kaykevus who tried to amulate the
djinns and fly, and devisod 2 method of soms ingeanuity — b tied Four strong yot
Irungry caglos to o throns, and fur juicy logs af muttm to tho rising posts of the
canapy of the throns — and then ho scated himselt, and the sagles strove to raach
tho meat, and lified the throne — xnd. the shah — towards the hoayans. But the
cagles tirod, and the thromo and jts oocupazt &l to carth — she had embroidored
him coming dovn hoadlong aud hasd first, and she had sowoe him o rich carpct of
Howers to fall on, for sho thought him aspiring, and not a fool. You should have
seem. the beanty of her silk logs of mutton, ks the 1ifs — ar rather, death. She was
2 great artist, Zafir, but no ono saw hor art. And sho was angry bocauss she know
sho was capablc of many things she couldn't cyen dofine o horscls, so thoy
seerned likp bad droarms ~ that is wht sho told o, She fold mo sho was stz o
with unused power and thought she might be & witch — axcopt, she said, if she
wors 2 man, thess things sho thought sbout would be ordinmily 2cceptzble. I sho
had bomn 2 mon, and 2 westomer, sho would have rivalled the grest Loonardo
‘whoso fying, machins wers the talk of the court of Sulsiman onc summer —

‘S0 1 tmught har mathernatics, which was bliss to bar, aud astronarmy, and many
Ianguages, sho studied scorctly with ms, and pociry — we wrots an cpic pocm
abaut the travels of the Quecn of Sheba — aud history, 1 taught her the history of
Turkey and tho history of the Romen Empire, md the history of the Holy Romm
Empirc — [ bought her novols in meny languages, and philosophica treatises, Kant
a0l Doscartzs and Loibmitz — *

Wt said Gillizm. ‘W this hor wish, that you should teach her thess things?*

‘Not cractly," said the djim. ‘She wishad io bo wiss md lamed, and T had
known the Quoan of Shoba, and what it was to bo o wiso woman....*

“Why did sho not wish to gef ot of there?" askod Gillian.

1 advisod against t. 1 said the wish was bound to go wrong, wnless she was
ctizr-infurmd about tho possibls placcs or times she might wish borsalf into ~ 1
said thoro was 2o hurry —

“You anjoyed traching her.”

‘Rarcly amomg; homankind can thors have boen & mors intalligent being,' said
tho djinn. ‘And not axly intolligant" He brooded.

‘I tmught hor other things also,’ ho ssid. ‘Nt at first. At first [ flow in and ont
with bage of books md papors and writing things that 1 then hid by tomporarily
vanishing thern info her bottls collsstion — so sho could ahways wll an Aristotls
from the Tod ghiss perfume-bottls, or Buslid from the groen tearbottle, withont
noading ma to ro-combody thom

“And did that count s o wish?" asked Gillian sovercly.
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‘Characiors in firy-talos, said Gilian, ‘aro subjoct to Fatp and mact their fivs.
Charactaristically they atfcmpt: to change this Fats by magical intarvention in its
workings, and charactaristically too, such magical intervention only rainforces the
cantrol of the Fate which waitcd for them, which is porhaps simply the fact that
they ara mortal mnd rotum to dust. Tho most clear and absolute varsion of this
nazrative form s the story of the appoirtment in Samarra — of the mm who mects
Doath, who tclls him that b is caming fir him that oycning, md floes to Semarrs
o avoid him. And Drath remarks to an asquaintanse that their first moeting was
0d “singi 1 was to moat him in Samarra trmight,

“Novels in recent fime, have beca. abort choice and motivation. Something of
tho inclustablc conscquantiality of Samar sill clings to Raskolnikoy's “freo’” act
of mundr, for it calls down @ whelly predictzblo and conveatinal vengeance. In
the caso of Gearge Elict's Lydgets, o the cther hand, wo do not fecl that the
“epots of commannsss” in his nature aro instrumcnts of insvitabls futo in the same
way: it was possible fir him ot to chooss to marry Rosamund and destzoy his
firtunc and his ambition. Wo el that when Proust desides to dizgaoss sowal
inversion in ol his charaicrs ho is substituting tho novelist's dusiras for the Fato
of the real world; and yut that whan Swann wastos ycars of his lifs for & woman
who was not oven. his typ, ha mads a choice, in tim, that was possiblo but ot
invitzble,

“Ths cmmotion. wa foel in fairy-tales when tho charasters arc grantod their wishes
is 2 strango ane. Wo ficl tho possiblc leap of Fosdom 1 can have what T want—
‘and the parvorsa certainty that this will chango nothing that Fata is fixed.

1 should liks to toll you 2 story told to me by 2 fimd [ mct in Turkey — whers
storis aro introduced bir Var mis, bir yak mis, pechaps it happoncd, parhaps it
didn't, and have parndor 25 their inscption.”

She looksd up, and there, siting noxt to tho handsams figurs of Todaray, was o
hoavy-headad persan in 2 checpskin jacket, with 2 hugs head of whits hair. This
porom had ot boen thors befors, md the whitc mans had tho look of an
xtravagant toupéc, which, with blus-tirtad glassce, guve the nawcamar 2 Jook af
being cruslly in disguisc. Gillian thought she rocognised tha Jif: of his uppr lip,
‘which immceiately changed shape undar ber oycs s soun 25 she had this thought,
bocoming dafiantly thin and purscd. She could not seo into the yes: when sho
trind, the glasses bocarms almost sapphira in their robarbative glitter.

“In the days when camels Hlaw From roof to raof, sha bogan, ‘and fish roostcd
in cherry trocs, and pracocks ware 25 g 25 haystacks, thars was 2 fisharman
who had nothing, and who moreover had no huck fishing, for o caught nothing,
though ho cast his net over znd over in 2 great Jeke full of woeds and good watar.
And ho said, ons mars cast, nd if tht brings up nothing, 1 shall give up this
‘méticr, which is starving ms, and take to bogging ot the roadsids. So ke cast, aud
his nst vas heavy, and ho pulled in something wot mnd rolling ad malodorous,
which tumad out to bo & dead ape. So o suid to himself, that is not nothing,
noyartheless, 2nd b dug & holo i the sand and buried the o, and cast his nct
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agin, fir 2 sovond Tast timo. And this time too, it was full, and this tims it
strugglod under the watcr, with  lfc of its own. So be pulled it up, full of hope,
and what ho had caught was 2 scoond apo,  moribund twothlces apc, with great
saros and scabs an s body, and a smoll almost zs disagrocable 2s its predoccesor.
Well, said the fisherman, T coukd tidy up this boust, nd soll him 1o somo strcot
‘musician. He did not liks the prospect. Tho apo the said to him — If you Iot mo
&0, and cast again, you will caich my rother. And if you do not listcn to his plcas,
‘or muks any mars casts, be will stzy with you mnd grant you anything you may
wish for. Thors is & suag, of courss, thers is always 2 snag, but 1 am 2ot about to
toll you what it .

“This limitea honcety appcaled to the fshcrman, who discrtzngled the thin apo
without much more ado, md cast again, md the not stuggled awny with
satisfastory violenos aud it ook all his forco to bring it to shors. And indecd it
contzined an gpe, o vary lage, gy, gleaning apc, with, so my ficnd
pasticularly told me, 2 most beautiful bottarm, 5 mixturs of very bright subtlo blus,
andd bt rose-colour, suffuscd with poppy-colurcd veins.’

Shx, Jooksd at the sapphire-coloursd dack glassos to sco if sho had dans well and
thoir ownor noddsd torsely.

“So tho now ape sxid that i tho Fshcrman would reloass hir, and cast again, ho
would draw up 5 buge troasure, md & palass, and 2 company of sleves, and nover
wazt: again. But tho fisherman remcmberod the szying of the thin gpo, and said to
th now ans “0 wish for & now houss, an. the sbors of this luks, and 1 wish for
cazmol, and 1 wish for o fonst — of modsrats propartions — to e roady-sooked in
this house."

“And immcdiately all those things appeared, and the fishormm offtred o sharo
oftho dlicious st o th tw apc, and thoy accopicd.

“And ho was o fshrman who had hoard & great many talcs in his tims, and had
an zualytic bent, and ho thought ho undorstood that the danger of wishes lny in
boing ovarweaning or hasty. Ho had no wish to find himsclf in 2 world whers
ovarything was mads, of gold and was quitc incdibls, mud o had 2 strong intuition
that the porpctual company of houris or the papciial imbibing of sherbot md
spakling wins would bo curiously wearisoms. So be wished quistly for this and
that: 2 shop Full of tilks to scll and an sssistant who mdsrstood them md was
honast, 2 garden full of codars and firuntains, o litls houss with 2 scrvant-girl for
his old mother, md finally & litls wis, such as his mother would heve choscn For
him, who was 2ot to bs beautiful 25 the sun and moon but kind and comfortzbls
and Toving, And so ho weat az, vory pracsfully, creating 2 world much moro liks
tho prascful world of “kappy-over-afier” outsids talcs than tho hestiz ans of the
‘wishes granited by Grime's flounder, ar ovon Alddin's djim. And no ons noticed
his good Fartuns, much, aud no ans enyied him ar tried 1 stcal i, sinco ho was so
discroct, And ifho Fell ill, or his litlo wifs &1 ill, ho wished the linces away, and
if samooms spoks harshly o hir he wishod o orget it and orget.

“And tho snzg, you ask?
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1 do ot soo what is incoboront,' said the djinn. ‘Extropy rulcs us all. Powr
gt Ioss, whother it darivos from the magic arts or is mad by ncrves ad musca.”

Gillizn said, ‘1 amn rondy now to maks my third wish.*

T am all care, said tho djinn, momentarily axpanding thoss argans to the sizo
of alaphants’ cars. ‘Do not look dolsfil, Djil-yan, it may ot happen."

“And whers did you laarn that catch-phrasc? Nevar mind. T shall almost beliove
you ara trying to provent my wish."

“No, 20, T amm your shave.

T wish," said Gillian, ‘1 wish you could have whatsver you wish for — that this
Tast wish may bo your wish.*

And sho waited for the sound of thunder, o worss, the silnss of sbscace. But
what sho heand was the sound of breeking gluss. And sho saw hor botils, the
nightingalc's-cyo bottls, which stood on o plass shect om tho drssing table,
dissolve liks tcars, not into sharp splintcrs, but into 2 conical heap of tiny cobalt
bius glass marblcs, cach with z whits spiral coiled nsids t.

“Thank you, " said the djinn.

“Will you go?" asked the narratologist.

“Somn," said the djinn. ‘Not now, not immedistely. You wishod les, remember,
that T would love you, and so 1 do. T shall give you somsthing to romomber me by
~ until T raturn — which, framm time to time, T shall do — *

If you remamb o rotum in my lifo-time, " said Gillian Parholt.

41T do," said the djinn, whoss body now scamo to b clothed in 2 garment of
iguid blug flazns.

“That night ho mado love to hor, so beautifully that she wondared simuangously
how sho could ovar have It him go, and how sho could over have dared to keop
such 2 boing in Primross Hill, or in botel bodrogms in Istzabul ar Taronte.

And tha next moming he appcarcd in joms md 2 shoapekin jackst, and said
thoy woro going out together, to find & gift. This fims his hair — still fuidy
immprobabls — was & mass af dradlocks, and his skin inclined to the Bthiopian.

In o small shop, in & sids-stroat, ho showed hor the most beantiful collstion of
‘modem weights she had ovor scon. 1t is 2 modam Canndimn art thoy bave artists
who can trap = meshed mud rolling gromeirical sca, only visiblo at cartzin anglos,
and when visibls glittcrs transparcatly with @ rainbow of particls dusted with
gold; thoy have artsts who oo maloss a rod and blus flame frover in 2 cool
glass sphers, ar o dizzy cons of cobalt md emorald, reaching to infinity and
‘mecting fts own roflection. Glass is mads of dust, of silice, of the sad of the
dowcat, mahed in 2 ficry fumaco and blown into its solid form by human breath. Tt
s i and. liguid mnd solid, it is thore and not thare.

The djinn put into Dr Porhok's hands = hug, slightly domed sphars inside
which woro suspnded like commas, liko fishing-hooks, ke froworks, liks
slacping cmbryos, liks spurts of coloured smoks, ks uncurling sarpents, o host of
colourcd ribboms of glass amongst o host of hreathed bubblcs. Thoy ware all
calours — gold aad ycllow, bright bius and dark blus,  deloctzbls clerr pink, &
ceimean,  volvet: grocm, & whols host of busy movermnt. ‘Liks rushing secd, said
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tho djinn poctically. ‘Full af Forover possibilitios. And impossibilitics, of course. Tt
is & wark of art & great work of oraft it is 2 joyful thing, you liko £7°

‘O, yes, said Dr Pozhok:. T hays nover scan oo many colours in ana.*

It s Galled “Tho Danse of tho Elaments"," seid the djinn. ‘1 think that it s ot
‘your sact oF tils, but it suits t, 1 think. No?*

“Yis," said Dr Perhok, who was somowful aud yet full of a scnse of things
boing o8 thoy should be.

“The djinn watched the wrapping of the weight in shocking.-pirk tissus, and paid
for t with 2 rainbow-coloures credit card with & hologram of the Vanus do Mils,
which coused an almost crsossive fizzing amangst tho toeminals in the card
‘maching. On the payement ho said,

“Good byo. For the present,

“Now 1o the clamants,”™ said Dr Parholt, “Bo froo ad faro thou well.™

She had thought of szying that soms day, over sinco she had firt som his
mstrous oot from her bathroom door. Sho stood thor, holding hor glass
woight. And tho djim kissed hor hand, and vanished towants Leks Ontario Ik
Iugo cloud of becs, loaving behind on the pavernent 2 shecpekin jackot that shrazk
slowly, to childsizs, to doll sizz, to matchbox sizs, to 1 fow fizzing stoms, md was
gou. Ho It alon & moving heap of droad-locks, ks sams strangp hodgebog,
which stirrod s litlc, ron alamg o forw Foet, and vanished down & drain.

And did oho cver seo him sgain, you mry 2sk? Or that mzy not bo the question
‘wppormost in your mind, but i is the axly ono to which you got an answer.

Two years g0, still looking thirty-five and camfortzble, he wes walking along
Madisan. Avenue in Now York, during @ stop on the way t @ naatologicel
gathoring in British Columbiz, when sho saw & shop window full of paperwoights.
Theso wore not the work of artists likp the Toronto artists who ply with pur
colour aud teture, ribbons and throads and veils, stains and illsary movement
Theso wore purs, old-fushionsd, skilful represcntations: millafiari, Littico work,
Scowns, cancs, cantaining roses mnd viols, lizards mnd butterflics. Dr Parholt
wort: fn, ber cyes gloaming liko the gluss, md thors in the dark shop wero two
elderly xnd charming mer, happy men in & cavoen bright with jowels, who for half
an bour and with exquisits patienco foiched out for Dr Parhol sphero afor sphors
from the glass shelvos in which they wero reflectod, &nd admired with her baskst-
‘work of fino whito comtaining comflower-blus posics, multi-colourcd cushions of
goumciric Howezs, lovely 2s Paradisc must hevs boon in s glistening nownsss,
bright rith a. brightnzss that would nover fads, nover coms ot info the dull air
from its brilliant cloment.

Oh glass, snid Dr Perbolt to the two gentlomen, it s not possibls, it is only =
solid metaphar, it s o modinm for secing and 2 thing sean at oncs. It is what artis,
said Dir Paolt o tho two men, 2s they moved the balls of light, rod, bhus, gron,
on th visiblo and the invisible chebves.
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“This was th suag, Ho bopan to notice, slowly st firt, and then quicker and
quicker, that overy tims ho mado a wish, the gront glcaming apo bovams a little
smaller, At first just 2 cemtimetro thars, and & centimetro ero, and then more and
marc, 50 that ho had to bo raised on. many cushions to cat his meals, aud finally
bocazns so srmall that bo sat on & fittle stool on top of the dining-tzblo zd toyed
with & tiny junkst in a sat-cellar. Tho thin apo had g gone his way, md
rofurnsd again From time to time, now Jooking quits restorsd, in mn ardinary sort
of hairy way, with an ondinary blus botiom, nothing to be excited sbout. And the
fishorman enid to the thin ape.

“What will happen if wish him larger again?*

““T cannet; say," said tho ape. “That is to say, 1 won'taz)

“And at night the fishermn heard the two spes talking. Tho thin ons hold the
shining anp in his hund and said sadly.

““It goes ill with you, my poor beother. You will vanish away soaz; thero will
o nothing Teft of you. Tt is sad to 550 you in this stzte.”

““It is ray Fats,” said. the once-Jarger ape. It is my Fato to Joso power and to
diminish. Ono day I shall be 5o mall, 1 shall be invisible, an the man will not bo
ablo to 500 m any mor t mzko ny moro wishss, and thers 1 shall be, 2 slave-
aps tho sizp of & popper-grain. or 2 grain of smnd."

W all corme to dust,” said the thin zps sententiously.

““ut ngt with this torriblo speed, sxid the wishing-ape. 1 do my bost, but stll
Lamuscd and used. Tt is hard. Twish 1 wore dead but nons of my own. wishes may
o grantcd. Ob, it is hard, it is hard, it is hazd.

“And gt this, the fishorman, who was & good man, roso out of his bed and wert
into the room whero tho two apos wars talking, mud said,

T geuld gt belp hoaring you and my et is wrung for you. What can 1 do, O
aps, o holp your"

“And thoy looked 2t him sullenly and would not smswer.

T yrish,” said th fishormm thar, “that you would toke th naxt wish, if that is
possible, and wish fir your hoart's dsire.

“And them ho waitsd to seo wht would hrppen.

“And both apes vnisho as i thoy had nover been.

‘Bt tho house, anul tho wifk, md the prosperous business did not vanish. And
the fisharman continmucd 1o live 25 woll as ho could — though subject now to
ondinary bumen ailments with the rost of us — until the day he dicd."

“In firy-takcs," said Gillian, ‘thoso wishes that ars granted md aro not malign, ar
torstod towards destrustion, tmd 4o Jead to & condition of beantiful stzsis, mors
ko & wark of art than the dram. of Fats. It is 25 though the firtunat had stopped
off the hard road into m unchanging landscape whers it is always spring znd oo
winds blow. Aladdin's genio gives him 2 beautiful palacs, md s long as this
palacc is subject to Fain, various magicians movo it violmtly round the
Iandscape, build it up and causo it to vanish. But 2t the cnd, i goes into stasis: into
the peoudo-oternity of happy-ovor-afior. When we imngin happy-ovor-aftcr we
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imnging warks of axt: 2 family photopraph on 2 sunny dxy, a Gainsborough lady
and hor children in n English moadow under 2 tres, an snchmnicd costls in
snowstorm of frathars in o plass doms. T was Oscar Wikis's genins to meks the
Iuzman boing and the work of art chingo placcs. Darian Gray smilcs unchangingly
in his ctormal youth and his portrait undsrgocs his Fatc, which is a tomibls ons,
o of accclrating deterioration. The tal of Dorim Gray and also Balas's tals
of La Pea de Chagrit, ths diminishing picco of wiki-ass's skin that for 2 tims
kecps Fts 2t bay, arc rolated to othor talos of tho dosir for ciarmal youth, Indocd
we hays mcthods now of granting o kind of filso stzsis, wo have prosthoscs and
growth harmans, we have plastic sugpery and implanicd bair, wo can meks
humams fnto works of somo kind of at or artifice. The grim and gallat fixcd
starcs of Joun Collins ansd Barbara Cartland arc ivons of our wish for this kind of

“The talo af the apos, 1 think, relsics to the sbecrvations of Sigmund Froud on
tho goal of all Jifs. Frond was, whatover clec b was, the great. studont of our
dosire, our will to live happily over afr. Ho studicd our wishes, our fulfilment of
‘our wisha, in. the narrative af our droams. Hs belioved wo rearranged our storics
in our droam-lifs to give oursclves happy cadings, cach according to his or e
scarct noods. (Ho claimed not o know what women really wanted, mnd this
ignaranse colours and changes bis starics.) The, in the ropeatsd dsath-droarme of
tho soldicrs of the First Warld War h discovered 2 narrative that cantradicted this
dosire fr happinces, far wish-ful ilment, Ho discovered, ho thought, 2 desire for
annihilation. H rethonght the whols history of organic 1ife under the su, md
cam to the comshusian that what ho called the ‘arganic instincts’ wers sesctially
conservative —that thoy roacted to stimli by adapting in ordar to preserve, as
25 poseibls, their ariginal state. ‘It would be in contradiction to the comscrvative
naturs of the instincts,” said Froud, ‘i the goal of ks wors & stats of things which
had nover bomn attaingd.* No, be said, what wo desirs must nccssaily b . ofd
stafs of things. Organisms strive, sircuitously, to roturn to the inorganic — the dust,
tho stor, the carth — from which they cams. “Zhe i of olf ife is death,” said
Froud, tolling his croation story in which the Greation strives to rotum to the stzt
bofiar lif, was rcathod into i, in which tho shrinking of the pom do chagrin, the
diminishing of the 25, is not the toerbls comomitant of the 1ifo-force, but its
scarct dosire.’

“This was notall she said, but this was the scoond point ot which she canght 2 flsh
of the sapphiro lassca.

There wors many questions, md Gillisn's poper was judged o suscsss, if
somowhat confuscel.

Back in her hotal bedroom that night she confronted the djim.
“You mads my paper insoherat' sh said. ‘1t was 2 paper sbout futo and death
and desire, and you introdused the feodom of wishing-apcs.”
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Acclaim

“Thoso nw to the warld of Byatt might well begin here, with thess tals-within-
‘talcs, which anc can. rwad g mything from contomparary allogorics — such zs the
supcrh “Dragon’s Breath”, ovoking cvery idyll that ovor fl foul of wat o faming
— o shecr celsbrations of starytelling feclf®
Vogue

“Ths familiar clemants of friry story coms to lifo under A.S. Byait's touch...with
Tightnzss, precision, gracc’
Observer
“A corchral extravaganzs, btistling with idwas®
Spectator

“Th firy story is obviously a fum that fiscinatcs A.S. Byat, fteuits hor spare,
ool pross and this collcction coablos hor to oreats very different cfikcts...n
beautifully produscd book"

Financial Times

“This bosk is 2 work af art’
Dalp Telegraph
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1 liko the geometrically pattarmsd flowers bost” said Dr Pecholt. ‘Moro than the
‘once that nim xt realism, 2t Jooking eal, don't you agrec?”

“On the whols,' said ons of the two. ‘On. the whols, the whals offcct is better
‘with tho paticming, with the goometry of the glass md the geomsry of the canss.
But havo you scen thesc? Thoss arc American.

And ho gave hor 2 woight in which & small snsks lay curlcd on & watery surface
of flonting duskwored — o snzks with 2 glass throad of o Hickering tomgus and m
almost microscopic red-brown. cys in its watchful but rolued olive head. Azd bo
v bir 2 woight in which, in the solidity of the glass as though it were the docp
watcr of 2. well, floatsd o flower, & flower with 2 rosy lip and o whits hood,
green sizm, lang Icaves trailing in tho waicr, md 2 root specked and stnined with
ts brown, juices md the earth it had coms fram, 2 oot trailing fins hairroots ad
thrcads and tendrils into the glassy medium. 1t was parfct boseuss the illusion
was ncar-perfict, mud tho attertion to the living original had becn so perfict that
the undying ariificial fower also sccmed perfict And Gillim thought of
Gilgumgsh, and the lost flowsr, and the sk, Horo they woro sids by sids, held in
suspensian.

Sho turncd the weight over, nd putit down, for ts prive was probibitive.

Sho noticed, almost abstrastedly, that thero wes a now dark age-siain on the
back of tho hand that held the weight. Tt was & pretty soft drid-Jcaf color.

I wish —* sho said to the man behind the plass cags of shlys.

“You would liks the fower,' ssid a voics bohind her. ‘And the muks with i,
why mot? Twill give themn to you.'

And thors b was bohind her, this time in 2 dork overcost md & whitc scarf,
with & rathr large, wido-brimemed black volvct hat, and the sapphiro glasecs.

“What & nice surpriss to scx yon again, sir, ssid tho shopowner, holding ot his
hand for the minbow scodit card with the Vems ds Milo. ‘Always uncxporiod,
always welsamc, most welkoms.

‘And Dir Porhalt walked out info Madison Avenus with  goki-dark man and two
weights, 5 suzko md 2 flower. Thers arc things in tho carth, things mads with
hands and beings not mads with hands that live 2 1 difftrent from ours, hat live
langer thi wo do, and cross our lives in storics, in drcams, 2t crtain timos when
wo aro floating redundant. And Gillizn Perholt was hugy, for she had moved
back into thoir warkl, ar at Joast had acccss to T, 2 sho had hd 2s 2 child. She
said to tho djimn,

“Will you stzy?*

And o said, ‘No. But T shall probably roturn again.

‘And oho said, ‘If you remember o robum in my lfe-time."

1 do," said the djim.
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Otha, 2 child of Atatiick's new world, was enjoying himself Atztirk had
cmoansipaicd women. Leyls Serin aod Loyl Doruk wera oo his children,
powsrtul paogls, thinking toachers. Orhan Tked drams, and bo hed mads = nics
little rovelatory clsh. The Pokistani gantlnan was not happy. Ho md Gillian
Tooked ot cach other, both, she thought, ramambering things ho had said 2 moment
g0 about London being a sowar of dovsy md the Cammomwealth & dead body,
putrclying aud shrivelling away o 2othing. Sha could not meet the Pekistani's
©ye; sho was English and crmbarrasacd for hir. Ho could not mect ber eye. Sho
was & woman, and should not have beon thars, with a man who was not e
Isband, in 2 mouseun that wes also & mosqus. Ha gathored his flock — who still
smiled at Gillian, futtoring their elogant fingars in farewell, ‘Hemph, said Orhan.
“Istzuul is 2 mecting-placo fur many cultures. You dida't like the pillar, Gillizm?
Your fia was vory funny, very ladylik."

1 dom't liks, Haghin Sophi," said Gillian. ‘1 expocted to. 1 liks the idca of
Sophin, of Wisdom, 1 1k it that sha is wisc mnd Famale, 1 cxpeciod o fecl —
somctliing — in her church. And there is & wet hola for fertility wishes. In 2 pillaz
that might haya come from the Tomplo of Artmis.

“Not that pillar, 1 thik," said Orhen.

I T was 2 postmodammist punster,” said Gillian, T would muks somcthing of
Haghia Sophiz. Sho has got ok, she has tumod into 2 Hag. But T can't, booss 1
rospact otymologics, it mems boly. Hag is my word, & northem ward, nothing to
do with harc."

“You havo said & now," said Orhan. ‘Bven if you repudists i Lot of American.
studants b do think Flag is Hag. Thoy gt excited sbout Coons."

1 dam't, said Gillizn.

“No," said Orhim, not ravealing what b himself thought sbout hags and coomes.
“Wo shall go to the Buczar. Shopping s good for the souls of westam womcn.
And castarn. And man liks it too."

Tt wes trus that the Grand Bazaar was livliar and brightar than the vast cavem of
Haghia Sophin. Here was & warren of arcadas, of Alzddin's caves full of lanps
and magicel carpets, of silver an bross and gold and pottary and tiles. Hera and
thero bohind 2 shop-front, seatcd fn an armohair 2t o boach suroundsd by
dangling lamps and vatar-shakers from the baths, or sitting cross-logged an 2 bale
of carpets ammmget 2 tort: of carpets, Orhan had ax-students who hrought cups of
Turkish coffix, tulip<haped glasses of ross tan to Gillian, and displayed their
wares. The carpet-scllor had writicn 2 PhD. on Tristram Shandy, and now
travelled into [rag, T, Afihanistzn, bringing back carpefs an journeys mads by
carml, by jeop, into the mountains. He showed Gilli pallid kilims in that yoar's
timid Habitat colours, palo 1930s can-do-nil and bois-do-ross with = sad mull gray.
‘No, said Gillinn, 2o, sho waniod richngss, the dark right blus, the crimeons and
scarlats, the golds arud rusts of tho old carpets with their crenzmy blossoms, thei

trees Full of strange birds md fowcrs. Tho West is ficklc, said Bulen the carpet-
scller, they say they want thoss sipid colours this ycar, nd the women in Indis
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oo paasock and fams, n bhu aud silver. Thoy bhad fund the pillsr with the
hol and it ‘rruss casing, mnd the thrac women were clustcred round i, stroking,
putting their hands in and out, chattoring liko subdusd birds. Tho father, dignificd
in his black coat, apronchod Orhan, and asked if be spoks English. Orbm said
o, and was askei to holp translats m account of the pillar fom o Freach-Turkish
uidobook.

‘Whilst: ho did. this, tho threo woman, in thir futtcring silk, tumsd laughing to
Gillizn Perhol, and strofiched out thras saft hands with gold bangles on their
wrists, pulling hor by har slcove, by hor hand, towands tho pillar, Inghing soRly.
They patted Dr Perhok's shouldars, thoy put mms around her and pushod and
pullcd, smiling mnd langhing, they took her hand in theirs with strung, wiry grips
and inserted it into the hols, showing har in mimo whathe must do, turn har hand
in tho holx, toushing tho insids rim, round, round, round, throa timos. Sh pulled
back instinstively, out of m English hygicnic horror of somsthing so much
toushed by so many, and out af 2 mors primitive foar, of something clamy, and
‘moist, and nasty in the dark insids. But tho women nsisted; thoy wors surprisingly
forccful. Thors was liguid of sore kind in thrs, some pool of samcthing in the
stam of th pillar. Dr Perholt's skin crawlod and the women laughed, md Orhan
recited the stary of tho pillsr in English to the other man. Apparanly, ho said, it
had beon touched by St Grogery Thaumsturgs, the Miraclo-Worker, be had put his
power into it. The watcr insida the pillar was officasious fir dissasos of vision and
for fertility. The women laughed mars Joudly, clustering round Dr Porhok The
Suthor told Orhan how he had mado pilgrimeg to all the holy shrincs of Tslam; ho
had trayellod fir and scon much. He supposce Orhan 1o, kad mad pilgrimages.
Orhan noddod, grave and nan-gommittal; ba was intorcstod. The West was ovil,
said the roopovtabla black-voaicd pilgrim. Evil, decadmnt, and sliding into
darknces. But power ws arising. Thors would b  fiked. Trus religion would
bring tho cleansing sword and dastroy the filth and grosd md comruption of the
dying West, and a roligious world woukd be established in its ashes; theso things
woro ot anly possible, thay ware alrcady kappaning. Tho scods wro sown, the
sparks wars sct, tho ficld of spears would spring up, the o would consums. This
was what ho said, this paterfamilizs, stauding in Haghis Sophiz whos stomgs had
run with blood, whoso cavernous spascs had ben piled high with corposs, whoss
spirit had diod, Gillian Perhot ik, but maybo flt beosuss sho could not fecl the
now spirit, which spoks to this Fanily, an in tham Filled her with Foar. Orkan, sho
saw, wes in sama way cnjoying himsclf. Ha prolonged the caxversation, nodding
gravoly, inscrting mild questions — ‘you have sean signs, mn?” — making no move
o chang his interlocutors impression that he was 2 good Muslim, in & mosqus.

His fmily came overywhers with him, ssid tho pilgrim. Thay like to oo now.
placs. And sh, docs sha speek English?

Tt was clear that Gillian had becn. taken for & quist Muslizm wife. Sho had bean
standing two paces behind Orban 2s ho cast about for the magic pillar. Orhan
replicd gravely:

“Sha ¢ English. Sho is a visiting rofossor. An emincnt visking profssor.’
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‘weight, a como of glass like 2 witch's hat, rough to touch, gromnish-transparant ke
izc, with the cancantric circlas, blus, yeilow, white, blus, of the ays which repols
tho ovil ey, 2t the base.

“What is this?" sha nsked Orhan's student, Feyynz.

o took the flask from her, and rubbed at the dust with 2 finger.

“T'm not an axpent in glass," he said. ‘Tt could be geem i bilbil, nightingale's
. Or it could bo irly recont Venotian glass. Gearn-i bilbil moans nightingelo's
yc. Thero wrs o fxmous Turkish glass workshop ot Incirkdy — round about 1845 1
think ~ madlp this famous Turkish glass, with this spiral patizm of opague blus and
‘whito siripes, or rod sometimcs, 1 think. 1 dan't know why it is callod eyo of the
nightingale. Parhups nightingalos havo eyes that aro transparat and opaque. I
this country wo waro obscesod with nightingales. Our poctry i full of
nightingales.”

“Bofira pollution, said Orhan, ‘bofir telovision, cyeryme camp out and
walkod along the Bospharus and in all the gardens, to hear the Firs: nightingalos af
the year. It was very beautiful. Like the Japauzss and the charry blossam. A whole
poupls, walking quistly in the spring weather, listoning. "

Foyyez recited 2 vorss in Turkish and Orban translaind.

In the woods full of ovaning the nightingalos ars silent
“The river absarbs the sky and its Fountains

Birds roturn to th indigo shores fur tho shadows

A scarlet bead of sunshine in their boaks.

Gillizn said, ‘T must kav this. Baceuss tho ward md the thing don't quits match,
‘a0l 1 ove both of thern. But i it is gesm-i bl itwill bo vahusblo . . .*

It probably 't ssid Feyyaz. ‘H's probably rooant Vonctinn. Our glassmakers
‘wort to Venico in the eightemnth contury to loarn, and the Venstizns helped us to
dovelop the techniques of th ninctrenth cantury. T will sel it to you as if it wors
Vomstian, because you liks it, md you may imagins it is geem-i bilbil and
pechaps it will b, is, that .’

“Foyyaz wroto his doctoral thesis o Yeats and Byzantinm, said Orhan.

Gilliz gavo the stopper an experimantal twist, bt it would not come away, and
she was afraid of breaking it. So the nightingals's-oys botls too was wrapped in
scarlot tseus, and mara rosc toa was sipped, and Gillizn rotued to har hotel. That
vaning there was o firowall dimner in Orhan's kouss, with music, and rok, and
grmrous beautiful food. And the next day, Gillian was elanp in her hotel rom.

Time passcs diffrently in the solitude of hotel rooms. Tho mind cxpands, but
Izzily, and the body comfrats in jts bright box of spase. Bocause one may thirk of
anything at all, omp thinks for 2 long time of nothing. Gillizn in hotel rooms was
always nitially toopted by channcl-surfing on tho tolevisian; she Iy amongst
ceimean. and crearny roses on her preat bod and. pointed the black lnzongs with i
bright buttoms imperiously at tho scrom. Transparent if Pickered and danced
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and Tran by tho wool and the silk, and tho noxt year, when the carpets aro mads,
they want sammething olse, black and purpls and orang, and the wornen arc ruinsd,
their profit is lost, heaps of carpets lio round aud rot. T think you will Jiks this
carpet, said Bulent, pouring coffos; it s  wodding carpet, 2 dowry carpet, to hang
on the vall of 2 nomad's tet. Horo is the troe of fif, crimeon and bladk an
‘midnight bhus. This you like. Oh yos, said Gillian, seving the dark woven treo
against tho yellows and whites of hor Primroso Hill roam, now bars alane. The
woman, whoovar sho was, had madp it strong and compler, faunting and subtls. T
can't haggle, said Gillian to Orhm, I'm English. Yon would bo surprised, said
Otham, 2t sams English peoplo's skill in that art. But Bulent is my student, and b
will givo you & fiir prics, for love of Tristra Shandy. And suddenly Gillizn flt
woll again, full of lft and singing with joy, away from the puddlc in the piller and
tho brooding Hag, hiddm away in n Aladdin's cave mads of magic carpets with
small dolightful buman artofocts, o unknown woman's wodding carpet,
sentimental Sterme's momumentz] fntzsia an 1t befaro birth, black-brown coffee
poured. from & right copper pe, tasting rich and almos, but not quit, uzbeazably
strong and sweet.

Another of Orhan's students hud  ltlo shop in the wentral squars of the markst-
‘iz, Ty Bodsster, 2 shop whoso narrow walls wars ortircly hung with pots, pazs,
Tacups, bottlps, Taather ohjects, old tools whoso purpose was ungussssble, chased
daggers md hunting knives, shadow-puppets made of camsl skin, perfime flasks,
curling tomg.

L will givo you s resent," said Orhan. ‘A prosent to szy good-bys.

(¥ was leaying the next day for Toxas where o colloguium of zamraiologists
was studying Eamily sages in Delles. Gillizn had 2 talk to givo ot the British
Counzil and three moro dzys in Tstanbul.)

1 will give you tho shadow puppets, Karaghz nd Hacivat, and hers s the
‘magic bird, the Simmurgh, and hers is a waman involved with 1 drago, 1 think she
‘may be 2 dfinse, with & lttlo winged domon on her shouklars, you might ko bar.

The small figures were wropped sarsfilly in scarlet tissun, Whilst this was
happoning Gillian pokod about om o bench amd fund 2 bottlo, & very dusty battls
amomget an apparently unsorted pile of now/old things. It was 2 flask with & high
nock, that fitted comfrtably fnto the palms of ber hands, nd had 2 glass stopper
ik & ministurc dome. The whole was dark, with & rogular whirling patiern. of
‘whits stripes moving round it. Gillian collcoies plass prparwoights: she lked glass
in gonoral, firr its paradowical nature, transhicent 25 water, heavy 1s stons,
imvisible 25 air, solid s carth. Blown with human breath in a famao of fire. As &
child sho had Toved to read of glass balls containing costles and snowstorms,
though in reality sho had always fund thoso disappointing and had transfirred her
mogical attachmmnt to the weights in which coloured forms and carpets of
gourmeic flowors shans parpotually and could be mads to expand and contrast 28
tho sphers of plass tumed in her fingors in the light. Sh liked to tuk 2 weight
back from overy joumey, if ans could be found, and had alreedy bought a Trkish
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“Why ars your homungali ot threo-dimensional?” asked the djim.

1 don’t know. Wo can't do that. We may loamn. You scum to undarstand it
cticr than 1 do, howover long You have bom in that botle. Plrase put him bck."

“To ploesc you,' said tho djim with gravo gallantry. Ho picked up tho
‘mnikin-Becker, twisted him rapidly Jike 2 top, murmurcd somcthing, and the
Becker on the scroen collapsed on ths court in & beag.

“You hays hurt him," said Gillian accusingly.

It is to bo boped not, said the djinn with zn uncertain nots. Bocker in Manto
Carlo ot up unsteadilly and wes cacortod offthe court his hands to his bead.

“Thoy will st bo able to cantions, ssid Gillian crossly, aud then put hor hand
1o hor mouth in amuzament, that o wommm with 2 live djian on her bed should still
b interested in the outcoms of & tonnis match, nly part of which sho had scon.

“You could wish him well, said tho djion, ‘but ho will probably bo woll
anyway. Mor than probably, almost cortainly. You must wish for your heart's
dosire,

T wish," said Gilliaz, ‘far my body to bo us it was whon 1 last rally fiked it if
you o do that."

“The great grom oy scitled on har stot figurs in its whits robo and furban.

1 cam do that," bo said. T o do that. If you arc quits surs that that is what you
‘most desire. 1 can maks your cells as thoy wors, but T canmot delay your Fats."

It is courtcous of you to ol mo that. And yos, it is what T desire. It is what T
haye desired hopelcssly overy day thess last ten. ycars, whatover cls T may have
oo’

“And yet," said the dfinn, ‘you ars well mough as you s, in my opiniom.
Amplituds, madarnc, is dosirable.

“Not in my culturs. And morcoyer, thers s the question af tumporal decay.

“That T supposs, but do ot wholly undsrstand sympathctically. We arc mads of
firc, and do not decay. Yom aro mads of dust, zud rotum o 1.

Eic raiscd his hand and pointed at her, ong fingr lazily cxizadsd, a it like
Michclmglo's Adam.

Sh, it & fiorss contraction in the walls of har belly, in hor looss womb.

1 am glad to scc You profir ripe warmen o groc ke, said the dfinn. ‘100 am
of that opinion. Bat your idsal is 2 little meagre. Would you not cars 1o bo
roundsr?

“Bxousc e, said Gillian, sudderly modost, and retreatzd fnto tho batbroam,
whers sho opencd hor mobe and saw i the demisted miror o solid md
uncxccptionable thity-five-yoar-old womm, whoss breasts wars full but not
sofiznice, whoss stomach was o, whoss thighs wore smooth, whoso nipglcs wers
round and rosy. Tnsdscd the whole of this scrviccablo and agrocabl body was
fhushcd decp rosc, 28 though sho had ban through  firc, or 2 sicam bath, Her
appandix scar was still thore, aud tho mark an her ke whars sho had folln an o
broken bottlc hiding undor tha stairs from an air raid in 1944, Sh studicd ber facs
in the mimor; it wes mot bomtiful but it was healthy and lively and
‘wncxoeptionable; ber nsck was & cleen column md bher tocth, she was happy to 5o
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and intruded npon . .. Ars those men magisians, or aro you 2 witch, that you have
thom in a box?”

“No, it is scimse. T is natural scionco. It is tolovision. Tt js dons with light
waves mud sound waves aud cathods rays — 1 dom't know how i is dons, 1 am only
2 literary scholar, we don't know musch, 1'm affaid ~ we uso it for information and
‘amsczmort. Most poople in the warld now sec these boxes, [ sumposo.”

“Six-all, premiire manche, " said tho tolcvisian. ‘Jey décisif, Service Becker.”

The djinn frowned.

I am a djiin of samo power,’ o sxid. 1 bogin to find out how thess emmations
travel. Would you liks 2 homungulus of your wa?*

I b thres wishes," said Dr Perholt cantiously. ‘T do not want to cxpend ano
o thern am tho possossion of a tomnis-player.

“Enfends,”said tho djinn. ‘You aro an inclligant mud cantions woma. You may
wish when you will and tho pratornatural Jaws roguire me to rmain 2t your
seryics until all three wishes have boen mds. Lesscr djinns would tompt you into
meking your wishos rapidly and folishly, for their own mds, but 1 am God-
faring and honourabls, {despito which 1 have spent much of my lang 1ifk shut up
in buttles), and 1 will not do that. All the samo, I shall attzmpt to caich oo of
theso travelling buttzrflivs. Thoy aro spread alomg the waves of the atmosphars —
ot 85 W ar when o trave] — in the waves — 1 should bo ablo o cancentrate ons
~ to move the mattor a8 well 25 the emanation — the ploasuro is to usc tho laws of
ts appoarance hers and intomsify 1 could casily #ish him hero— but T will, Twill
haye him alomg his own trajoctory — so — aad so—*

A small Boris Becker, sandy-browed, overy gold hair on his goldn body
glcaming sweat, wes standing an th chst of deawors, perhaps twics the sizs of
his telovisiom image, which was frozn in mid-stroks on the sarcen. H blinked his
sandy shos over his bluo cyes and looked around, olviously unabls to seo mors
than o blur around him.

“Scifeiss," said the tiny Becker. ‘Scheiss wid Scheiss. Was ist it mire"

I could manifest us o him," said tho djinn. ‘H would b afvard.”

“Put him back. Hio will losc the sct."

I could cxpand him. Life-sizo. We could speak to him."

“Put him back. It fsn't .’

“You dom't want him?"

*Scleiss. Warum kannich nich ..

No.Tdan't."

The Becker an tho scrosn. was fozen info an attitud, his rackst raised, his hend
back, ans foot lifling, Honri Lecanto sdvanced towards the nst. Ths cammentator
announced that Becksr had had o scizuro, which delighted tho djim, who had
indood scizod him. ‘Scheiss’, said tho forlam small Bocker in tho bedroom.
‘Retum him," suid Dr Pocholt imperiously, adding quickly, ‘That is not anc of my
thres wishes, you must do what soems o you bost, but you must undorstand that
you aro dissppointing millions of people, all round the warld, intorrupting this
story —1'm sarry, défirmation professionelle, 1 should say, this gamo —
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A live mafch (Bocker-Locontc) was promiscd within an hour. Sho had tims for
shower, shs judged, o good bot sbower, md then she could sit and dry slowly and
‘watch the two mon run. So sho tumed on the showe, which was large and brasey,
bohind 2 ghss scroen at ans ond of tho bath, an mclosing scroen of pleasing
cgraved climbing roscs with lttl birds sitting mmongst their thomy stoms. Tt had
2 ploasant bross Frams, the glass box. The watcr was 2 littlo cloudy, and 2 littls
brusey itsclf in colour, bt it wes hot, and Gillim disportcd hersclf in s jois,
sompcd hor broasts, shampoocd bar hair, looked rucfully down at what it was
bctizr not to look at, the rolls of her midriff, the sapging muscls of hor stomach.
She remembcred, 25 sho reached For bir towol, bow perhaps ton years ago sho had
Iookod complasently at har skin on hor throat, 1t har solid caough broasts and had
thought hersclf wellprescrved, uncxccptionzblc. Sho had ricd to imagine how
this nicc, tmut, flaxiblo skin would crimp and wrinklo aud fall and had a0t bom
abls to. Tt was hor skin, it was harscl, mnd thore was o vishls romon. why it
should not persist. Sho had known intollcctually that it must, i st give way, but
its livolincss then had given har the lic. And now it was all going, the cyclids had
st litls folds, the odgrs af th lips wars fuzzod, i she put n lipstick it ran in
Tittl throads in'o tho surounding skin.

She advansed naked towards ths bathroom mirear in room 49 in the Peri Palas
Hotzl. Tho mimor was coverod with shifting voile of sicam, mongst which,
vaguely, Gillian saw hor death advancing towands hic, its hair strcaming dark and
Tiguid, its sycholos dark sudgs, its mouth apen in s liguescent fucs o frar of
thsir conyergenss. She dropped har head sadly, turned 2sids from the moountar,
and took out the hanging towolling robo From its trouspareat sheath of plastic.
Thers were whits towelling slippers in the cupbomnd with Pori Pales writtcn on
thom in gold Totiars. She mads hareclf 2 Jooss urban of 2 towsl and thus solidly
cavolopod sho rmembared the geem-i bilbal bttls and dacided o run it undsr
tho tzp, to bring the glass to lif. Sho took it out of its wrappings — it was rally
Yery dusty, almost clay-cosrusted — and carricd it into the bathroom whers she
turned on the mixcrtap in the basin, mads the watcr warm, blood-hoat, and hold
tho bottls under the jot, tumming it round and round. Tho ghss beoams blus,
throadod with opaqus whito cancs, cobalt-blus, darkly bright, plaming mnd
wondsrful. She tumed i and tumod i, rubbing tho tmasious dust-opots with
thumbs and fingers, and suddenly i gave 2 kind of warm lkap in ber hand, Ik &
frog, liks  sill-beating heart in tho hands of 2 surgoon. Sho gripped and clisped
and sizadiod, xnd hor awn hart took a. fircr, fast beat of spprehension, imagining
bius glass splintars ovarywhars. But ol that happencd was that the stopper, with &
fuint glwey grinding, suddealy flow out of the nook of the flask and fil, tinkling
but unbroken, izto the basin. And out of the bottls in hor hands cams & swarming,
an oxhalstion, o fastmoving dark stain which mads 2 high-pitched buzzing sound
and smallod of woodsmokr, of cimnaman, of sulphur, of somcthing that might
hays bocn incans, of samcthing that was not Ioather, but was? Tho dark cloud
gathorod mnd tumed xnd flow in & great paisley or comma out of th bathroom. T
am sccing things, thought Dr Parbolt, following, ad found she could not follow,
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‘across it: Gillian could maks it boom with sound, tho rush of traffic and vielins,
voiccs prophosying war and voiccs dripping with the promisc of delcctzbls
‘yogurfOrangina/tutti-frutti/Mars Bars frozzn. stiff. Or sho could loave it, which
she profirrod, 2 capering shadow-thostrs. Roneld Reagan, smiling md mouthing,
glassy in the glass box betwom tho glassy wings of his spocch, o m acroplans
Eulling in flamce on & meountain, fact ar stunt?  pricst driving & racing-var round &
carnich, narrative o adyertiscment? Turks discussing the fullacss and fxtnoss of
tomatocs in 2 ficld, mors now cars, in comfics, up mountains, flling from
cleyscrapcrs, a bouri 2pplying 2 tongus fip o Taspberry fdge md cighing, m
cnarmous teciss fly cxpending commous cacrgy in punsturing & whols sczafil
of cowflzsh, joops full of dirty soldicrs i holmsts brandishing machins-guns,
trundling throngh dusty stross, fact or drams, which? teni

Teanis in Fronch, from courts Hks rod doscats, tannis From Monts Carlo whers,
it was high noon, under the sun past which Tstabu] had bogun to roll two hours
g, tenis malo and it appeared, live, an 2 chanms] whirs nothing cver happeasd
but the buman body (md mind, indocd, also) stroiched, cxtondsd, drivan,
triumphant, defiated, in oo cndlcss, bautifully designod narrative. Dr Perbolt
was accustommed to say, in her introdustory falks on naratology, that whoover
dcsignsd the rulos and the scoring-systzm of tnis was 2 narmative geanius of the
firet amdor, camparable to thoso anicnt storytsllos who aanged animal-helpers
in throcs md thought up punishmants for disrcgandcd probibitians. For the mors
ven the ambat, said Dir Porholt the mars difficul the scoring mekes it far ons
cambatant o succood. At douse, 2t six-all the stzkes arc riscd, not ons but two
points aro ncoded to assurs victry, not on but two games, thus cnsuring the
‘i tension aad the maximum pleasurs to the watchoes. Tanis in th glass
box shs loved 25 sho had loyed bedtim starics 15 2 child. Sh loved the skill of
tho camoramsn — the quick shot of 2 sweating Facs in o ristus of strain, the ballctic
shot of the impossibly prosisc tuming fct, the slow lizy ropeat of tho lung-
bursting Jcap, taken 2i the spocd with which 2 lcaf Rlls siowly through the air,
slowly, showly, resting om i, s the camers o maks thes heavy musclod man
hang at st in theie billowing shits. She had only com to lovs twanis so much
when she was boyord being, cxpoctod to tako pert o i when hor proper function
was el as audionce. Now sho delightod in its goamciry, the whits lincs of
ingreasing difficulty, of hopo and despair, the acid gold sphero af the ball, the red
dust fying, tho wove choquored buricr of the ook, Sho had hor narmtive
snobbisms. A live match was always mors coticing then & rosarded on, oven if it
was impossible for her to find out first the scars of the latter, for somoons,
samowhars, ke who had won, th tonsc was past, and thus the wonderful open-
cudedazss of o story which is most bemutifully dosignod towans satisfuctory
closurs bt is still undozidsd, would b lost, would bo o chat. Far darknces might
dsscend o @ live match, o the carth open. A live match was live, was 2. story in
peogress towands an cud which had not yot coms but which must, abiast cerfainly
e, And in the fact of th abmast was the dolight
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e préfére e frangais,”said Gillizn. ‘1 s more flucnt in that langunge. "

‘Good," said tho djinn in Fronch. He said, T can loam quickly, what s your
language?

“Anglats.”

“Smaller would b beter,' b said, changing tack. ‘Tt was agrocabl to cxpand. 1
haye boen insido that bottls sinco 1850 by your reckoning.”

“You look cramped,’ said Gilliaz, reaching for the French wards, ‘in hor. "

The djimn semsidsred the tennis players.

‘Bverything is rolative. Theso poopls ars oxtremcly small. 1 shall diminish
somowhat"

B did 60, not all at anse, so that far 2 moment the now aly slightly leger-
than i boing was almost hidden behind the mound of his private parts, which bo
theon shrank and tucksd away. 1t was almost o form of boasting, Ho was now
curled on Gillizn's bod, anly ans and s half times 2s large 2 sho was.

1 mm bebolden to you,' said the djimn, “or this rolcass. [ am cmpowered,
indocd required, to grant you threo wishes an that account. 1F thers is anything you
dosi.

“Ars thors limits, asked the narratologist ‘o what 1may wish for?*

“An unnsual quostion,' said the djion. Hz was still scmowhat distractod by the
inscotliks drama of Boris Bocker and Heari Lovonts. ‘In fast difforent djimns
haye differont powrs. Samo can axly graot emall things - *

“Liks sauseges - *

‘A belicyer- & belioving diinn —would find it rougnant to grant myans of your
religion. purk sausages. But thoy arc possiblc. Thers ars laws of the prastamatursl
within which we work, all of us, which canot bo brokea. You may not, for
instance, wish to hav all your wishes prantcd in perpciuity. Thres is thres, &
umber of powsr. You may not wish for ciamal K, fo it is your naturs to bo

‘martal, 25 i is mins to be immartal. 1 cannot by magic hold togethor your stomics,
which will dissolyc — ¢
Ho said,

It is good to speak again, ovon in this unasoustored tomgus. Can you toll mo
‘what thesg small mon arc mads of, and what they aro ot? It rsamblos royal tonis
281t was playod in the days of Sulciman the Magnificent — *

It is callod “lawn tormis” in my language. Tennés s gazon. As you can sct,
this is boing played on clay. 1k to waich it. The mo,” she found barsclf saying,
ars very bemutiful.*

“Indocd, agrocd the djimn. ‘How have you cnclossd them? The simosphars hero
is full of roscncos 1 do not undorstand - it is all bustling ad crowdsd with — 1
cannot find o wond in my languago or your own, that s, your sccond tongus, —
clotrival cmanations of living beings, md not only living boings but fruite and
fowers i distant places — and some high mathomstical gams with trayclling
figuros 1 can barsly scizs, liks motss in the invisible air — somcthing fxrrible has
bon. das o my spac — to cxicriar spacs singe my incarceration — 1 have ronbls
in holding this cxtzrior body togthar, for all the currents of power £ so picked ot
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for the bathroom door was blockod by what sho slowly mads out 0 bo an
cnormous foot, 2 Foot with five tocs o high 25 she was, surmontod by yollow
horny tocmails, 2 oot cacased in skin that was olive-colmured, laccd with gold,
ko snaksskin, not scaly but somchow milcd. Tt was botwoon transparcot and
solid. Gillian put out 2 hand. Tt was palpablc, and very hot to the touch, not hot zs
2 coal but considarably hotixr then the water in which sho had bem washing the
bottls Tt was dry and slightly cleotric. A voin beat insids the anklc, 2 gromn-gold
tubg casasing an almost cocrald liguid.

Gillizm stood and comsidared the Foot. Anything with o foot that sizs, iF at all
propartionatz, could not bt contained in ons hotol room. Where was the st? As
she, thought this, sho hoard sounds, which scomed 1o be speoch of som kind,
doep, hareh, bt musical, cxplotives pothaps, in o langusgs she couldn't identify.
She put the stopper beck in the bottls, clutching i frmly, snd waitcd.

The foot bogan to chango shaps. At firet it swellod md thon it diminishod &
Tittl, 5o that Gillimn could have squoszed round it, but tought it mors prudent not
o try. Tt was 2ow the sizs of 2 lupc atmohair, and was drawn back, still
diminishing, 50 that Gillian Flt wblo o follow. The strmgo voics was st
‘mutizring, in its incomprchensiblo spocch. Gillim cams out and saw the djim,
who nw took up half her Largs room, curiod round on himeclf like 2 suske, with
his bugs head and shouldars pushing against the ceiling, his arms strfohed round
inside two walls, and his fict mud body wound over har bod and trailing into the
foom. Hs scmsd to b wearing 2 groen silk tunic, not too o, md not long
crmgh, fie sh could scc the camplex beap of his privats parts in the very centro
of hr rosy bed. Bohind him was o great cxpunss of shimmring many-coloured
Hathors, poacock Foathers, patrot foathers, fathars from binds of Paradisc, which
appearcd o bo part of 2 clok that appearcd t bo part of him, but was not wings
that spronted in my convontional way from shouldarblad or spins. Gillia
idontificd th last ingrodicnt of his smll, 28 ho moved his camped mombers to
Took dowm om ber. It was & malo smell, 2 strung bortipilazt mals sl

Bis facc was hugs, oval, md complctoly hairlcss. H had bugs bruiscd-greon
oval cyslids over cycs sca-grocn flocked with malachitc. He had high chookbomss
and an imperious booked moss, and his mouth was wids and sculpiod liks
Egyptian pharaohs'.

Tn anc of his buge hands was the trlovision, o whoss poatly scroen, an tho rod.
dust, Boris Bocker and Hiari Leconts mshod forward, jumped back, danced,
phungod. The smack of the tanis ball could b heard, and tho djim had tumed ons
‘of hs large, clogantly carved cars, to listza.

Hi spoks to Gillizn. Sho said,

1 dem’t suppos you speak English."

o ropeatod his ariginal romark. Gillian said,

‘Francis? Doutsch Bopafiol? Partuguis? Sho hesitatod Sho could mot
temcmbr the Latin for Latin, znd was 2ot at all surs she could converss in that
Ianguage. ‘Latin," she said finally.

e sgis fi Frangais," said the djinn. ‘faliato anche. Era ia Venecia.”
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know, it's 2 truth — they thirk they can defy what's coming bocauso their blood is
hot and thoir bodies aro strang,

And Gilgarneh remerbered his ancestor, Uta-Napisbtiz who was the anly
mm who had survived when the carth was fooded; they sxid ho lived i the
undorworkd mnd hed the soarct of Tiving forever. So Gilgumssh travellod on and
travelled oz, md came o & mountain called Mashu, and ot the mountzin's gaio
word the man-scompions, demams you know, like dragans. We san protond that this
gato s the gats of the undarwordd ~ the Sumerim poopls, the Babylanian poopl,
they made great solid guizs to their buildings and built guantizns into tho gatos.
Seo horo aro lians, and hero, ot this g, aro goniss — you say gamins? — yes,
oo, — thers wero good gaivs and bad genics in Babykn, thay woro called
bkt mmd sammp wero good and some wers cvil — the good anzs wars liko those
guardimns hers who aro bulls with wings and wise faces of men — thoy ars called
shedy or lanassy — thoy stand hero m gumrdizns, but thoy could taks other shapes,
they walked invisibly behind man in the strects; every ano had his geanio, sams
poupls say, and they profocted thom — thers s 2n old szying ‘he who has no genio
whon bo walks in the stroets wears & headache liks o garmant, That's intercating,
don't you think?

Gillizm Perholt nodded. Sho had 2 headachs horoclf — cha had bad & kind of
ponnmitral headsche, accompanicd by ovcasional stzbs from invisible stiletios ar
ico-splinters since sho had som tho Grisoldz-ghoul, and overything shimmered &
Tittl, with = groy shimmzr, in tho space botween the gato xnd the nxrratives carved
in rolicf on the stomo tmblets. Tho old soldier hud bocomo mare md mor
animated, and now began to act out Gilgumssh's arival at the gates of Mount
Moshu, almost dancing liko o bear, spproaching, stcpping back, string up,
skipping friskly from the courtyard to the spas betwoen the atcposts, raising his
fingers to his bald skull for horms md mswering himself in tho porscm of the
scorpion:men. (Thess aro good gonios, ma'am, said the old soldiar parmthatically.
The scorpian-men might have bean. dagerous anes, edimny or warse, arall,
who cams out of the underworld and cmused pestilmse, thoy sprang fom the
goddess's bilk, you mst imagine tarrifying scarpion-men in the plass of those
bulls with wings.) Thoy sxy, Why have you come? And Gilgamesh says ‘For
Enkidu my fricnd. And to seo my father Uts-Napishtim amang tho gods. And
they say ‘No man bam of wommn kas gono info the mountain; it s very deep;
thero is 2o light and the hoart js oppresscd with darkncss. Opprosscd with
darknoss.’ Ho skipped out again and strodo resclutoly in, as Gilgamesh. Sho
thought, ho is 2 descendant of tho ashiks of whom 1 have road, who dressed in &
wniform of skins, and wors 2 skin hot and canded 2 club or & sword s &
profissional prop. Thoy mads shadows with their clubs on cafS walls and in
‘market, squarss. The ald scldior's shadow moppod aud mowed amangst the carved
stk ho was Gilgamesh aunihilstcd in the dmrk; he camo ot into the light and
bocams Siduri, the woman of tho vins, in tho garlan at the edge of the sox with
golden bowl and golden vats of wind; ho besam Urshmzbi the farrymm of the
Occe, disturbed ot the Frosense of ans who wors skins md atp flosh, in the other
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Turks ars good at partics. Tho party in Lanir was mads up of Orban's fricnds —
scholars and writcrs, joummalists and studcnts. ‘Smyrma’, said Orhan, 15 they drove
into the town, holing their noses 25 thoy went akng the harbour-front with its
stench of cxoroment, ‘Smyma of the merchants', 28 thoy Jooksd up ot the guict
town on its conical hill. ‘Smyma whers w liks o think Homer was born, the
plac most popls agroo ho was probably born.

It was spring, the air was light ad full of new sunshine, Thoy ato stuffed
poppcs and vincloaves, kebabs and smoky aubergings in little restmrants; thoy
mads cxcursions and 2io rossted fishos 2t & trostlo fabls sot by & tiny harbour,
Iooking st Fishing boats that seormed timeloss, namod. For the stars and the mom.
‘They tald cach gther storics. Orhan told of his tragi-camic battlo with the official
powers avar his board, which b had bomn required to shave beforo bo was
allowed to toach. A beard in modem Turkoy s symbolic of religion or Marxiem,
nsithor accopable. Hio had shaved his beard tomporaily but now it Aourished
ancw, like mown gross, Orhan said, oven thicker md moro luxurimt. The
comverestion. moved o posts and poliics: the oxilo of Halicarmaseus, tho
imprisonment: of the great Nezim Hikmct Orhan recitd Hikmet's pocm,
“Weaping Willow', with its fallen ridor and tho drumming beat of the hooves of
tho rod borscmen, vnishing at the gallop. And Leyla Serin rositod Farck Nafiz
Gamlibel's Gk, with its own weeping willow.

Whanover my heart would wander in Goks
The garden in my drearms alls on the wood.
At dusk tho roscs scem a distant voil

The phantom willow boughs 2 clozk and bood.

Bulbuls and hooposs of & bygono age
Rotoll thoir time-old ballads in the dark

‘The bluo reflocting waters boar and show

‘The passing of Nodiz with six-sarcd b . . .

And Gillizn told the story of her cncounter with the old soldicr in the Anztoliz
‘musou, ‘Maybo b was 2 djinn, said Orhan. ‘A djinn in Tarkish is spelled CIN
and you can tell ong, iF you mect it in fts human form, bomuss it is azked and
bairless. Thoy can take many forms but their human Form s hairless

“Hy had @ hairy coat,’ said Gillin, “but ho was hairless. His skin was ivary-
yollow, booswax colour, and ho had no hair arywhors. "

“Cartainly 2 djinz, said Orha.

“In that caso, said tho young Attils, who had spoken on ‘Bajazet in the Harem',
“how do you oxplain the Quoen of Sheba?"

“What should I cxplain sbout har?” said Orhaz.

“Well,' said Atila, ‘in Talamic tradition, Solomon trevelled From Mecca to
Sheba to sos this quocn, who was said to havo hairy loges liks 2 donkoy beoause
she was tho dmughtzr of & djinn. So Solarmon ssked her to marry him, and to please
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world. Hc was, Gillian Perholt thought suddenty, relsind to Karagéz and Hasivat,
tho camic herocs and nimators of the Turkish shadow-puppets, who fought both
dorooms from tho underworld and fnt capitalists. Orhan Rifst was & skilled
puppetzor: he had & leather caso full of the lttle fgures whom ho could bring to
1ifis against 2 shoct hung on & frams, agninst 2 white wall.

“And Uta-Napisbtim, suid the Ancicat Marinsr, sitting down sudderly o o
stoms liom, and Fixing Gillizn Pecholt with his sy, ‘Uta-Napishtim told Gilgamesh
that there was  plazt, o flower, that grow undor the water. Tt was 2 flower with
sharp thorn that would wound his hands — but iFhe could win it he would kavo his
Tost youth again. So Gilgamesh ticd heavy stonos to his feot and sak into the dogp
watore and walkzd in the soabed, nd cams to the plat which did prick him, but be
grusprd it and brought t up again into the light. And Gilpamssh sef out again with
Urshanzbi the ferryman to taks the flowsr back to the old men o his city, Urk, to
bring back their lost youths. And when thay had travelled o and on, ssid the
Anciont. Mariner, wraving his way betwoon the anciart mimuments in his
shuffling dance, ho camo to 2 degp well of ool wrtcr, and ho bathed in , ad
rofrushod himsclf. But deop in the pool thero was & snaks, xnd this maks sonsed
tho swestnzas of the fower. So it roso up through the water, md sustched the
Howe, mud ats it. And then it cast off i skin, in the watcr, nd swam down agair,
out af sight. And Gilgamosh sat down and wept, his toars ran down bis fice, and
o said to Urshanals tho forryman, “Was it o this that T worked so hard, is it for
this that 1 Forced ont my heart's blood? For myssif 1 havo gained nothing — 1 don't
bays it a bast out of the carth has ftnow. 1 found 2 sign and [ haye lost 1" ¢

“Ths heavy bald head tumed towards Gillian Perholt and the lashless oyclids shid
blindly down over the oyeballs for 2 moment in what scamed 1o bo exhaustion.
Ths thick hands fumblod at the pockets of the flvcce-lincd jacket for 2 mamnt, 25
though the fingers wars thoso of Gilgamssh, searching fir what ko had lost. And
Gillizm's inner oy was full of the empy snaksskin,  papery shadowy form of .
snake, which sho saw foating st the rim of the well fxto which the ruscular ke
bad vigarously vanished.

“What doos it mean, my lady?" asked the old man. ‘It mems that Gilgamesh
‘must dip naw — o has scen that he could grasp th thom and the fower and live
forever ~ but tho ensks took it just by chance, mt to burt him, but bocauss it lked
tho swoctasss. T is so sed o hold tho sign and losc i, itis 2 snd. stary — becmuse in
most storics where you go to find samothing you bring it back afior your
struggles, 1 think, but hero tho beast, tho creaturs, just tnol i, just by chamge, afier
all th effirt. They wero a sad peopl, ma'am, very sad. Death bung over thom.

Whan they came oxt into the light of dry she pave him what Turkish moncy sho
had, which he Jookzd over, counted, and put in his pocket. Sho could not tel if b
thought it too littlo ar too mch: tho Folds of his bald hoad wrinkled 25 bo
comsidared . The British Council driver was waiting with the o oho walked
towans him. Whon sho tumsd to say goodbys to the Marins, he was oo langer to
bo s,
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fumorus Porn Pales, in the old Buropean ity across the Goldon Hars, but & now
hotcl, of tho kind Gillian liked best, combining Largs hard beds, clogant mirrard.
bathrooms, lifs and & ewimming pool with local farme mnd paticrns — tiled
fiuntains, Turkish tilcs with pinks and cornflowers in the bthrooms, carpets
‘woven with abundant silky fowers in the small sitting Tooms and writing fooms.
Tt wes constructcd azound a bechive of innsr cowrtyands, with baloonics rising oms
abuye tho other, and silky transhicont whito-gold cortains bohind Fanctional
doublo-glezed baloomy doors. Gillian had developed & lfo passion for swimming.
Flying,_distorts the humn body — the middloaged formale body porhaps
pasticularly — the belly balloans, the ankles booome cushioms of fish and air, the
ks round into puffalls, toos and fingors aro swollen and shiny. Gillizn had
Icarned neve to Jook in the mimor an atcival, for what starcd out 2t her was
flcshy memster. Sho hed loamsd to hutry o the pool, howover litls sho it
inclincd to cxcrt hereclf, for what air prossurs inflaizs, wator ressurs dlicatcly
‘mekes wrightloss anid vanishing. The pool 2t th Pori Palus was coopty om tho day
of Gillian's arrivel, and very satisfactory, if amall. It was undorground, 2 large
tank, tilod in & dark cmcrald o, It from within by gold-rimmod Tamps, and the
walls of i caverm wor flod with bl and grom tilos coverod with
chrysantherums and camations, odged with gold mosaic, glinting and gloaming
in tho goldon light. Ob the bliss, said Gillian o herscf 25 sho axiznded hor sad
body alang the groan rolls of swaying liquid and filt it vanish, folt hor blood and
norves bogome purc coorgy, moved forward with a sipple ks o swimming
scrpeat. Little waves of har own meking lapped bet chin in this scarct cistorn; her
cars weors full of the soft whisper and plash of watst, hor cyos wors wide upon
greon mnd pron, woven with notworks of swaying goldon light. Sho busked, sho
rolled, sb Rickored anklos and wrists, she tumed om hor back and Iot hor hair fo
on the plassy curvos. Tho norves unknoticd, the heart and lungs scitfled and
‘pumpod, tho body was alive mnd joyful.

Whan Orhan ook her to Topkapt ber body was still camfortablo fom the
swimming, which hor skin remembersd 28 the two of them looked down from the
Sultan’s uppor window an the preat dark tauk under sodars whers oo the women.
of tho harem swam together in th sun. In the harc too, was the Sultm's both, 2
quite difftront aFfir, 2 contral box insids o sctics of carved baxcs and cupboatds
inside the quarters of the Valids Suban, his mothcr, whors his aakodncss could bo
guardod by many waizhfil oycs from assasein's knives. Ha too, o8 in Bphosus,
Gillizm Porhol struggled with the passions of real storics. Hers in the cages the
sams of tho sultans had waited for the cumichs with the silkn conds that would
o their lives and make the throns saft o th chosn. ons. Hors intriguing ar
nsutisfactory women had bocn canght and ticd in sacks nd deownod; horo
captivos, or unsatisfuctory sarvants, had beon behcaded fot 2 whim of xn sbeolutc
rulk. How did they live with such frar? Sh said to Orhan:
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At 2 nightohb in Tstaubu] ance, Gillian had bown shockod, withot quits knowing
why, to find ane of thoso vasaxt, swectly pink and blup church Virgins, lifi-sizs,
standing 25 part of tho decoratians, part hat-stnd, part dumb-waitress, 25 you
might find o muny-handed Hindu doity or 2 plastor Vams in an equivalent
occidantal chb. Now sudderily, she saw & real bowildared old womas, 2 womm
with 2 shrivellod yomb . ampty ayes, 2 woman whoso son kad boen cruslly and
very slowly slanghtorod boforo her eyvs, shufling through the straets of Ephosus,
waiting quietly for death until it came. And than, afterwands, this old woman, this
roal dead old womm kad in part become the mothar goddess, the Syria Das, the
ccowned Quoan. She was suddenly swaro of ovary inch of her own ack md
dying skin. Sha thought of tho stom cyes of the goddess, of her dangarous dignity,
of hor ambiguus phump breasts, dead balls, infzct sggs, wrosthed round her in
triumph and understood that roal-unreal was not the point, that the godduss was
still, znd alweys had been, aad in the forssenblo future would ba moro alive,
‘mare anergetic, infinitely more powerful then she hersolf, Gillian Perholt, that sho
would stanl horo befors her childran, and Orhan's chilirar, and their children's
children and sile, when they thernselves waro scatiared atorniss.

And whan sho thouglt this, standing xmangst s group of smiling friznds in the
Santro of tho thentro zt Ephssus, sho experimsod again the strangs stoppage of har
‘own f that had comp with the vision. of Patient Grisolda. Sho put out 2 hand to
Orhan and. could move no mare; mnd it sowned that sho was in 2 buge buzzing
dark cloud, sparking with flashes of fire, and sha could smsll flowers, and her own
blood, and she could hear rushing md hurming in har voins, but sho could not
move s nerve or  muscle. And after 2 mamant, & kind of liguid sob roso in her
throat, ad Orhan szw tho stato sho was in, and put an arm round her shoulder, ad
stadiod her, until sho camo to bersal.

In tho aeroplae on the way back to Tstanbul, Orhan said to Gillian:

“Forgive ms, ara you quito well?*

“Nover bettor, said Gillian, which was in many sanses trus. But sha know sho
‘st answer him. ‘T do truly mean, 1 el maro alive 2ow than ver befrs. But
Iately I'vo had & senso of my fato — my death, that is — walting For ms, manifesting
itself Foozn tima to time, to romind mo ft's there. It isn't a battlp, [ don't fight i o
It takos chargo for & mament or two, and then lots go again, and stops back. The
‘mara alive 1 a, the mors suddanly it comes."

“Should you seo 2 dostor?

“When 1 am so well, Ochan?*

1 am delighted to so you oo woll,' said Orhan. The plme camo dow into
Istanbul and tho passangers bogan 2 devarons and dolightful clapping, applause
perhaps for tho pilot's sk, applmse perhaps for anothor suscossful pvasion of
'S

In Istxnbul Orham Rifit, & vary hagrpily marriod man, returnod to his family, and
Gilliz Parkolt scttled in. for & Few days in the Peri Pales Hotol, which was not the
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It s 25 you said of Shobriyar and 1 said of Waltor — thers must be 2 wanderful
ploasurs for sams poopls in being other pooplo's Exizs and destinics. Perhaps it
v thern th illusian that their own Fatcs too wors in their own hands —*

“Perhaps, said Orhan. ‘Porhaps i matizred Jcss to them, thir own. or sayons
clsc'a."

‘Do you rally thick thoy thonght that?*

“No," said Orhan, looking round th cmpty mazs of hiddon rooms and scorct
places. ‘No, nt: really. Wo liks to szy that. They belioved in & faturs life. Wo
can't imaging that"

Showing hor round Istznbul, nevertheloss, Orhmn becams mors Turkish. Baforo
tho great gold throns of Murst [ studdod with crcralds, md cushioned in gold
and whito silk, b axid,

“Wo wore & nomadic peopls. Wo cams over the stoppos from Mongolis, from
Chinz. Our thrames ars portzblo treasurss, our throns-roams ressmblo tents, wo put
our okill into small things, dsggars md bowls md cups.’ She ranembred the
thythema of his resitation of the poam of th rod harscmen.

In tho Haghiz Sophia sho had her thind casourtcr with Fats, or with somcthing,
Haghia Sophia is 2 confusing placc, cobuing and cmpty, hugcly domed and
architocturally uncertain, dospits its vast and imposing space: it has beon. church
andd mosqus and modsr muscur; it has minarcis and patches, ghosts, of ruinsd
gold mossics of Bymmting cmperors and the Christian mother and chikl. The
coperar ustinin built & from slsotic materials, collcoting pillars xnd rmaments
from termples in Groscs mnd Beypt, inchding pillars fom the tomplo of the
Goddsse in Bphosus. It could focl — Gillion had oxpocted it to fool — liks &
‘mecting:plac of culturcs, of cast and weat, the Christian Clurch and Islam, bt it
did not, T fott liko a copty cxhastcd bam, cxhaustcd by battlc and pillags and
religious rage. Whatover had boen thers had gons, had fled Jong ago, Gillim ol
andd Orhan too showed 2o cmotian, but rohurncd fo his Buropean acadzmic sclf,
pointing out the meanings of the mosaizs and talking of his own now thoughts
abunt tho dbsurditics of the thoarics of Marcuss which had becn all the rago in the
sixtics, when they began to toach. “Thers is 2 curious pillar har,' e said vagusly,
‘somewhers ar other, with a holc of soms sart, whero pooplo wish, you might liko
o sgo thut, if T can find . The stoms is worn zway by peopls touching it, T forget
what i doce, but you might ik to sco it

It docen 't matter,’ said Gillizn.

“Thoy put & brass casing round the magis stons to prosarvo it said Orhan. ‘But
tho pilgrims have worm it sway, thoy kave catza. into the pillar fust with touching,
through the brass and the stme. Now whers s it, 1 should b ablo to find it. Tt is
like woaring mway with waikrdrops, wearing away with faith, 1 find that quitc
intorcsting, 1 wish 1 could romemmbor what it does."

‘Whan thioy carms to it, thers was o Family alroady chistored round i, & Pakistzni
Sather and his wifh aud two danghices, richly beautiful in saris, anc pick and gold,
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women wept for thoss dying divinitics, seid Leyla Scrin. T was belioved that
Coleridge firund his wondorul phrass, ‘woman wailing for ber demon lover', in
dssariptions of thoss ritual moumings.

There was o pricst said Loyls Daruk, the Mgabyxus; that is 2 Porsian. ward,
and it moans sct fros by God. Ho wos probably a furcign cumch, Thers wers thres
pricetosecs — the Vingin Pricstoss, the Novie, the Futurs Pricsices, and tho Old
Ericstcss who tunght the young omss. The Fricstsses wors callod Mlissas, which
is becs. And thers wers prissts callod the Acrobata who walked an fiptor, and
pricsts callo the Esscns, anothor non-Grook ward, Esson mexns king bos — the
Grocks didn’tlengw that tho quocn bes s & quec, but we know now.

“Hir breasts aro frightoning, said Gillim Por-holt. ‘Like Modusa's makes, too
rmuch, but an arderdy oo much."

‘Soms poopls now say tho broasts ar not broasts but ogge,’ said Attile.
“Symbols of rhirth.

“Thoy have to b breasts,” said Gillian Parbolt. “You camot scs this figuro and
not read thows forms zs broasts.

‘Soms say,' said Loyla Doruk, smiling, ‘that thoy were bulls' fxsticlss,
sacrificed to he, you know, bung round hor in her hongur, 25 the — the castrated
pricets’ — parts — oncs o

They wars rips and full znd stomy.

“Thoy ars motaphors,’ said Orhan. “Thoy arc many things st oncs, s tho
sphinxcs xnd winged bulls aro many things ot once."

“Y¥ou addmiro her, our goddoss,” szid Leyls Darck.

She is not yours, thought Gilliz. You aro lato-camars. She s older and
strongor. Thon she thought: but she is mors yours than min, all the sams. The
bricke wall behin the Giizz Arternis, the beantiful Artcmis, was bung, with plastic
ivy, Fading oroarmy in the sunlight.

“The two Loylas stood with Gillizn Perbolt in front of the Gzl Aricmis and
cach took ber by on arm, laughing.

“Now, D Ferholt," said Loyl Osm, ‘you must maks a wish. For hors, if you
stand botworn two peopls with the same nams, aud wish, itwill coms trus.”

Loyl Doruk was largs and flowing; Loyl Scrin was small and bind-like, Both
had Jarge dark oycs and lovely skins. They mads Gillian Porholt foxl hot, anglo-
saxm, padded and clumey. She wes uscd. to ignaring thoso Faclings. Sho said,
langhing,

wishes. Thoy liavs = habit of twisting the wishcrs to their own cads.
“Only foolish wishcs,' said Loyl Scrin. ‘nly the uninstrucicd, who don't
think"

“Liks the poasant who saved 2 magic bid which gave him thros wishes, md ho
wished For & siring of sausages in his prm, and thoy wers ther, and his wife said
that that was 2 Foolish wish, 2 stupid wish,  string of ssusages with the wholo
world to wish for, md b was s0 mad 2t b, ho wished the sausages would tick
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him she nscd vations unguants md horbs to rendsr et logs 25 smooth 15 & balry

“Autres pays, autres moeurs," ssid Loyla Dorok. ‘You can't pin down djimns. As
for Dir Perholt's naggual, b scoms to b rolated to the cartir-spirit in the story of
Camaralzaran, den't you think so?

They went aleo on. an cxcursion to Eghcsus. This s 2 whitc city tiscn, in part,
from the dead: you can walk along 2 marble strost whoro St Paul must have
walkod; columns and prticoss, the shell of an clrgant library, templos and
caryatids arc aguin upright in the spring sun. Tho youg Attila frowned s thoy
paced past tho templs facades and said they mads him shiver: Gillizn thought b
was thinking of the doath of nations, but it turned out that ho was thinking of
samcthing mors primitive and mars immedints, of smtbquakss. And when ho said
that, Gilliz lookod at the broken stoncs with foar too.

I tho mscum arc two statucs of the Aricmis of Ephseus, whoss tmple, the
Artznision, was onc of the Soven Wandsrs of the Ancicnt Warld, rodiscovered in
tho ninstecnth contury by o dopged and inspircd English cogincer, Jobn Tuttls
‘Wood. Tho coloseal Artzmis is mato austers, and liks Cybels, the Magna Matar,
turrt-crownsd, with o tcmple o hor hed, undcr whoss arches st winged
sphinxcs, Hlar body s  rising pillar: hor haunchos cmn bt scon within s form but
she woars Tiko 2 skirt tho buasts of tho ficld, tho wood, the heavas, all
goumcirically artanged i quadranglos betwoen carvo stoms ropcs, in twos and
thrcos: bulls, ram, autclopcs, winged bulls, fying sphinxcs with womn's breasts
and lion-headls, winged men and buge hictatic beos, for the b is b symbol, and
tho symbol of Bphceus. Sh is garlndcd with flowers md frut, all part of the
stons, af which sho is mads: limms sroush in the crook: of har arm (hor hands oo
Tost) and bicr beaddress o veil is mads of ranks of winged bulls, Tiko the genics ot
tho guizs in tho Ankas muscum. And bofrs hor she carriss, 25 4 dato-palm carrics
datcs, her tripls Tow of full breasts, scven, cight, cight, fecundity in stoms. The
Insscr Artormis, whom the Tarks call Giizs) Arizmis and the French La Bello
Actémis, stands in Front of 2 brick wall and hus 2 kes Beyptian, mors aticotal,
fuintly amiling Exce. Sho oo woars the boasts of cath and ait ko 2 arment, bulls
and aniclopes, winged bulls and sphinxcs, with the lions couched below the rows
of prndant breasts in thir shadow. Her hoaddrose too is woven of winged bulls,
though b temple crown is lost. Bt sho has hir Foct, which ars sids by sido insids
2 roptilion. Fill or scallop or scrpont-tail, and at thees fict ar honoyoombed
bochivea. Hor cyss ar wids, and hoavy-lidded: she looks out of the stoms.

The perty admircd the goddoss. Orhen bowed to hor, and Loyl Dork and.
Leyla Serin crplained her cukt to Gillizn Porholt, how she was stainly really 2.
rmuch older goddcss than the Greck Artcrnis or the Romm Dims, m Asian carth-
‘goddoss, Cybels, Astaric, Isbtar, whoss tcepls was scrved by virgins nd tomplo
prostitutcs, who combincd cxtrermes of abundmnt 1ifs and ficros shughtcr, whoss
mals, pricsts castrated thomselyes in 2 frenzy of dovotion, Jiks thoss dying gods,
Tammz, Attis, Adonis, with whoss blood the rivars 7an rod to the sca. Tho
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Angels hod mado Gillim thizk of St Paul. Angcls had sprung open. St Paul's
prisan. in Ephosus. Sho had sat in Sundny school, hearing o fly buzzing against &
smoared high window in the vestry and had hatzd the storios of St Pal and the
othor apostlcs bsauss thoy wars trus, they wors fold o her as trus iorics, and this
samchow stoppcd off soms cescntial imaginative involvement with them,
probably becanss sho dida't beliovs them, if roquired to belicvs they wers trus.
She was Hilot and his fother and Shakespears: she saw Milton's maks and the
‘miraculous flying bores of tho Thicf of Baghead, but St Prul's angols rostcd under
suspicion. of boing made-up beosuss sho had bo told they wers speoial bosauss
Srte. St Pacl had cams hers to Ephosus to toll the poopls boro that Artcmis was
not trus, was not real, becauss sho was & god mado with hands. He had stod hers,
preciscly hore, in this theatre, she understood slowly; this real man, o provinsial
interloper with » messsge, had stood here, whrs she now stood. She found this
hazd o beliovs beomuss St Paul had elways soumod to her so sardboard, comprred,
‘whon she met them later, to Dionysus, to Achilos, to Prism, But ho had coms her
with his wrath aguinst handmado gods. Ho had chaged tho world. Ho had boc
persccutar and had boen blinded by light on the road to Dammscus (for that
‘mament he wes not cardbowrd, he was consumed by light) and kad sct out to
preach the now god, whom ho bad not, in his human Form, known. In Eghosus ho
had cmused ‘oo mall stir’. His proaching had angorod Demetrius, o silversmith,
‘who mads silver shrince fur the goddzss. And Demirius stizred up the pooplo of
Ephssus against the saint, who claimed ‘thoy bo no gods which aro mads with
hands' and. told thern that the forcign proschor would not only sct their craft ot
naught but aleo ‘tho tzmplo of the great goddsse Disus should be dospiscd, and ber
mognificance should bo destroyod, whom all Asia ad tho world warshippcth.'

“And when thoy heand theso sayings, thoy wars fll of wrth, mnd wricd o,
saying, Groat is Disus of the Ephesinns.

“And tho wholb city was fillod with confision: and having caught Gaius and
Astistrchus, men. of Mazodonia, Paul's companians in trave], thoy rushed with
‘oo acoard into the theatre.

“And thero for two hours thoy continued to cry Groat is Dima of tho
Ephssians."

‘And beauss of tho uprear, which was calmed by the town clork, Paul Tcft the,
city of Ephosus mnd sct off far Maccdania.

So tho bristling aostlc was baten by commarss and the powsr of the goddoss.

“You know, said Leyla Dorck, ‘that your Virgin Mary cams and dicd hors. Tt s
not cartain, 28 it is not cortain that Homer was bom in Temir, but it is ssid to b so,
and her houso was discovered. bocause of 2 sick German lady n the ninctcenth
scntury who saw it in visions, the houss md the hills, and when thay ame to look
it was there, or so thoy say. Wo call it Panys Kapuk, thars is a Christian church
t00. Sho camas with John, they say, and dicd hars."
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o hor no8c, and they did, and that was two wishos, and e had t use the third an
dctaching them."

For a momont this fitive Nardic peasmat's wik, decoratod with sausag sirings,
was imaginatively presunt lon bofors the goddcse with hor rows of dangling
breasta. Byaryons Isughod. Wish, Gillian, ssid Orhan. You aro quitc intclligent
crmgh not to wish fir anything silly.

“In Fnglund," said Gillizz, ‘wher, wo wish, when wa cut our birthdzy-cekzs, wo
scraam out loud, to tum away the knifs, 1 supposc.”

“You may sorcam if you wat o, said Loyla Serin.

I am not in Bngland, said Gillizn Perbolt, ‘And it is not my birthday. So T shall
ot screnm, 1 shall cancentrate on boing intolligeat, o Orhun has commanded.

Sh closcd her eycs, and conzantrated, and wishod, secing the rod light nside
hir cyclids, 25 50 oftem bofirs, hearing 2 faint drumming of blood i her cars, She
mads 2 prociss and carcful wish to be ssked to give th keynots address at the
Taronto Conferencs of namatologists in th Fall md added 2 wish for o fist-class
air-farc and 2 botel with 2 swimming-pool, o 2 kind of wishing-packnge, sho
xplaince to the blood thrumeing in har cycs and ears, and openod the cyos agai,
andl shook o head befor the smiling Artamis, Byaryons laughod. You looked so
serions, thay said, squeczing her azms befirs thay It g, and langhing.

They walked through old-naw Bphesus and cams 1o the thoairs. Orhan stood
against the ruined stage aud said somcthing incantatory in Turkish which ho thon
xplaincd to Gillian was Diaxysus* first sposch, his tarible, seailing, threatoning
speech at the beginning of The Bacchae. H then thraw ons arm over his shouldsr
and becams chasked and 4l aud otiffly striding whoro he had bem suppla and
smiling and castern. ‘Listen, Gillian, b said:

I could 2 talo unfold whoss lightost word
‘Would harrow up thy soul, froszs thy young blood
Make thy two cyss liks star, start from their sphorcs,
Thy knotted and combined locks to pat.

And each pertiular hairto staad o and

Liks quills upon the frctful porpentin.

But this starnal blazem must 2ot bo

To cars of flesh and blood.'

“Angcls and ministcrs of grace dofond us," said Gillian, Isughing, ramambering
tho young Orbuan. stalking the Faglish studmt stagr; thinking too of Mabmt the
Conguaror, zs Bellini saw him, cloguezt, watchful and dagerous.

I 'was good," said Orban, in thoec days. Tt was his part. Shekespears himsclf
played the Gbost. Did you know that, Attil? When you speck thess words you
speak the wonds ba spoks.

“Not on this stzge,” said Attila.

“Now," said Orhan. ‘Now
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original Loontos tried to marry Pandita in the talo that precedos the Wister's Tale,
tho tale of a man sccking tho ot of spring and youth and fetility in ways
inappropriato for humn beings s opposed to prase and the fowers of the feld.
‘This pattern is painful but astural, this buman crror which talcs haston to punish
and correct. But the poouliar boctor of Paticxt Grisclda. does not lio in the
peychological tector of ingest of cvea. of ago. Tt lics in the aaration of tho story
andd Walter's rolation to it The story is tormiblo bocauss Waltor has sssumsd too
miny positions in the narration; ho is hero, villain, dsstiny, God md namatar
thors is 20 play in this tals, though the Clerk and Chauscr behind him try to vary
it toms with reporis of the people's contradictory felings, mnd with the wry fnal
commncat on the happy marringe of Grisclda's son, who

fortunat was cok in mariagr,
Al putto ho nat his wy in grect aseay.
‘This weorld is nat oo stromg, it is oo nay,
As it hath beon in olds tymes yoars.

And the commantatar gocs on to ramark that the moral is #of that wives should
Sollow Griscldis in bumility, for this would bo impossiblc, unstizinzblc, cyen if
dosirod. Tho motal s that of Job, says tho Clark, acsarding to Petrarch, that buman
boings must patiently bear what comes to them. And yot our own Tespanst is
surcly outrage  at what was doms to Grisclda. — ot what was tzkon Fram her, the
bost part of har if, what could not b rostored — ot the norgy stoppod off. For the
storics of womn's lives in fivtion aro the storics af stopped csrgios — the storios
of Fanny Price, Lucy Snowe, oven Gwendoln Hurleth, aro the starics of Griscks,
‘andl all coroe to that momeat of strangling, willod oblivion.

Gillizn Perholt Jooked up. The creaturs, the ghoul, was gons. Thero was mplsuss.
She stoppod. down. Orhan, who was firthright and kind, askod i she okt nowoll
andl ehi said that sho had had & dizzy tum. She thought it was nothing to worry
about, A mometzry mild soizurc. Sho would havo liked to toll him bout the
apparition too, but wrs provenied. Her tonguo lay ks load in ber mouth, md the
thing would not bo spoksn. What canot bo spoken cantinucs s vigarous lifo in
tho voins, in the brain-cells, in tho nxrvos. As 2 child she had known that if sho
could describe the groy men on the stairs, ar th hag in the levatary, they would
vanish. But she coukd not She imagincd them lusciously and i toctor mnd
occasianally saw thorm, which was differeat.

Othan's poper was tho Jost in the confbroncs. Ho was 2 bom performer, and
always bad becn, at least in Gillian's oxpericncs. Sho mmembored o studemt
produstion of Hamlet in which they had both taken patt, Orkan had been Hamlt's
futhor's ghost and had cundlod ovoryoms's blood with his deep-voiced ristoric. His
board was now, as i had nt: beca thez, ‘2 sablo silvared’, xnd had now, 28 it had
bad then, an Elizmbethan cut — though his fizo had sharpened fom its youthful
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worm turn? ons of two sskod themeclycs, maved by Grisclda's imags of hor own
naked flosh. They Jooked up o Dr Perbol: for an answor, and sho was silat, os if
frozcn. She stood an. the stagr, her mouth opan to speak, and har hand ot in &
thotorical gosture, with the lights glittring on hot cysballs. She was zm smpls
‘woman, & stout waman, with 2 soft clcar ski, clothed in the kind of drped linm
drcss and jacks: that is bt for stout women, & stonc-colourcd. dross and jacket,
crlivoncd by blus glass bads.

And Gilliz Perholt stared out of glassy cyes and heard her voics fil. She was
far awy ad long ago — sho was 2 pillsr of salt, her voics cchocd insido » glass
box, 2 sud piping like = lost prasshoppor in wirtxr. She could move nsither fiagers
nor lips, aud in tho body of tho hall, bohind the groy-scarved women, sha saw 2
cavemons fotm, & huge, famals fotm, with 2 veiled head bowed above smptincss
and lang elack-sinowod atms, hanging looscly around cmptingse, and o drapod,
cowlod gatment ruffling over the windy vasuum of nothing, 2. thing banl in its
comentional awfulncss, aud for that very reason appalling bocauss it was thts, to
b scam, b Gyos could. distinguish cach fold, could mezsurs the red rims of thoss
swollen cycs, could scc the cracks in the sirdiched fips of that toothlcss, mirthloss
mouth, could sco that #t was many colours, and all of thm groy, gy, The
ctoaturs wras fat-brcasted mud jts withcrod skin was coposcd above the cmptincs,
tho windy holo that was its belly mud worsb.

This s what 1 am offaid of, thought Gillim Perhol, whoss intclligase,
comtinucd to work away, to think af ways to asccriain whether of not tho thing was
2 product of hallusination or samchow out thers an an unexpocted wavelagth.

‘And just a5 Orhan. 7080 1 corms to et hilp, scing her stars like Machoh at the,
fast, dho began to spoak again, as though nothing had happensd, and the audimnes
sighcd and st buck, il 2t cass but courtoons.

‘And what did Grisclda do? asked Gillisn Perholt. And what did Grisch. szy
andd what did sh do? repoated Dr Petholt. First all mazcd, unsamprchending, she
swomncd. When she rovived, sho thanked her busband for having seved her
children, and told her childran that her father had carcd fir thern tederly ~ and
she cmbraced both son and daughtcr, tightly, tightly, and still gripping them il
agsin into toriblo unsansciousmss, gripping so tightly that it was almost
immposeibls ot the bystandsts to toar the childzen from hor prasp. Chimser docs not
say, the Clark of Oxfurd docs not say, that she was strangling thom, but thrs s
far in his words, and in the powsr of her grip, all hor stoppored mnd sturtcd
crstgy fotoing all thres into unsansciousncas, unknowing, abscss from the finals
o splandidly brought shout by their lord and mstcr.

But of courss, she was rovived, and again strippod of her old clothes, and
drcsscd in cloth of goMd aud ctowned with jowcls mnd restored to hor placs ot the
Hast. To begin again.

And 1 wish to say 2 fow wotds, said Gillian Pothol, sbout the discomfort of this
tomiblo tale. You might supposs i was ans of that group of talcs in which the
Suther o king ot ord trics o marty his daughict, afic his wib's death, m the
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official guids, this person claimed. I fought with the English soldicrs in Korea,
good soldiers, the Turks an the English ars both good soldicrs. Ho was & hoavy,
squt, hairlass man, with rolling folds betwoen his cranium and his shouldors, and
2 polished glam to his brond naked head, liks marble. Ho wors 2 shoopekin
jackst, 2 military modal, mnd & borncmads-looking badgo that ssid GUIDE. His
Forchead was low over his cyo-sockets ~ ho had rithor brows nor lashes — and his
wids mouth opancd on & whitly gloaming row of largs alse tecth. T san show you
cvarything, b said to Gillin Parkol, gripping her clbow, 1 know things you will
oy find aut for yourself. Sh szid mcither yes nor oo, but went down into the
hall of the romswum, with the muscular body of tho ox-soldier shambling afiee her.
Look, ba said, 25 she starcd into 4. reconstructcd carth-dwoling, Jook how thoy
Tived fn thosa days tha first people, thoy dug holes liko the animals, but they mads
them comfortabls for themsslvos. Look haro ot the goddsse. O day, think, they
firund thomeslyas turning the bits of clay in thoir hands, and they saw & hend and o
body, 5ac, in the clay, thoy saw .Jog and an arm, thoy pushed o bit and pinched bit
horo and thare and there She was, look at h, the litlo fat wommn. Thoy loved faf,
it moant: strength and good prospecis of childrn and living through the wintar, to
thosa naked people, they ware probably thin and half starved with hunting and
hiding in bolss, so thy mads bor fut, fat, fut was lif to tham. And who knows
why thoy mads, the first littlo wormm, & doll, m image, o litlo offring o the
goddess, o propitiais har — what cam first tho doll or the goddess wo camnot
know — but wa dhink thoy warshipped her, the fxt woman, we think they thought
varything cama ot of her holc, 2 thay cams out of their undorground housas, 1
tho plants md tross come out in the spring aficr the dark. Look ot har hars, hars
shois vary ok, 8,000 years, 9,000 years befire your Christian tims-counting, horo
sho is anily tho cesctial, & head, and arms, and logs znd lovely st belly, hromsts to
foed, no nacd ovan far hands or fast, bars, sec 2o face. Look ot ber, made oot of
tho dust af th carth by human fingars so old, s0 old you can't really imagins.

And Gillizn Porholt looked at the littls St dolls with thoir bellics and brassts,
and pulled in har stomach musclos, and okt the foar of death in the muscles of her
heart, thinking of thess canturies ol fingars fashioning flosh of dlzy.

‘And latcr, ho said, guiding her from fguro to figure, she bocams powarful, sho
bozams the goddess in the lion. thrans, sco hara sho sits, ha is the rulcr of the
world now, sh sits in hor thron with hier arms on. the lion-hoads, mud sco thare,
tho hoad of the child coming out between ho logs, sca how well thoss old prople
Kenow how to show the litls skll of the baby 25 it turns to be barn.

There wera rows of the litlo buked figurincs; all gancrically rolated, all
difforent: also. The woman in rolls of it on the squst throns, crowned with &
circlet of clay, aud the 2zms of th throns were stnding lions and her buttocks
peotruded behind her, and her broasts fell heayy and splayed, md hor cmptying
belly sapged realistically betweon her huge Gt know. Sho was ono with her
thrans, the powar of the flcsh. Hor hands wars lion-heads, her head bald 2s the
aniant soldier's and squars down the back of th ft aock 25 his was.
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is alao th largest, the most obirusive, the most momorble, the borncd, fork-tailed
appallingly disproportiomed solid sarth-troll who crpers in gles over the perfoctly
propartianed shrpes af the two slsoping beautics. Tt is as though our dreams war
watching us and dirocting our livos with cxtcenal vigour whilst wo simply auact
their ploasures passively, in 2 swoun. Except that the djims are moro solid than
droams and harve all sorts of sther infarssts and prooccupations besidss the youg
pringe and princess

The soldiers woro writing busily; the scarved wormen starcd abead motionlessly,
holding their hrads high and proud. Gillisn Perkolt Hstmed with pleasurs to
Orhan Rifit, who had pons on to talk moro tochnically shout the narative
imngination. zud fts comstruction of reality in tales within talos within talcs. Sho
was tircd, sho hed 2 slight temperatore; the air of Ankars was full of fumos From
beown. coal, calling up her childhood dsys in 2 Yorkshir: industrial city, whero
sulphur took her broath From hor and kegt her in bed with ssthros, day afier long
day, rending fairy-tales md seing the stories puss befors her oyes. And they had
goms 1o sco The Thief of Baghdad when she was lttl; they had snuffed the
sulphur 25 the echanted horse swooped rcross the scroen and the ganie swolled
from . speck to & cloud flling the whole sca-shors. There had bow m air-mid
‘whilst they wers i the cincma: the soroen had. fickorod and jurmped, aud clostric
flushos bad disturbed the magicim's dark plarc; small distnt cxplosions had
accommpanicd the princess's wandorings in the gardan; they had all hed to flo out
and hids in the cellars, sho romembered, and sho had wheezsd, and imagined
‘wings and firs in the ovening air. What did 1 think my lifo was to b, then? Gillian
Porholt asked herself, no longor listening to Orhan Rifst s b tricd to defing soms
boundary of crodulity between fctive persans in the fistions of fistive parons in
tho Fivtion of real persans, in the roader and the writer. 1 had this ides of 2 woman
I was going to be, and 1 think it was before 1 know what sex was (sho had bemn
thinking with her body about th swooning dolight of Camaralzmen amd Princess
Budou) bt 1 imaggincd I would bo married, & marricd woman, [ would have 2 veil
and & wedding and 2 houss and Sompons — sameons devoted, lks the thief of
Baghdad, and o dog, 1 wanted — but not by any strotch of the imagination to bs &
nazratologist in Ankara, which is so much moro intoresting and surrising, sho told
horocE trying to liston to what Orhan Rifat was saying about throsholds aad veils.

The noxt dey sho had half 2 day to horec and went to the Muscum of Anztoliz
Civilisations which ll her Turkish friends assured her sho should not miss, and
et an Ancient Muincr. The British Counsil car Jeft her ot the cxiranc o the
‘ruscum, which is 2 modam building, cut into the hillside, mads unobtrusivly of
wood md glass, 2 quit, loctive, thoughthl, clegant place, in which she had
Iooked firsrard to being alone fir m hour or two, and savouring her delightful
rodundancy. The snciant parson in question smerged soundlcssly from bolind &
pillar or stztun and took ber by the elbow. American? ho said, md she roplisd
indignztly, No, English, thus ermbarking willy-nilly on 2 conversation. I am the
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now, in tho o afizmonn, the axly two poople in the muscum, and the old
soldior's voive was bushed, out of wo perhaps, of the warks of the dead, out of
rospct perhaps, for tho silenc of the Flase, whers the glass casts gleamed in the
shadows.

Seo hers, bo ssid, with momentary mecitement, sco horo s the sty of
Gilgumesh carved in stam if you know how to read it. Sor haro is the hero clothed
in skins and hero s his fricnd tho wild man with his chib — hero is their mesting,
hore thoy wrstlo and make Fiends om the threskold of the king's palace. Do you
know Enkidu? He was hugo and hairy, ho lived with the beasts in the woods and
fields, bc belped thom scapo the trappars and buntars. But the trappers asked
Gilgumesh the king to send 2 woman, 2 whore, who tempied Enkidu to lozve the
world of the gezclics and the herds 2nd coms to the king, who fought him md
Ioved him. And they were insoparable, and together they killed the gimt Bumbaba.
~ tricked and killed hir in the farcst. They trick and kill him, thoy aro young and
strong, ther is nothing they cannot do. But then Gilgumesh's youth md strength
attrast the attmtion of fhe goddess Ishtar ~ sh was the goddcss of Love, and also
‘of Waz — sho s the same goddess you know, ma'am, as Cybelo md Astarte — md
‘when tho Rommans came with their Dima she was tho samp goddess — tarribls and
bomutiful ~ whoso templos wers surrounded by whorss — holy whores — whoso
dosiros_could not be denied. And Ishtar wanted to marry Gilgamesh but bo
ropellod har — b thought she would frick him and dostroy him, and ho mads the
‘mistako of tolling her so, tling her ko dida’t wazt hor, ho warted fo remain fros
for chi had dostroyod Tammuz, b said, whom the wormen wailed For, and sho had
turned sheghards into wolvos and rejoctod Jovers into blind molos, md she had
dostroyed the lioms in pite md the borscs in butlo, akhough sho loved their
Hercences. And this made Ishiar angry — and she sent 2 great bull from heaven to
ooy tho kingdom, but the herocs killed tho bull ~ soo horo in the stoms they
drive their sword behina his hams — md Enkidu ripped off the bull's thigh and
throw it in the faco of Ishtar. And sho calld the tamplo whares to weep for the
bull and decidod Enkidu rmust die. Seo here, ho Jics sick on his bod 2nid droams of
doath. For young mem, you know, they do not know death, ar thy think of it us &
Tiom.ar & bull to b wrestled and canguered. But sick men know death, and Enkidu
droamei of His corning — & bird-man with & ghoul-foce and claws anud Frathers
for tho loatheams picture of death, you sce, is from tho vuluro — and Ekidu
droamed that this Doath was smothoring him and turning him into the bixd-mm
and that he was going to tho Palaco of the gods of the underworld — and thers,
Einkidu saw in his droam, thero was 2o light 1t all and no joy md the peoplo o
dust and Fed om. clzy. There is & goddess down thers oo — hars she is — Ercabkigal
the Queen of the undsrworld. And both Gilgamesh and Eakidn wopt o this dream
~ it tmerified them — it took away all their strength — and than Fxkidu died, in
tomziblo pain, and Gilgamesh could not be comForted. Ho would not acoopt that his
Fricnd was gome mnd would never came back. He was young and strong, he would
ot accept that thers was duath walking in tho world. Young mem arc liko that, you
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We don't like our girls £t now, said th ancieat one, rogretfully. Wo liks them
1o look ik young boys, ths boys out of the Greck ymmasium round the carner.
Look at her, though, you a sce how powsrful she was, how they touched her
power, scraiching the shape, into hor breasts there, full of goodncss they thought
and hoped.

Gillizn Porholt did not look o the ald soldier whoss voice was full of passion;
she had not cxactly conscntcd to his ascomprnying nartative, and the upper laycr
of her consciousncss was full of embarmsscd caloulations about bow mush
Turkish cash she was carrying and how that would convert into pounds sicrling,
and how much such & gids might requirc ot the end of his tal, iF sho could not
shed him. So thoy trod on, ane behind the other, sho nover tuming her head or
‘mecting his ey, ad be novor ceasing to spoak into hor gar, into the back of her
studions hend, 25 ho darted From glass cas 10 plass cass, munotuvring his bulk
lightly mud silcrtly, os though shod with felt. And in the cases the clay womm
wors replaced by motal stags and sun-discs, an the talos behind her wors talcs of
kings and atmics, of sacrifice and slghter, of brido-sacrifice and sun-offerings,
‘andl sho was holplossly complici, For bers we the b, the most assured racantur
she could hope t0 meet. Sho knew nothing of the Hittites ar the Mosopotamians ar
tho Babylanizns o the Sumerinns, aud not ruch of the Byptians and the Ramzns
in this contoxt, but the soliier did, and mads 2 whole wedding From 2 two-sponted
winc-jat in. the S7m of ducks, or from & nocklace of silver md turguoist, and &
senturice-old pot of koh] bo mads & nervous brids, Jooking in @ bronzs mirror — his
whisper callod up hor black hair, her buge cyos, hier hand sizarying tho brush, her
maid, her dress of pleatoe linen. He talked too, britweon centurics and between
cascs, of tho cficicnzy of the British and Turkish solicrs fighting side by sids on
th Korean hillsides, and Gillian remembercd her busband saying that the Turks"
punishrents for pilfering md descrtion had beon so dreadful that thoy woro
bothored by ncithor. And sho thought of Orkan, ssying, ‘People who think of
Turks think of killing and lasciviousnitss, which is sad, for we arw complicated and
haye many naturcs. Including & certain Erocity. And a certain pleasure in good

“The lioms of the destrt were dcath to the peaglés of Anatolis, szid the old guids,
28 thoy neared the end of thcir journey, which had begun with the carth-dwellers
‘andd maved through the civilisations that built th sun-beked ziggurats, towards the
Tion-gates of Ninoveh andd Aseyria. That old goddoss, sh sat an the lion-throns,
tho lions wor & part of hor power, she was the earth and the lons. And luter the
Kings and the wartiors tamed the lioms ad took on their strength, wors ther skins
‘andd maie statues of them 25 guatdians sgainst the wild. Hers aro the Porsian lioms,
the wond is Asla, thoy art strongth and death, you can walk through that carved
Tiom-gate into the world of the dead, s Gilgumesh did in search of Enkidn his
Hriend who was doarl. Do you know the story of Gilgamesh, the old man sskod the
wommn, 25 they weat through the lion gatcs topsther, she always in frontand with
aveztod eycs. Tho musoun had artanged various real carvod walls mnd gaits into
imnginaty prssages and courtyards, liko 2 mingr maze in & cool light. They wors
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Soll-tals, whers charaster is Aof dostiny 2s Novalis said it was, but somsthing clsc
s

‘And fiest I shall spak of th lives of wommon in the frams shory, and thea 1 shall
briefly discuss the story of Camuralzzmen md Princess Budoor, which s only
balf told in the manuscripts of the Nights ...

Gilliz Perbolt sat bohind th groy-scarved women. and waizhed Orhan's dark
hooked faco as o told of tho two kings znd brothers Shebriyar md Shahraman,
and of bow Shalizamman, sciting out om. 2 journcy to his hrothor went back bom to
bid his wifi farowcll, found her in the arms of 2 kitchen boy, slow them both
immaistely, and et out on his journcy consumed by despair znd disgust. Thoso
cmotions wore axly relioved when he saw foom his brother's palace window the
azrival in 2 secret gardan of his brother's wifk and tweaty slave gils. OF thess ton
wors whita and tan black, and the black cast off their robes rovealing thamselves
0 bo young malus, who busily tuppod the whits fmalcs, whilst the queen's black
lover Mas'ud came out of & tree and did the sums for bar, This smscd mnd
relioved Shahzzmzn, who saw that his own. fafs was tho universal futo, and was
abls to demomstrata to his rother, ot first incradulous and thon desparate with
shame and wrath, that this was so. So the two kings, in disgust and despendency,
Ioft the court and their 1ifs at the s moment azd set out on 2 pilgrimago in
search of sammeame mare unfirtunats thin thomselves, poor cucknlds 2s they were.

‘Nots, said Orhaz, that at this time no anp had attzmpted the lives of the quocn
anal her blck lovar and the twenty lascivious slaves.

And what tho two kings mct was & diinn, who burst out of the sea lks 2.
swaying black pillar that tpuched tho clouds, carrying on his head o preat glass
chest with Four stecl Jocks. And the two kings (ke Mas'ud befirre thom) took
rofuge in & trec. And the dfinn liid himeclf down to slog, 28 fuck, ar chancs, ar
St would haya i, under that very tree, and opened the chost o rolvass & beautifl
‘woman — ans ha had carricd awey on hor wodding night — an whoss Lap b laid his
hoad and immcdizicly began to nors. Whorcapan the woman indicatad to the two
kings that she know whore they wers, and would scream xnd roveal thrir presemse
o tho djinn unless thoy immediatoly cams down and satisficd ber burning sorual
e The two kings finund this difficult, in the circumstances, but wero parsuadcd
by throats of immediats betrayal and death to do their best. And whon they had
both mads Jove to the djim's stolm wifs, s she lay with opencd logs on the
dosert sand under the tres, sho took fram both of them thi rings, which she put
away in 2 small pursa on har person, which alrady containod ninsty-cight rings af
varying fashions anal mafericls. And sho told the two kings with somo
complacensy that they wero all the rings of me with whom she had been able to
dsaive tho djinn, dospite boing locked in 2 glass cass with four sivel lodks, kopt
in tho dopthe of tho mging roaring sca. And the djinn, she cxplained, had tried in
vain to koep her purc znd chasts, not realising that nothing o provant ar alcr
‘what is prodostinad, xnd that whon a woman desiras samthing, nothing can stop
bz,
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thoughtfulnoss md ko now bora 2 rsembluse, Gillizn thought, to B
porirait of Mohrmet: the Conguaror. Sho herself had bom Gariruds, aktbough sho
had wanted to bo Opholiz, sha had wantod to bo beautiful znd go passionatoly
mad. Sho had boen the Quoon who could not soo tho spirit stalking her
bedchamb: this cam izt bar mind, with & rmowed, now urdly imaginary
ision of the Hermione-Griselds ghoul, zs she saw Orha, tll, imposing, emiling
in his board, bopin to spesk of Scheharazzdo md the djinniysh.

It has to bo admitted,” said Orhm, ‘that misogyny s o driving force of pre-
‘modern stary colloctions — perhags sspcoially of the framo storics — from Kafha
Saris Sagara, The Gcean of Story, to the Thousand and One Nights, Alf Layla wa-
Layla. Why this should bo so lias 2ot 2s far 2s 1 know, bomn fully explained,
though thers arc remsons that coukd be put farwand. From sosial strustures to depth
peychology — the sad fact remains that women in these storios for the most pact ar
portrayad as doccithul, unrolisble, grosdy, inondinata in their desiros, unprincipled
and simply dongerous, opcrating powsrfully (apart from sorcorosses and female
ghouls md opres) through the structures of powerlasansss. What is poculiarly
intercsting about the Thowsand asd Gne Nights in toems of the subject of our
confbrense, is the frams story, which begins with two kings drivan. to murdarous
dospair by tho troachery of women, yot has o powerhul hervinonarrstor,
Schohorezads, who must daily sava her own lifo from 2 blamkst vicarious
vengeanse on all women by tolling tales in the night, tales i the bed, i the
bedohamber, to her imnocent litls sister — Scheherazads whose art is an endless
boginming and delaying md onding and boginning and dolzying and mding —
woman of infinitp msource and sogacity,’ said Oran smiling, ‘who is
novartheloss using cunning and menipulation fom o position of total
powerlosanoss with the sword of bar fatp maro or loss in her bedohamber hanging
ko the sword of Damovles by & metnphorical threrd, the thrad of har narmativ,
with her shrou daily proparod far her the next marning, For King Shabriyar, liks
Count Walter, ks taken upon himself i bo husband. and dostiny, Tenving anly the
storytolling elemeat, the plotting, to his wifs, which is cough. Eaough to save
her, mnough to provids spacs for the mgmdering md birth of har children, whom
she hidss frum har hushand 25 Waltzr hid his from Grisclda, enough t spin ot
hor 1 until t becomes love xnd happy-over-afir, so to spoak, 25 Grisakia's dovs.
For thos talos aro not psychological novels, arc nat cancemmed with statos of mind
or dovclopmant: of charactzr, but bluntly with Fats, with Destiny, with what s
propured for human beings. And it has bom croollontly seid by Pasolini the
fikmmeker that the talcs in the Thousand and One Nights all end with the
disappearmso of dostiny which ‘sinks back in'o tho soxmolase of daily life'. But
Schohorazads's own 1 could not sink back into somnolonze until all the talcs
wor told. So the dailinoss of daily b is her ond 2 it is Cindarolla's and Snow-
‘White's but not Mms Bovary's or ulica Sorel's who dia but do 2ot vanish into
tho afterlifa of shories. But 1 am anticipating my argument, which, like my Friond
and colleagus Dr Porhoh's argument, is about charaster xnd dostiny aad sex in the
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oo timo admiring him. Out again in the night sky she mot auother fying aftit, »
Iowd unbeliover called Dabnash who told her cxcicdly of a beantiful Chinss
Prinscss, tho Lady Budoor, confincd to hor quartcrs by har old wormen, for foar she
should stz hersclf, 25 the had sworn to do when threatoncd with 2 husband,
asking, How shall my body, which can hardly bear the touch of silks, tolcrate the
tough approaches of & man?" And the two djimns bogan o disputs, circling an
Irathory wings in the middlo air, 2s o which human croaturs, the malc or the
Sinalc, was the most beautifil. And the djinniyah commanded Dahnash to feich
tho slacping princess From Chinn and Jay bt bosids Prings Camarlzammn for
copatison, which was performed, within 2n bour. The two ganics, malo and
fanale, disputed botly — mnd. in formal verss — witbout coming to any conclusims
28 to tho prizs for beanty. So thoy summencd up & third boing — 2 hugo carth-
spicit, with six horas, thres forksd taile, a bump, & limp, ons fmmenss and ons
pygeny o, with claws and boovos, md momstrously longthy mescalinity. And
this breing perfarmed 2 triumphal dxnce sbout the bed, and announced. that the
only way to tost the rolative powsr of thess parfct beautics was to weks cach in
turn and sc which showed the groator passion for the othct, md the oo who
arouscd the preatost lust would b the winnsr. So this was dons the prince was
woken, swooning with desirc and rospoct, zmd put o ocp with his desiro
unconsummstod, md the prisccss was thn woken, whoss consuming nocd
azouscd power and rociptosating desirs in the slcoping Rrince, and ‘that happeasd
which did happen’. And beforo T go on to rooount and aualyss the soparation and
‘madnces of Camaralzammn and Budoor, the prinec's lomg scarch, disguiscd 2s &
gourmancer, For his lost love, their martiage, their subscquont soparation, owing to
tho theft of & talisman from the pringsss's drawers by & hawk, Pringces Budoot's
tosourosful disguisc 28 hor busband, ber wooing of 2 princss, hor wosing of her
‘own husband to what ho thought wers unnatura] acts — befors I toll all this I would
ke to comment o the proscass of the djims at this deflaration. of Budoar by
Camaralzarman, their unscan delight in the buman bodics, the straugences of the
approlicnsion. of the scarct consummation of first love as in fact the native
cmitivancs of 2 group of bizars md dsoply involved ulookers, somowhero
bctwomn gentlomen. beting ot 2 harso-race, cotrcmetiours, meftourecn-soin ar
storytellers and gerntlomen and ladics of the bodchamber. This momet af
nazrative, said Orhan, has always puzzlod and plaascd ms bocass it is told from
tho point of viow of thosc thros magical bings, the prim instigator famls, the
subondinats, ancs malc. What s the most privats momert: of choics in 2 humm
~ tho loss of virginky, the mmtual loss of virginity indscd, in total mutual
satisfaction ad bliss — takes placs 25 2 function of tho dosire and curigsity and
compotitive urgings of frooratucs fom sky and carth and cistorn.
Camaralzaman and Budoar — hors also liks Count Walter — hays tricd to prosctve
their frocdom and their wil, kave rejoctzd the apposite scx o5 ngly md disgusting
andl opprossive — and bars in dospost droam thoy Eive way to their destiny which
s condustod somowhers betwoon. comedy and satimentality by this bizas
‘unscez trio  of whom the most redundant, From th point of view of the narrative,
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And the two kings conchuded, afer they wore well escaped, that the djimn was
‘mare unfirtunsts than they were, so they retumsd to the palace, put Shabriyar's
wifo and th twenty slavs to the sward, replaed the Femalo slaves in the haram,
and instituted the scarch for vingin bridse who should all bo put to dsath afier ono
night ‘to sav King Shahriyar from the wickpdnoss and cumning of women', And
this lod 1o Schohorzads’s resourceful plam to ssve countloss othar girs by
substituting nareative attractions for thoso af insxperionsed virginity, said Orhan,
smiling in his beard, which took ber 2 thousand and ans nights. And in theso
fram storics, said Orhan, destiny for man. is to losc dignity because of fomals
ropasity and duplicity, and destiny for women is o be Fut to tho sword on that
accout.

‘What interests mo gbout the story of Prince Camaralzmmm, said Orh, s the
ativity of the djin in ringing about 2 satisfctory adjustment o the normel
human destiny i the rosalitrant prince. Cammralzaman ws the beloved axly sm
of Sultzn Shabrimmn of Khalidn. Ho was tho child of his fathar's old age, bom af
2 virgin cancubine with amplc propartions, and he wes very beautif, ks the
moan, like nw ancmongs in spring, liks the childr of angcls. He wos amisble
but full of himeelf, and when his futher urged him o mary to parpetuzto his lins,
o cited the books of tho wise, e their ascourts of the wicksdnees and perfidy of
women, 2 & reasan. for refiaining. T would rather dio than allow & woman to
‘amme near me, said Prince Camaralzzman. ‘Tndocd,’ bo ssid grandly, ‘T would mot
hositats to kill mysel if you wished to Forco ms info marringe.” So his ftber lof
tho toic fr 2. year, during which Camarnlzaman grow sven moro boautifl, and
then asked again, and was told that tho boy had dons cven moro roading, which
had simply comyinoed him that women were immora], foolish and disgusting, and
that dooth wes prefirablo to dealing with them. And after another yoar, on the
advics of his vizir, tho king spproached the pringo formally in front of his court
andl was answored with insalence. So, an the advice of the vizir, the king confined
his som to 2 ruined Raman fower, whers b Ic: him to fand for himsol until bo
bocams mars amenblo.

Now, in the water-tank of tho tower lived 2 djinniysh, 2 formale djinz, who was
2 Bolicver, 2 sarvant of Suloyman, and full of energy. Djims, as you may or may
not know, ars oms of tho thre onders of crentnd intalligmses under Allsk — the
angels, formod of light, tho djinns, formed. of subtlo fir, md man, created From
the dust of tho carth, Thero aro three arders of djizns — Ayars, walkers and divers;
they arc shape-shifiers, md 1ike buman boings, divided ixto scrvants of God ad
saryaxts af Thlis, tho demon lord. The Karan ofton exhorts tho djinns and mm
oqually to ropentance and belie, and thars do exist logal strustures poverning the
‘marrizge and soxual relations af bumans and djinns. They aro cresturss of this
world, samotimes visible, sometims invisibls; thoy haunt bathrooms nd
Iavatocies, and they fly through the heavens. Thoy have their own complox social
system mnd hiorarchivs, into which [ will not divagate. Th djinniyah in quostian,
Maimunzh, was 2 flyor, md fow past tho window of Crmaralzaman's wwar,
whoro sho saw the young man, besutiful s ovar in his sleey, flow in and spent
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‘What did Grisekla do whilst her son, i mor particalarly hor dmughter wore,
growing up? The story gallops. A woman's lifs runs from Wodding to chiklbirth to
nothing in o twinkling of an cyo. Chancer gives 20 hint of subsequent children,
though he insists that Griselda romained trus in Jove and paticacs and submission.
But hor busband had 1 cxsess Paulinn's desir to nerrats, to archestrats, to dirct.
B busicd himsclf, ho gained & dispensation from the Pope to put Eway his wifs
Grisclda, and to marty = young brils. Th people muttcrod about the murtcred
children. But Waltcr, if we &rs to belicve the siory, went to his patient wifs and
told her that b intended 0 roplace her with a younger and mare ascoptablo bride,
and that she must eburn to her father, leaving bokind the tich clothes md jowels
and other things which had beon his gif. And still Griselds wos paticnt, tongh
Chauser here gives hat Words of power in her patience which kecp tho render's
sympathy, and fend ofF the readors impaticnce Which might sever that sympathy.

‘Naked, Griselda clls hor husband, she came fiom hot fathct, and nsked she will
fofumn. But sinoe ho has teken &1l het ol clothes sho asks him o a smock t cover
hor nakodncss, sings “the wommb in Which your childre Iny, should not, 81 walk,
b st bae bofire tho peopls. Let me no," says Qriselds, ‘go by the way liks
wotm. Tn cxchmge for my maidenhcad which 1 brought with me and canot: tokes
away, give mo 2 smock." And Waltct praciously allows ber the shift she stends in,
to cover hor nakedness.

But Walter thought of ofhor twists to the intrigue, since every twist mads his
plotied dZntuement mare splendid and satisfuctary. No souncr, it scomed, was
Grisclda. back at hom, than her husband was thers, asking hot to rotum o the
castle and prepare the 100ms md the feast for his new young brids. No one could
do it betic, ho tokl hor. You might think thit the pact wes over an et rofurn to
hor fither's house, but this was not Qrisclda’s idew pationtly sho retumod,
paticntly she cooked, cleancd, prepared, made up the mariage bod.

And the bridal procession arrived at the castle, With the beautiful girl in the
‘midst, and Grisclila Worked way in the hall in hor poor clothes, md the ast was
s, and tho lovds audl ladics sat down to eat. Now intlood, apparcrtly, Griselda was
2 belated spoctator ot the wodding. Walker callod Grisclda. to him &nd askod her
‘what she thought of his wife md her beauty. And Grisclda did not curse b, ar
indlood him, but answored always potieatly, that she had nover scen a fuirr
‘woman, and that sho both bescechod mm wamed him ‘over o prick this tendsr
‘maiden with tormenting’ o8 o had done her, for the young bride was sofily
brought up mnd would notondure it.

And now Walcr had his dénouement, the cod of his stary, and Tevealod to
Grisclda that his bridc was not his brids, bt her danghtcr, and the squirs her sor,
‘and that all would now bo well md she Would be haggy, for he had done ll this
nsithcr in malicg mot in cruclty, but 10 tost her good Faith, Which he had 20t found
walting. So now they could be rooonsilod.

And what id Qriseldn do? asked Gillian Per-holt? And what did sho say, and
what did sh do? repeatod Dr Porhokt. Hor musience wes inforcsted. Tt was ot
Story most of them know boyond the tile and its ides, Patient Grisclda. Woukd the





images/page40.jpg
mads into talos, and somo things thoy did not spoak. Jack told of Harry's
immpctuous bravery, rushing into the billowing smoks to savo his pig, and nobody
told the day-to-day miscry of tho slowly diminishing hop of his roum. Tho
rosouroofulncss and rostoration. of the pig wors colsbratcd, but not his fnovitble
futc, in thess hard days. And thoss talcs, mads from thoss poople's wandar ot thair
own survival, bosams in tims, charme against borodom for their childrn and
grandchildren, riddling hints of the rus rolations betwomn poace and boauty and
oo,
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a very minar sub-plot, a thread now tcomous, now stronger, but nover brokes, i
the tapestry af both lives. Dr Por-bolt was mgry ot the blonds Lufhanss bostces
who bowsd gravely to the groy busincssmen 1s they dissmbarksd, goodbys, sir
and thank you, pood-bye, sir and thank you, but gave Dr Perhokt 2 condssconding
“Byo-byx, dear.’ But Orhen Rifit, boyond the airport throsbold, was o8 always
alivo with projects, new idcas, now poams, now discoverics. Thoy would visit
Taznir with & group of Turkish friends. Gillian would then visit Tstaciul, his city.

The canfarcnse, liks most confironscs, mscmbled 2 bazmar, whoro storics and
ideas wors cxchanged md changed. It took placs in & caverous theatrs with oo
windows on the oubide world but well provided with scrcens whers
transparcacios fickered ftfully in the dark. Tho bost narratolopists wark by tolling
and retelling talos. This holds the hearer from slecp and allows the tllor to insart
him- or hersclf into th talc. Thus & ficree Swise writer told tho harrid story of
Typhoid Mary, an innocert. pollutzr, an unwitting killr. Thus the clogant Loyl
Doruk added passion mnd flamboyance to hor version. of the story of the meck
Fanny Pricc, trembling and. sickly in the doopost English woodce countrysids.
Orham Rifit was to speak last: his titls was ‘Powars and powcrlessness: djimns and
women in The Arabian Nights." Gillian Perholt spoks bofors him. She had chosen
to analyss the Clerk's Talo from The Canterbiry Tales, which is the story of
Paticat Grisclda. No ons has oyer much likd this story, akihough it s told by ons
of Chmser's most sympathetic pilgrims, the book-loving, wrwarklly Clerk of
Oxord, who took it from Petrarch's Latiz, which was & rendering of Boccazcie's
Iializn. Gillizn Por-hol: did not 1iks this shory; that was why sh had chosen to 1l
i, mmmomege the tarics of wammcn's lives. Wit do1 think of, sho had zsked hersclf,
‘on rosiving the imvitation, when 1 think of ‘Storics of Womsn's Lives', and had
‘answered horscE with a theill and a shudder, ‘Patient Grisclda’.

S0 now sho told t, in Ankara, to 2 mixd sudionce of scholars and studsnts. Most
of tho Turkish studants wero Jiks studonts cverywhere, in joans and too-shirts, but
comspicuus in the front row wars thre young women with their hoads wrogped
in grey scarves, and doticd amongst the young men in joans wors soldiers — young
officers — in unifarm. In tho socular Turkish roublis the scarves woro & sign of
roligious defiance, @ act of indopendence with which liberal-minded Turkish
profssors folt thoy should fec) sympathy, though in 2 Muslim stafo much of what
they thomsclves tuught nd carcd abont would be a8 objectionsble, as farbiddan,
25 the covared hoads wors horo. The young soldicrs, Gillizn Perholt obscrvd,
listomed intemtly and took assidugus notes. Tho three scarved wormen, an the other
hand, starcd proudly shond, nover mocting the sprakers’ oyes, 1 though
cmpletoly prooccupicd with their own conspicuons sclE sssertion. They cams to
hear all tho spoakers. Orhan had ssked onc of them, be told. Gillizn, why she
drcssed s sh did. ‘My fther aud my fiancé sy it is Fight, sho kad said. ‘And T

agres.

The sty of Paticat Grisoldz, 25 told by Gillian Parhol, is this.
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Auckland, Octkn and Port of Spain. Now the fux was bors, sinse ho was gono.
And although she was now rodundant 2 2 womm, being neither wifh, mother nar
‘mistress, she wes by 2o means redundant 25 & namatologist but an the contrary, in
doronnd yerywhero. For this was 2 time whan womm wars priviloged, when
famalo nazraiologists had skills preatly roverod, whon ther wero pythanescs,
abibussss and sibyls in the warld of namratology, who rovealed mysterics aud kopt
watch at tho boundarics of corroctnce.

On receiving tho fux, Gillian Perhalt stood in the empty study and imagined
horscl grioving over betrayal, the loss of Jove, the loss of commpanionship perhags,
of respoct in the warld, maybe, 25 an ageing womn rojccied for oo mor
youthful. Tt was 2 sunny day in Primroso Hill, and the walls af the study were
chearful oldon colons, and sho szw the room fll up with goldon light and ft full
of lightnses, happingss md purpost. She flt, she poctically put it @ herscl, like
prisaner bursting chains aud coming blinking out of & dungeon. She fit liks & bird
confined in o box, like & gus confined in 4 botls, that fund m opening, and
rushed out. She folt hersolf exprnd in the spacs of har own lifs. No more waiting
for maeals. No moro grumbling and jousting, no moro oxhausted anficipation of
alisn Foelings, no maro snoring, 7o mars farts, 10 mare trace of stubblp in the
washbasin.
Sho cansidered her reply. She wrotz:

OK. Agrood. Clothes in hales in stars. Books in chests dito. Will change locks.
Havs 2 good tims. Q.

Sho know she was lucky. Hor ancestresses, bout whom sho thought
incroasingly ofizm, would probably havo bean dead by the ag sho had reached.
Doad in childbe, dead of influenzs, ar twberculosis, or puarperal fover, ar simple
oxhaustion, dead, as sho travelled back in tim, from worn-out unsvailing tocth,
from cracksd knceszps, from bungor, fom lions, tigers, sabro-toothed figers,
invading sliens, floods, fires, religious porsccution, lumn sacrifice, why not?
Curtain frmalo narratolopists talked with pleasurablo zwo about wiso Cranzs but
she was 20 croms, sho was an unprocodartcd being, & woman with porcolin-
ccowned teeth, kser-carrected vision, her own stao of monsy, her own life ad
field of power, who flow, who slegt in hurious sheets around the world, who
gazed out at the whito fields undsr the sun by day and the brightly turing stars by
night 25 she flonted redundant.

The confironss in Ankara was called ‘Starics of Womon's Lives'. This was &
pantochnicon tile o meke spaco for cveryons, fram every country, fom every
gonre, oo overy tim. Dr Perholt was mat at the zirpart by an imposing beandsd
Turkish professar, dark and smiling, into whost arms sho rushed with decarous
ceies of oy, for ho was an old fricad, thoy had been students together amangst
‘medinoval towers md slow, willow-boredsred rivars, they had a stary of thei owz,
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But the story goes inexorably on, pest the wedding, into the omingus future,
forashadowed by the plodge oxactad and voushsafed. And comsider this, said

ill int in almost all stories of promises and
probibitions, the Fromises aud prohibitions carry with tham the inaviability of
fuilure, of their own. brerking, Orhan Rifut emile into his beard, and the soldicrs
wrots, rpidly, rosumsbly sbout promiscs ad prohiitions, and the groy-scarved
‘women stared fixcdly ahaad.

Afixr 2 time, Chancor szys, Griselda.gave bicth to o daughtcr, alhough she would
rather have barno 2 s but everyans rejoiced, for once it is soan that & women is
not barro, 2 som may well coms ngxt. And at this point it cam into Waker's hoad
that ho must st his wifb. It is interosting, said Gillian, that baro the Clerk of
Oxford. dissociatas himsel 25 narrator frurn his protagonist, mnd says b cannot
sco why this testing scmed o be nccessary. But o goss on to tall how Walkar
infarmed his wif gravely that tho poopla grumbled ot having 2 peasant's daughter
sct oyar thom, and did not want such 2 parson's chi to be sct above them. Ho
therofara proposed, ho said, 1 put her danghtor to death. And Grisclds smswercd
that sho and hor child wors bis to do with o be thought best. So Waler st
rough sargeant to tako the chikd, from the broast. And Grisclida kissed it goodbys,
‘asking anly that the baby should ba buriad where wiki creaturcs could not tear ft

And after & further time, Grisclda. gave birth 1 & san, md th husband, still
intent om ating, had this child oo taken from the brest md cariod sway to bo
killod. And Grisclds. kopt stzadily to hor pact, assuring him that she was not
grioved ar burt; that har two children had hrought har only sidmess at first ‘and
aftor, wo and pain.

‘And then thers was 2 ull in the narrative, said Gilliaz, 2 Tull long onough fur the
‘young children who wers scarctly being brought up in Bologa to roach puberty,
adoloscenco, s mamiageabla age. A hul 25 long as the spacc botweon Acts T and
IV of As Winter’s Tale during which Hormions the Queen is hidda away and
thought to b doad, mud hor dsughtar, Pandits, abandoned and exposed, is brought
up by shopherds, wooed by 2 Prings, and forcod to flce o Sicily whoro sho s
happily rounited with her repentant fther and her lost mother who appears on &
podastal as = statua and is minzulously given her 1 and happingss again by art.
o tho Finter’s Tale, said Gillixz, tho lovely daughter s the renowal of the mother,
28 tho restoration of Porsapbans was tho reaswal of the ficlds in Spring, laid wasts
by the rage of Dcmatar, the mothor-goddess. Hora Gillian's voico Eliored. Sho
locked out gt the zudiencs and fold them how Paulins, Harmions's friond ad
scryant, had takm om the powars of witch, arist storytailer, and had restared the
Tost quaca to 1. Parsanally, said Gillizn, T have 2over been ablo to stomach — to
boar — that plotiod dénonoment, which is the opposite of the restoration of
Porsophans in Spring. For huma beings do 2ot dio and spring up again like the
gruss and tho com, they live ons 1ifb and gt oldsr. And from Herrmions — and 2
you may know abeady, feom Paticat Grisclda — most of that lifb has ban taken by
plotting, has baca mado in'o & gray void of forced imactivity.
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Thers wes ono & young marquis, in Lombardy, whose name was Waker. Ho
crjoyed his 1k, and his sports — hoting and hawking — as young men do, and had
16 desire to marry, porhaps boseuss marriags apparsd to him to b a. form of
confincment, or possibly because murriags is the d of youth, and its foedom
from cars, if youth is fros from care. Howover his poopl cams and urged him to
take & wift, parhaps, 25 thoy tld him, becaus ho should think of bogriting an
i, perhaps bocauss thoy flt marrisg would stcady him. He profossod himecl
moved by their arguments and invited them to his wodding, on 2 carizin day bo
fixed an — with the condition that thoy swers to acoopt this brids, whosyer sho
‘might be.

Tt was ons of Waiter's poculincitics that he liked to meks pooplo swear in
advancc to accept unconditionally md without ropining whatover ho himscl
‘might chooss to do.

So tho pooplo agroed and mods ready for the wedding on the chosca day. Thoy
mads 2 foust and proparcd rich clothes, jowcls md beodlinen for the unknown
bride. And on the choss. dey the pricst was waiting, and the bridal procossion
‘mountcd, mud still no ons knsw who the brids was to be.

Now Griscldlis, ar Grisilds, ar Grisildis or Grissc] o Grisclda was the danghcr
of 2 poor prasant. Sho was both bemutiful and virtuous. On the day fixed for the
wodding sh sct ot to foich watcr from the woll; she had all tho dometis virtucs
and moant to finish her bouscwark befars standing in tho lans with the othcr
prastts to checr a8 the bridal proccesion wound pust. Weddings maks spostztors
~ participating spoctators — of us all. Grisclda wantod to be part of the wedding,
and to look st the brids, as wo all do. Wo all liks t look at bridcs. Bridcs and
princesscs, thoss insids, the story, imagincd frum the outsids. Who knows but
Grisclda was looking forward to imagining the feclings of this unknown womm
28 sho rodo past

Only the young Lard rods up, and did not rid past, but stopped, and mads hor
put down hor pitcher, and wait. And ho spoks to bar fathr, md said that it wes his
intontion to make Grisclda his wif if her fathor would give his conscrt to her
will. So the young Lord spoks to the young woman ad said bo wantod to meks
b his bridg, and that his only roquircmant was that she should promiss to oboy
him in cvarything, to do whatover he desired, witbout besitating ar ropining, ot
vary mormert; of the day ot night. And Grisclds, ‘quakynge far drods' as Chiuger
‘ells us, swars that nover willingly, in act or thought, would ho disobey him, on
pain of death — though she would Fear to dic, sho told the young Lard.

And then young Waltcr commanded immedistoly that ber clthos should bo
taken ofF mnd that she should b clothed in the rich new garments he had propared,
with her hair drcsscd and hr head crownod with a jewolled comnct. And so she
wort: mway to b marricd, and to live in the castls, ad Chuer tolls s, b takes
cars 1o toll us, that she showed great qualitics of judgment, roomsilistion of
disputos, bounty md courtcsy i her new position, and was much loved by the
‘pocple.
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Onos upom & tims, when men xnd women hurtlod through the air oo metal wings,
when thoy wors webbed foct mnd walked on the bottom of the sce, laming the
spoesh of whalks and the songe of the dolphins, when poarty-Floshed and jowolled
apparitions af Toxan hondsmen xnd houris shimmered in the dusk on Nicaragun
hillsids, when folk in Narway and Tasmanin in dead of wintcr could dream of
frosh strawirarrics, daics, guavas and passion. fruits and find thom spread noxt
marning o their xbls, thore was 2 woman who wes largely imclovant, mnd
thorofars happy.

Hior businzas was storytelling, but sh was 2o ingenious quon in foar of the
shroud brought: in with the dawn, nor was she a naquibolmalck to usher 2 shah
through the atxs of skop, nor an ashik, lover-minstre] singing songs of Mohmet:
tho Congusrar and the sack of Byzantiom, nar yct 2 holy dervish in short skin
trouscrs aud skin skull-cap, brandishing 2xc or chub and moking its shadow
tomzibls. She was no moddab, txlling incrodible talos in the Ottoman court ar the
cafftc-horuscs by tho markst. Sho was marcly  narmialogist, » boing of scoondary
ondr, whoso dzys woro spent Iunched in proat Horarics sorying, interproting,
docoding the firy-talos of childhood and the vodks-postzrs of the grown-up
world, tho uncnding rommccs of goklsn cafic-drinkers, mud the impodsd
couplings of doctors and murscs, dukes and poor maidems, borscwomen and
‘musicians. Semctimes also, she flow. In ber impoyerished youth sho had supposcd
that scholarship was dry, dusty and static, but now she know btor. Tw ot thres
times 2 yoar sho flow to stangs citios, to China, Mexico and Japm, to
Transylvaniz, Bogots and the South Scas, whars namatologists guthcrod liks
starlings, parliaments of wiss fowls, toling starics about storics.

At tho fims when my story bogins the groo sca was black, sleck as the ekins of
Killcr whalcs, and the sluggish waves were on fire, with dmosing flamcs and &
great curtain of stinking smoke. Tho copty desarts wars sceded with skalls, and
‘with iron canisters, caxtzining death. Pestilonss cropt invisibly From dun to duns.
In thos days men mnd waman, inchuding narmtologists, wors afmid to fy Bast,
and their patherings wors diminished. Novorthclcss our narratologist, whoss nams
was Gillian Porhol, fonnd horeclf in the air, between Landon and Ankara. Who
can ol i sho travelled becauss she was English and siolid and could not guitc
imagins boing blastod out of tho oky, ar becauss, although sho was indoed an
imnginatiys being, and fot an spproprits moasurs of Foar, she could not rosist the
idca of the journsy aboys the clouds, above the minarcts of Istanbul, and the lurs
of scoing the Golden Horn, the Bosphorus and the sharss of Burops and Asia fae





images/page41.jpg
The Djinn in the Nightingale’s Eye

Turkish, djinn shadow puppes





images/page44.jpg
And for an instant Gillian Perholt had seen, brilliazt mnd swaying, not the ks
Evo had soen in the garien, nor yot the snzks that had riswn in the dark cave insids
tho skull of blind Jokn Milton, but & snaks, tho suzks, tho sam snaks, in soms
senso, mado of wonds and visiblo to the eys. So, as 2. child, frum tims to time, sho
bad seen wolvos, bears md small gray men, standing between ber and tho safity
of the door, o hor fither's slecping Sunday form in an azmchair. But 1 digress, or
am about to digrass. 1 called up the snaks (1 saw him too, in my time) to cxplain
Dr Perholt's summing-up of her own stzts.

In thoss days sho had bean tmught to explain ‘osting redundent’ as ons of
Miltom's magical fusings of two lngungos — ‘Aoating’, which was Toutonis aud
o do with floods, and ‘redundmt’, which was involved and Latinats, and to do
with ovarflowings. Now she brought o it her own wit, 2 knowlodge of the modom
senso of ‘rodundant’, which was to say, superfluous, uawanted, unmgcossary, lot
go. T'm affmid wo skall havo to lot you g0, crployers said, evarywhers, offring
Frondom to rofustant Arisls, m though the cmployass ware captive spritcs, only
oo anxious to rush wnsertrolled into the cloments. Dr Perholt's wit was only
secandarily to do with amployment, bowaver. It was primarily to do with bar scx
anul nge, for she wes 2 woman in hor fiftics, post childbearing, whoso two children
woro zdults now, had It homo and had left Bngland, ono for Saskichowan and
‘oo for Sin Paulo, from whero they communicated it for they waro occupicd
with children of their ewn. Dr Porhok's husband aleo, had lnft homs, had loft Dr
Porhokt, had removed bimself afier two yoars of soul-scarching, two years af
scurrying in and out of his/their b, solf ascusation, imitubility, imvohuntary
impotance, rejection. of lovingly cooked Food, ostomtations display of comsealod
‘measeges, broathed phonecalls whan Dr Perholt appoared to b slosping, misscd
dimnor engagements, mystorious dips in the balangs at the bank, bouts of ovil-
smelling breath full of brandy and stalo emok, also of odd-smalling skin, with
touches of alicn swe, hyasinths and stephanotis. H had pons to Majorsa with
Emmeling Parter and from there bad sert 2 fix message to Gillian Paho, saying
o was 2 cowan For doing it this way, but it wes also dano to szva her, and that bo
was navar caming home.

Gillizn Parholt happencd to be in her study whon the Eex bogan to manifist
itelf, announced by a twangling bell and & whirring sound. It ose limp and whits
in the 2ir and foppod oxhaustcd over the pdge of th desk — it was long and self-
exculpatary, bt thare is no noed. for me to rovount: it to you, you can imagins it
very well firr yoursclf. Equally, you can imagine Bmmcling Portar for yoursclf,
she hzs 0o moro to do with this story. Sho was twanty-six, that is all you need to
know, ad maro or loss what you supposed, robably, anyway. Gillim watched
tho jorky progross and flopping of the fx with admiration, not for Mr Pacholt's
sy, but far the way in which agiaied black scribbling could bo fd irfo
‘maching olft in Majorca aud sppear simukangously in Primroso Hill. The fux had
bomn. bought for Mr Porholt, an editorial comsultant, to wrk from home when b
was Ict po or mads redundant in the banal scse, but its main user was Gillim
Porhok, who recoived E-mail and story variznts from namatologists in. Cairo and
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to facc? Flying is stntistivally safir thm muy othar travel, Gillizn Perholt told
horocl, and surcly at this tims, axly slightly loss saft, statistically anly a littlo loss.

She had 2 phraso far the subile ploasuros of solitary air travel. She spoko it to
horoel lik & chiem 25 the great: silver craft dtached jieclf from fts umbilical tobo
at Heathrow, waddled liks, aa albatross axross the taemaz znd went up, up, through
oy ourtains of English rain, 2 carpet of woully irom-groy English coud, a world
‘of swirling vapour, trailing its long limbs and scarves past har tiny porthals, in the
bius xnd gold warld that was always thers, sbove tho groy, always. ‘Flosting
rodundant’ sh said to herself, sigping champagas, nibbling sakied almands, whilst
all round har sproad the ficlds of heavon, white md rippling, glistoning ad
gloaming, rosy and bl in the shadows, tuched by the sun with stedy
brightngss. ‘Floating redundaat’, sho mmrmured blissfully 2s the vessel bazked
and turned mud & discmbodiod malo voice spoks in the cabin, announcing that
thors was o vail of watcr vapour over Franca but that that would burn off, and then
thoy would sec the Alps, whan the timo came. Bum off was & powsrful torm, she
thought, hetarically intoresting, for water docs not bum and yet the sun's heat
roduss this water to nothing, 1 am in the midst of ferce forces. 1 am naarer the
sun them any women of my Kind, any ancestross of mine, can avar have drcamed
of boing, T can look in his diroction and sty steadilly hore, Hoating redundant.

‘The phraso was, of courss, 2ot her ows; sho was, g [ havo said, 2 boing af &
secandary onder. Tho phrasc was John Milton's, phucked from the air, or the
circumamiiart: Inguzgs, ot the haight of his powers, to describo the bemty af the
primordia] coils of tho insimuating serpant in the Paradiss garden. Gillian Perbolt
remermbarad. the vary day thoso wards had first coilad o shap and risen in
boauty from tho page, and struck at her, unsuspecting 25 Eve. Thaw sho was,
sixtomn yaars old, = goldcn-haired whito virgin with vegus blup eyes (sha pistured
horocl a0) aud there o tho inkstained desk in the dust was the bttored emerald-
gren book, inkstained too, and secand-hmd, scribbled across and across by
dutiful or fmpationt femala fingers, and oyarywhors was 3 amoll, still drily
pungent, of hot ink and Hnoloum mud dust if not ashes, and thoro ho was, the
creatur, isolont and lovely befors her.

not with indanted wave,
Erans on the ground, as since, but an his rear,
Circular basc of rising folds, that towered
Fold abuya fold @ surging mezs, his head
Crostad aloft and carbunclo bis oyos;

‘With bumished nock of verdant gold, eroct
Ammidst his circling spiro, that on tha grass
Flosted rodundant; plassing was his ship,
And lovaly.
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house. And thon, coming round 2 heap of fallo rubblo thoy saw it thers,
‘untruched. Ong of the dragon-troughs passcd at & distanse, peralicl o the garden
o, but the fonsc stood, and insids the fmge the garden, the vorands, the doors
and windows wrs 2s they had always boen, apart from the drifting ash. And Jack
{lificd tho stoms under which the key was always kept, and thre was tho koy,
whors it had always bon. And Jack andd Eva weant fnto the house, nd thers wors
tablos mnd chairs, frcplacc and bookease, md Eva's loom, stending in the
‘window, 2t tho back of tho houss, whers you looksd out an the slopes ad then o
at the peaks of the mountains. And thars was 2 hoavy humping sound against the
back door, which Jack openod. And when b opecd i, thars was Boris the pig,
hanging his head . litls, and giving aff an odour of rozst pork, with not a bristlo
charred rind, bt with plcsurs mnd rooognition in his docpect littl cycs.

‘Whan thoy saw that tho pig hed by som miraclk, or kindnoss of huck, ceorped.
the dragon-breath and tho fiery tmguss, they boped, of course, that Harry oo
would rfurn. They hoped he would roturn for days and months, and against thair
reasanzble judgmeat, fir years. But b did not.

Eva dustod hor rug, which was lightly flmod with 2sb, singe it was at the back of
tho bouss, and the windows wars well-mads, Sho saw the colours —rod, blus,
yellow, black — as though sh had nover scen colour bofor, and yct with disturbed
ploasurs at thir fxmilizrity. An archasologist, finding this room, and this rug on
this lom in it, say two thousand years Juter, might have flt intnes oxitoment
that thess things woro improbubly intact, and intnsc curiosity shout the
workmanship, and about the oven daily s that could bo partly imngincd around
tho fiund arfofucts. Bva ok such amazzment now, sbout har own work, the
stublbumn porsistznce af wood and wool ad bung shutls, or the unfinishod tres
with its squatting phrasmis and fat pomogranzics. She it imwandly moved and
sheken, also, by this form of hor own pest, and tho past of hor mothor mnd
grandmather, and by tho traces of her mamets of Aawing compeizase, and of her
periods of unching, tonsion, mxicty, fumbling. Jack too fobt delight and
amnzmcrt, walking repcatodly acrose the houss fram the windows which opeasd
on smouldcring dovestation o thoss from which you could sco the unchanging
‘mountains, Both cmbraced Boris, rostorod and rescusd, focling his wet suut and
warm flanks. Such wondsr, such smazzrment, ar the opposit, the oxact opposits,
of barcdam, md many poople anly know tham after foar and loss. Onso knows, T
blicys, thay cant be complotcly Forgottcn; thoy cast flshes mud foods of
pacadisal light in 0dd placcs and ot odd times.

The villagers robuikt their village, and the roscucd things in the recusd bouss
stood amomget 2ow houscs i whose gadsms now Howsrs and vopetabls
sroutod, and now saplings woro planted.

The peopls bogan to tel talcs about the caming of the worms down th mountain,
and tho tales too wors the opposits of borodom. Thay mods ash mnd bed broath,
crushing and swallowing, intoresting, crciting, akmost boantiful. Soms things they
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fming-out of the paths lof litflo chanca that anything in the village might bo Teft
standing, mnd Hary ropliod distractodly that thara wera figures of somp sort
moving in the smoke, and then said that they waro the pige, ruming horo and
thero, squealing. A pig shot aut of the smoke, panting znd squecking, and Harry
called out, ‘Baris!’ and began to run afier his pig, which suortod wildly ad
charged buck into the darkness, followsd by Harry, and Jack saw pig md human
in sooty silbougtia beforo he hoand s manstrous sucking sound, md m exlalation
of hot vapours and thick, choking fory breath which sant him staggering and
fuinting back. Whan he cam to, his skin was thick with adhesivo zsh and ba could
o, it scemed to hir, the liquids boiling and buming in tho warm's belly.

For 2 momnt he thought he woull simply lis there, in the path of that jow, ad.
o soouped up with tha cornfiakl mnd tho hodgarow. Then o found e had decided
to roll away, and little by litle, rolling, crawling and scrambling, he put patches of
spaco betwamn. himself and th warm. Ho lay Far seversl hours, then, windad and
sick, under 2 thambush, beforo picking himself painfully up, and retuming to the
camp in the firest. Ho hoped that Hary too would return, but was not surprised,
not really surprised, when ba did not.

And 5o it dragged o, for wacks and months, with the air full of ash aud Elling
cindars, with their clothos md flesh pormeatod by that teeriblo smell, until litle by
littlo tho long loathsamp bodics dragged past, acrose th felds anl the mendows,
Iraving behind thoso same Firrows af rocky surface, scooped clem of i and
growth. And From & hilly point thoy saw the croaturcs, sids by sids, cross the
sandy eharo of tha lako, and without changing pace o hositating, advance acrss
tho shallows, us thugh driven by mechanicl nocassity, o by soms arganic need
ko the poriodic returm of toads or turtles to & watery world to brasd. And the
groct heads dippod. o mact the laks surfice, and whero they met i, it boiled, and
stoamad and spat ke 2 graot czuldron. And then the heads went under the surfice,
which still boiled, puckered and iubbling, 2 tho slow langths of the long bor
Iuzmped and slithorod, dy afier day over the sand xnd down through the waier to
tho dopths, until fnally only blunt, ugly butts could bo seon, under the shallows,
and than anp day, 28 unsetainly s their coming had bomn edtablished, it becarno
clear that their going was over, that tha worms had plunged into, through, under
tho laks, loaving axly the harsh macks of thoir bodies' weight and buning breath
in tha il the rock, the vegetzble world crushed snd withered.

Whan the villsgers refumed to ook on thair village from o distmoe, the
dovastation scemed uniform: the houses Hattonsd, the troos uprostod, the carth
scorad, channollod, ashy md smoking, They wandsred in the ruins, tuming over
bricks and boands, some people finding, 25 samo peopla always will, ost treasures
and trivia in the ashes, 2 coin, half & book, 2 dented cooking-pot. And sorme peagle
who had yanished in tho carly chaos rofumed, with singed oyshrows or seared
fucos, and others did not Jack and Eva came buck toguther, and for 2 moment
could not wark out in what direction to look for the ruins of what had bean their
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arth, and o know whero to find cops and wild haney, but those treats did litla to
‘mitigat his prevailing boredom. Ho dreamed of ormamontal gandmms insids high
walls surounding huge paleces. Ho droamod of subtle tmstos, spices md fiory
spirits unknown in the valley. Ho droamed also of wilder dances, bodis fhung
abuut, feely, to music an. fnstruments bo know only by hearsay: th zither, the
bongo drum, the grand pixao, tubular bills

Eva mad the rugs. She could have woven in hor sloep, sho hought, and oft.
did, waking to find her mind buzzing with ropeats and varistions, twisting throads
and shifting warp and woft. She dramed of unknown colours, purple, varmilian,
turquoise and orange, colours of Howers md feathars, soft silks, sturdy cottoms.
Sho dreazmed of zn olar Bva, robed in crimean and silver. She droamed of the sea,
which she could ot imngine, sho droxmad of salt water and tasted ber own
impatiant tears. She was 2ot good 2t weaving, she mads her tensior, too tight, and
hor patizms bunched, but this was her task: Sho was 2 wezyr. Sho wanted to bo
travellcr, & saikor, & Joarncd doctar, an oper singar in Front of flaring footlights
and the roar of the crowd.

Ths first sign. my havo baca tho huntars’ reports of unusual snow-slidos in tha
high mountains. Or maybo it was, 5 sozmo of them Inter claimed, dawns that wars
hoctically rosy, sunscts that flared too crimeon. Thoy bopan to hear strango
rumblings and crackings up there, sbovo the sow-ling, which thay discussed, 25
they discussod evry strango and oyary accustomed sound, with their ropetitious
‘mensuring commentary that made Jack and Harry grind their tecth with rage ot the
samanss of it all. Aftar 2 tim it becams quite clear that the rim of the mountains
dircetly abova the villagg, both by day ad by night, was idkoring and dancing
with & kind of ficry hazr, 2 amoky salmon-pink, 2 burst hero and thers of crimean
and gold. Tho colours wars rather beautiful, they agroed os thoy waiched from
their doorstops, the bright ribbuns of colour flashing through the proy-blus
smokingss of the air, aud then subsiding. Bolow this flaming rim the whita of tha
snow was giving wey to tho guunt groy of wet rock, and the shimmer ~ and yos,
staam — of new water.

‘They omust heva beer aftaid from the beginning: thoy could seo well mough
that large changes wers taking place, that overything was o tho move, earth and
air, fire nd watcr. But the foar was mixcd with 2 preat deal of orcited fnferasi,
and with ovan & certain plasure in novelty, xnd with scsthetic pleasurs, of which
iy of them wero luter ashamed. Hunting parties wont out in tho direction of the
phenomenon and came back to roport that the hillsids seamed to bo on the move,
and was boiling and buming, so that it was hard to sco through the very thick
clouds of ash and eraoks and stcam that hung over the movement. The mountains
woro 20t, as fur m anyane know, volcanis, but tho lives of men ax short bosids
tho history of rocks mnd stoms, so they wondared and dobatod.

Afixr soma timo thoy saw on the skyling fumps ko the keuokles of o giaxt fist,
six luzmps, whero nothing had becs, lumps that might represant objocts th sizo of
largo sheds or souall houses, at that distznse. And ovar the next fow wecks tha
‘Iumps advanced, in smoka d spitting sparks, rogularly and slowly, sida by sids,
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Dragons’ Breath

Onoa upom 2 time, in 1 villago in 2 valloy suroundod by high mountains, lived &
Samily with two sans and 2 danghtcr, whoss names wors Harry, Jack and Bva. The
village was ax. the lowsr slopos of the mountains, md in the docp bowl of the
vallcy was a Jekz, olcar s crystal on its shoros, and black 25 iuk in its unplumbed
santre. Thick pins forcsts grow in the shadow of the mountain ridges, but tho
villago stood amangst Powary meadows md orchids, and comfickls, not
Tuscious, ut sufficicnt: for the nads of the villagers. Tho peaks of the mountains
wors nssccesible, with bhus ice-shadows aud glittaring snow-fislds. The sidas of
the mountain wars soorcd with long descanding chamcls, liks the farows of
s manstrous plough. T Englnd the circular improssions around cartzin hills
ar aseribad to the coiling grip of ansiant dmgans, md in that country thors was 2
tals that in some primval time the channcls had ben cut by tho descent of giant
worms fram the poaks. In the night, by tho fir, pararts Fightoncd childrn
ploasurably with talcs of the flamning, cavorting descantof the dragons.

Barry, Jack andl Bya. woro 2ot affaid of dragans, but thoy wers, in their diffarcnt,
ways, afruid of borcdam. Lift in that villago ropeatcd tsclf, gencration. aftar
goncration. Thoy were bom, thoy becams lovors, thoy bosams paramts and
prandpurcats, thoy dicd. Thoy wors somawhat, inbrod, to ol the truth, for th
‘outsids world was far away, and hard to rcach, md anly & fow tradars camo and
wort, in the summer manths, ircgularly. Tha villagers mads & cartain traditional
kind of rug, om handlooms, with & certain limitcd rangs of colours From vegeizble
dyos thoy mads themsclvos — a blood-rad, & dark blus with 2 hintof grocn, o saudy
yellow, 2 charcoal black. Thers wars & few traditiona] designs, which hardly
Varicd: s branching tres, with fuit lik pomogranzis, md roosting birds,
samowhat liks pheasaats, ar & mors abstract geamcirical desige, with discs of ons
colour threadad an 2 crisscrossing wob of mother on the ground of  third. The
ruge wors om the wholo mads by the wome, who also cooked and washod. The
men looked aftar the livestock, warked the ficlds and mads music. Thoy bad their
‘own musical instrumat, 2 wailing pipe, not fund anywhers clec, though most af
thom had not traveled far anough to knovw that.

Harry was & swinsherd mnd Tack dug in the ficlds, sowed and harvestad. Harry
had 2 particular ficnd amomgst the pigs, a young boar called Baris, o sagacious
creature who mads cumning cecapcs and dug up unsxpcctod traffles. But Bori
playfulnces was not mough to mitigats Harry's provailing borodom. He drcamed
of grat citics boyand the mountain, with stroaming crowds af ungent peoplk, all
diffirent, all busy. Jack liked to sog the o ams up, grom spikes i the black
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but thess wers futilc, and cams to nothing, Thoy discusscd aleo th lins of the
creatures* asvane; whther it crosscd the village, or whethar it might be projectcd
o pase by it an ons sido or anathor. Afirwards ft might have beon sy to agroe
that it was always clcar that the village stood squarcly in th path of that taibls
dssccat, but hope mislads, and instia mislcads, md 1 s hard to imaging the
vanishing of what has sccacd 25 stablo 2 stoms. So the villagers lof it very Joto to
mmoks 2 plan to vasusts their villags, md i the md o uericdly and mossily,
running horo and. thrs in tho stizk and smoks of that bad breath, ensizhing up
their belongings, putting them down. and suatching up othors, scxthing liks an
ants’ nost. Thoy an into the forsst with sacks of corn and cooking pots, with
Hathor-beds and sides of basan, compleisly bowildared. by the proscase of the
Ioathsoms creaturcs. Tt was not cloar that tho worms cxactly sew the buman
beings. The burman beings wers nt on their scals, 2s small araturcs that ihabit
‘our scalps, or burrow in the salad Javes wo cat a0 mot: visibl to s, and we taks
1o account af tham.

The villagers' if in the forost bosams manstomons, boring van, singe
borcdom is possible far buman beings in patchcs of fodium between cxcrtion and
tomror, Thoy wers very cold, ssporially at night, thoy wors hungry and their
stomachs were constantly quezsy, both with foar and with their ramshacklo dict.
They know they wors beyond the perimctor of th worms' broath, and yot thoy
smclt its foul odour, in thrir dreams, in the curl of smoks From thir camp-Fircs, in
rotting Icavcs. Thoy had watchrs posted, who wers placed to be ablo fo sco in the
distancc the outling of ths village, who saw the ling of gross hads advancing
imperacptibly, who saw busts of suddon flams md spurts of demse smoks that
rmust have e the kindling of houscs. They wer watching the dostruction af
thoir warld, and yot thoy &t o kind of comi which was part of all the othcr
distross thoy filt. You might sk ~ whore woro the knights, whor wors the
wazriars who would at Joast rids out and try to put m amow or 2 bullct through
thoss drooling yss. Thors was talk of this round tho camp-fircs, but no herocs
sprang up, and it s probablo that this was wiss, that the things wors invalnorable
o the pingrick of humen weapoms. The cklsrs sid it was best o Ict things go by,
for thoes huge bodics would. bo almost 2s noisoms dead 28 alive in the villag
midst. The oM wornen said that old talos told that dragons’ breath prralysed the
will, ot when thery wers asked far prastical advics, oW, thoy had nams to offr.
You could wazt to kil yoursclf, Eva firund out, becmss you wers skoping o
treo Toot, an. the hard pround, which prosscd into your fcsh md bosams an
xcruciating pain, boring in both scascs.

Barry and Jack finally wont with soms other young men, out i the dircction of
tho village, 1 scc from closs quartors the naturs md et of the dovastation.
They firund thoy wers walking towards 2 wholo wall of ovilsmolling smoks and
flams, catending across acres of pasturclund and comficld, behind which the great
crag ks protuberances of tho hoads oould b sccn, furthor apart now, moving on
ko th hads of water ot the mouth of 2 flooding deka. Jack said to Harry that this
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witherut hesitation ar devistion, down th mountainside. Behind cach Tump trailed
2 long, unbending tubc, as  wars, or Furmow-ridge, or carth-wark, saming over
tho crost of the mountzin, over the rim of their warld, pouring slowly on and
down.

Some brave men wert out to prospect but were forced beck by clouds of
scalding stram and showars of buming grit. Two ficnds, bold huntors both, wont
out and nover rumed.

Ono day = woman in hor gandon said: — ‘It s almost s though it was not
Iandslidos but creaturcs, great worms with fat hoads crocping down o us. Great
£, nodding bald hoads, with knobs and spouts and wholks and wharls on tham,
and nasty hot wot oycs in great caverns in their moddy flosh, that glint blood-rod,
twrelvs cyes, can you scr them, and twolve hairy nostrils on blunt suuts mado of
gy mul’ And afr conversstions and comparisons and pointings and
dcsariptions thoy could all scc them, and they wors fust 2s she said, six i, lolling,
Ioathsoms hoads, trailing havy bodics s long m the road From thir village to the
ot trailing them with difficulty, oven with pain, it soumed, but unrclenting and
dealy slow.

Whan thoy were nsarer — and tho slowncss of thrir progross was dramliks,
wnreal ~ their great jaws could b sco, jaws wids 25 whalos and armed with
scythe-like horny ar ity cdgo ks 2 tariblo beak ith which thoy cxsavated and
swallowod a lnyor af the carth mud whattver was o it — bushos, finces, hrystacks,
Fruit trocs, 5 coupls af goats, » black ad whits cow, & duckpand nd the lifs i it.
They sucked and scythed, with 2 soughing aoisc, mnd thoy spat out fins ash, ar
dribblcd it from the lips of the txreiblo Juws, and it scitled on cverything, As thoy
appronchod, th cloud of 2sh cams befors tham, xnd scitled o overything in the
houscs and gardzns, coxted the windows, filmed the walls. 1t stazk, the ash, it was
nspoakably foul. At first they prumblod md dusicd, and then they gove up
dusting, for it was 1o uss, and bogan to b afid. Tt was all so slow that thero was
2 period of unreal, half ttillating far, bofors the real, sick, pazalysing foar took
hold, which was whn the crcaturcs wers closs coough for men and women 1 sco
thsir cycs, which wors rimmed with 2 gummy discharge, like molting rubbar, ad
thoir tongue of fams. Tho tonguss of flams wors nothing lks the brave rod
banners of paintcd deagons in churches, and nothing Jiks th Aaming swands of
archangels. Thoy woro moltcn and loling, coverod with a loathery transparcat skin
thick with crimson warts and tasto-buds plowing liks coals, tho sizs af cabbages,
slvcring with sams sulpburous glus and stinking of dospair and mdlcss deoay
that would nover b oloan again in the whols i of the warkd. Thir bodics wrs
ropulsiv, o thoy humped and shithorod and crushed, slow and groy and
indiscriminats. Their faccs wors too big o bo scan as faoes — only idmtificd in
parts, susccssively. But tho stch was the warst thing, and the stonch induccd
foax, then pani, than 2 atalistic tremor of paralysis, liks rabbits befirs stoats, ar
mice befirs vipas.

T e i A T R
dostroyed. They discusecd alon cxpodicats for diverting, or damnging the worms,
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“You ars a wisc oreatars,' said the Old Women. *That is what stariss ar for.
And after, wo shall scs what we shall scs.” S sho told.

The brief story of the second Princess

‘Whan ths scoand Princoss realiscd that the first was not roiuming, sho too sct out,
andd e, identical probloms and plossnrcs, and st down on the sams stons, ad
realiocd that she was canght in the same story. But boing o detmined young
woman sho dogided to outwit tho stary, and wert on, and aficr muy advarturcs
was able to maich tho single silvor bind in hor ncst of branches and rotum in
triumph to hor Fither's palace. And the old wizard told ber that she must lght the
branshcs and bum the bind, md althugh she flt very uncasy about this sho was
dctormaingd.to do o sho sbould, so she it the firc. And the ncst and the bird wors
camsumsd, and 2 new glorigus bird How up from tho canflagration, and swopt the
sky with its Flaming tail, and cvorything was blus, 2s it had onc bean. And the
Erinccss bocame Quecn when ber parcots diod, and muled the poopls wiscly,
although thoy grumbled insossantly bocauss thoy misscd the varicty of saft and
sharp grecas they had ancs beon ablo to scs.

The brief story of the third Princess

As fir tho thind Princess, whon the bind flamsd across the sky, sho weat into the
orchard and thought, [ have no nocd to go on 2 Quest. T have nothing 1 must do, T
can do what T liks, T havo mo stary. And she el giddy with the copty spaco
azound her, 2 not etircly plassant fecling. And 3 Fisky litls wind got up and
rufflod bar haie and har poticosts and blow bits of blossom all over the blus sky.
And tho Princss had the idca. that sho was tosscd and blown ks ths petals of the
charry-trecs. Then sho saw . old woman, with o busket, at the patc of tho
orchard. So shs walkod towards her and whan sho got thers, the Old Woman told
b, straight out,

“You ars unhapy beomuss you have nothing to do.

S0 tho Pringces saw that this was & wisc oM woman, md mswered politcly that
this was ndeod the case.

I might help,’ said the Old Womm. ‘r 1 might not. You may look in my
basket!

In tho basket wors 2 magic glase which would show the Brinccss har trus love,
wherover ho was, whatover ho was doing, and 2 magic loom, that mads tapstrics
that would live on the walls of the palacs chambers 25 though thoy wars thickets
of singing birds, md Forcst ridos Ioading to the cdge of visian.

“0r 1 could give you a thread," said the Old Woman, as tho Prinsces hositated,
for sh did not want 1o sec har trus love, not yot, not fust yot, b was the end of
storics nt begun, and she did not want to maks magic Farcsts, she wanizd to sco
real onss. So sho wetzhod the old ledy pick up from the grss the md of what
appearc to b ons of thoss long, trailing gossamer threads It by baby spiders
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tho Pringoss, tolling the story, flt purs ploasurs in griting it right, making i just
so, finding the right word, md ovon ~ she want so fur — th right gesturs o throw
shadow-branches xnd shadow-figures across the fickoring firlight and the yllow
pool of candlelight o the wall. And when she had finished thers wes all kinds of
applause, hormmions wing-scroping, and claw-tpping, md rustling and

“You aro & bom storytoller, said the old lady. “You had the sase to seo you
wors canght in  story, and the scosc 1 sco that you could change it to anothcr
ons. And the special wisdam to recogniss that you arc under & cures ~ which is
also o blessing — which makss the story mors intoresting to you than the things
that maks it up. Thoro 2ro young women whe would noyer havs listmed to the
creaturcs” talos mbout the Woodman, but insisicd on fnding out for thamschves.
And maybe thoy would have becn wiss and maybe thoy would havs boz foolish:
that is theér story. But you listznod to the Cockrozch md stopped zsids and cams
hore, whors we collcct storics and spin storics mnd mend what wo cxn and
investigatc what wo can't, and live quily without striving to changs the wark.
W havo no sty of our gwn here, wo ars o, s old women aro fros, who don't
hays to worry abont: princes or kingdoms, but dance alons and teks an infarcst i
tho craturss.”

“Biut—* said the Princces, and stoppod.

‘Butr*

“Blut th sky is still groem and 1 haye Failed, md told the story to suit myscl.

“The groen s & vary beautiful colour, or 2 very boantiful raage of colours, T
think," said tho old Jady. ‘Hor, it gives us pleasurs. We writo somge sbout
grecances and maks tapestrics with skics af overy possibls grozn. 1t adds to the
boanty of the nowt nd the lizand. The Cockroach finds it restiul. Why should
things bo 15 thoy always wor?”

“The Princess did mot know, but folt ushappy. And the creaturcs crowdsd roumd.
o cansolo hor, and porsuads her to livo quictly in the litle bouse, which was what
she wantzd to do, for sh folt she had coms homo to whors she was fos. But she
was worricd about th sky aud the other princsscs. Then the Cockraach chirped
o the old lady:

“Tell us the rest of the stary, 1l us the md of the story, of the shory the Princose
1

o was freling docidsdly better alroady, his scgmonts wars cascd, and ho could
o almost voluptuusly.

Wl caid the old lady, ‘this is the story of tho cldest Prinsess. But, o you
percipicatly obsorve, you can't have the story of the oldest, without the siarics of
tho noxt two, 80 1 will ol you thoss stariss, or possible siarics, for many things
may and do hagpen, storics changs thamschvcs, and thoss storics ars not historics
andd have not happencd. So you may beliovs my bricf storics sbout the middls ons
and the youngest or nof, 2s you choos.'

L alwmys boliove stories whilst they are boing fold, ssid the Cockrazch.
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Dragons’ Breath

Dragon, from Die Bilder rur Bibel, Matthius Merian, 1593-1650
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travelling om the sir in the sarly down. But it was us strong 2s linon thread, xnd 28
fine 25 silk, and when the OId Woman gave it a litls tug it tngged tight and could
bo secn to run zway, out af the archard, over the meadow, into the woods and out
of sight.

“You pather it i, said tho Ol Wornan, ‘md sco whero it tzkes yon.

The thrend. glittored and twistad, and the Prinsess bogan to roll 1t ncatly in, and
ook & Fow stops along t, and gathercd it and rolled it into 2 bal, and followed &,
out of tho orchard, across the meadow, and into the woods, md . . . but that s
another stary.

“Toll mp om thing," said tho oldost Prinsess to the Old Woman, when thay hed all
applaudod hor story. Tha moon shons in an emarald sky, aud all the creaturos
droweod and rustled. “Toll mo ans thing, Was that you, shead of mo i the rozd, in
such 3 burry?”

“Tharo is always an old womm ahoad of you on a journoy, md thero is always
a0 old worman behind you too, and they are not always the szme, md may bo
Harful or kindly, dangerous or delightful, ms the raud shifis, md you speed along
it. Certainly T was ahoad of you, and behind you too, but 2ot only 1, and not only
28 Lamnow.

1 am happy to bo hero with you as you aro now.

“Then that is 2 good place to go to slovp, and stop tolling stories until tho
‘marning, which will bring its own changes.

S0 thoy went: to bed, and slopt until the sun streaked the mple-groen borizon
with grasoy-gollan light.
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“Did you speak?” the Princass sked the Cockroach in 2 whisper. And i rustled
back:

1 havo lived in his houso, which is 2 fikhy place and full of ampty boer-casks
and broken bottles. Ho has fiva young wives buried in the garden, whom bo
attacked n his drunken rage. Ho dogsn't kil them, he weaps drken toars for
them, but they loso their will to live. Koep away fum the Woodsatier, if you
valus your li."

The Princass found this hard to believe of the Woodsutier, who scomod so
Tivoly and wholosomo. Sho ovan thought that it was in the creatures’ interust to
provent. har From lingering with other bumans, but novertheless their warning
spoks to something in hor tht wanted to trave] axwards, so sho cropt quictly away
again, md the Woodsutiar nover know she had hoard his song, o soan him
standing there, looking so handsora, loaning on his &,

“They went:am, md thay wnt. an, deeper into tho Farost, md the Princess bogm.
o hunger most terribly for broad and butter, touched perhaps by the Woodoutier's
g, Tho berrios sho ato tasted moro and mars watsry and woro handar md harder
o find s tho Forost grow demser. Tho Cockroach seemed. inanimats, perhaps
oxhaustnd by its et at speoch. The Priness falt bound to huzry, in caso its lifo
was in danger, md the other cresturas complained from fimp 1o fime of har
clumsingss. Ther, ano ovening, at the momemt when the sky was taking on its
dogpust. varsion of the pine-graen that had susceoded dark indigo, tho Scarpion
bogged hor 1o stop and seitlo down for the night, for is til ached intolrably. And
tho Toad added its crosking voise, and begged for more water to bo poured over
it. Tho Princess stopped and washed tho Toad, and armnged 2 now loaf for the
Scorpian, and said:

“Sometizmes 1 thirk we shall wandsr liks this, apparently going somewhero, in
fuct going nowhere, For the rost of our duys.

“In which case, raspad the Scorpion, ‘mine will not bo very long, 1 fear.”

 kava tried 1o holp," said the Princass. ‘But perkaps 1 should nover heve lof:
tho Road.

‘And then the flzky voice was heand agzin.

If you go om, and turn loft, aud tum laf again, you will sce. If you go an ow."

S0 the Princess took up the basket, znd put her sandals back on her swolla
foet, and went oz, and lof, md lof again. And sho saw, throngh the bushos,
dancing light, vary yollow, very warm. And sho wort: on, and szw, at & great
distance, 2t the end of 2 path knotted with roots aud spatteres with sharp stomes,
‘window between branches, in which  caudlo bured steadily. And although she
had nover in ber cosseted 1ife trvelled i in tho dark, she knew she was seoing,
with 2 hugo samso of hope, ad wammth and roliof, mud o minor fisson of fear,
what countless bemighted trovellers had seen beforo her — though nguinst
‘midnight-blup, not midnight-groen — mnd sho fuk ot ona with all thoso lost
homegomers and sheltar-seckars.

It is not the Woodsutter's cottago?” she asked the Cockeoach. And it answered,
sighing, ‘No, 20, it is tha Last Houss, it is whero wo aro going."
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They traelled in this way for several days, deoper ino the Forest. Tho
croatures told tha Princoss whars to find 2 varisty af nuts, and harbs, and baries,
and wild mushrooms she would novar have found for barsclF, Gns, 2 long way
off thoy hoard. what secznad to ba 2 marry human whistling, mixcd with bind crivs.
The Princoss was disposcd to tur in its dirotion, but the Scorpion said that the
‘whistlor was tha Fowler, and his calls wero designod to antice unwary binds to By
into his invisiblo nsts and to choks thero. Tha Princess, altough sho was 2ot
bird, was fillod with unreasoning far at this picture, ad followed the Scarpion's
instrustions to crecp away, dogper info tho thornbushes. On mnother occasion,
agin ot 2 distancs, sha heard the high, throaty sound of o borm, which rominded
hor of the hunting partias in the Royal Parks, when tho young courtiors would
bring down doer and harvs and fying fowl with their arrows, and the protty
‘maidems would clap their hands mud oxclaim. Again sha thought of tuming in the
dircotion of the sound, and again, the crosturos dissusded her. For the poar Tood,
when o heard the nato of th hor, went: shuge-gry with far, and bogan to
quako in tho buskt.

“That is the Blunter, ha said, ‘who cut 2t my crost with his bunting knife, who
travels through tho wood with cokd corpsos af birds and boasts strung iogsther and
cast over his shoulder, who will aim 2t 2 bright cyo in a bush far purs fun, and
quench 1 in blood. You must keop away from him. So tho Princess phunged
dogpr still into tha thormbushes, though they wars tugging ot har hair and ripping
hor deoss mnd scratching her protty arms aud nack.

And oo day 3t moon the Princess heard o loud, clear voics, singing in &
clraring, aud, posring through a thornbush, saw a tall, brown-skinnod man, 2zked
o the waist, with black curly hair, leaning n & Jong axs, and singing:

Como liva with me aud bo my love
And sharo my houso md shar my bed
And you may sing from davn to dark
‘And chum the cream and baks tho bread
‘And lin at night in my strong arms
Bancath 2 saft gooscfuathar sproad.

The Pringcss was about to com out of hiding — o had such 2 cheory emile, and
such handsoms shoulders ~ when a dry littls voics fn her basket, & voice liks
curling wood-shavings rustling, added thoes linos:

And you may scour and swoep and scrub
‘With blacding hands and arms ke load
And Twill beat your back, and driva

My knotly Fists against your head

And sing again to other gidls

To take your place, when you a0 dead.
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And tho Princuss wet: on, running, and stumbling, and hopping, and sourrying,
andd by and by roached the litls bouse, which was mads of mossy stoms, with
skiz roof over low caves mud 2 solid wonden door above 2 whits stcp. Thero was
good crisp emoll of woodsmoks from the chimnoy. Tho Princcss was suddcaly
afaid ~ sho had pot usod to solitude and contriving md going on — but sho
knocked quickly, md vaited.

The door was opencd by an old woman, deosecd in & scrvicaable groy dress,
with 2 sharp face covered with intricats fins lincs like 2 spider's wob woven of her
histary, which was both resolut, thoughtful, and smiling. Sko had sharp grom
cyos undar hooded, purpls lids, md 2 plaited crown of wondsril shining hair,
irun-grey, silver and bright whito woven topcther. When she opeacd the door the
Erinsces almost fintcd for the wondoeful smoll of baking broad that came out,
‘minglad with othcr delicious smclls, baked appls with cinnaman, strawborry tart,
Just-burned sugar.

“Wo have b waiting for you, said tho OM Wormmn. ‘Wo put the candlo in the
window for you overy night for the last wock."

Shx, took the Princess's basket, ad lod hor fn. Thero was 5 good log firo in the
chirmcy, with 2. bed of scarlot ash, and thors was & long whitc woodon tabls, md
thors woro chairs paintod in dark bright colours, 2nd overywhers thers wers cycs,
catching tho light, blinking md shining, Eycs on the mantelpices, in the dock,
bohind the plics o the shokves, jot-black cycs, gluss-grom cyss, hugs ycllow
cycs, amber cycs, oven rosc-izk cycs. And what the Princuss hed tzkon to bs an
intricate coloured carpct rustled and moved mud shoms with oycs, and rvealed
itclf to bo 2. mass of shifting cratures, snzkss and grasshoppers, bectlos and
bumblches, mice and volos £nd owlcts md bas, 2 weass] and 2 fow praying
‘mantisgs. There wers larger cecatures too — cais and rats and badgors and kitizns
and 2 whitc goat. Thers was o low, peascful, lively squeaking and scratzhing of
tiny voizos, wolooming and cxclaiming, b ons comer was 2 spindlo and in anothcr
was a loom, md tho okl Iady had just put ssido @ complicatcd shawl she was
scochoting from  rainbow-colourcd basket af scraps of wool.

“Ons of you ncods food,” seid the Old Worman, ‘and thres of you nood healing.'

So the Princcss szt down to good soup, md fresh bread, and fruit tart with
clottcd orvam and. & mug of sharp cider, md the Old Womman put the sroaturcs on
tho table, and bealed them in her way. Her way was to maks thom tall the story of
thoir hurts, and s thoy told, sho applicd cintments and drops with tiny fathery
brushcs and litls boms pins, unsurling xnd splinting the Scorpian s til o it rasped
out ths talo of jts injurics, swabbing and stitching the Tond's woundod hoad with
what looked liks cobweb threads, mud unknotting the throads that ctwined the
cockroach with almost invisible books and twezers. Then she asked the Princess
for he story, which the Pringcss told 25 best sho could, living again tho moment
when sh realiscd sho was doomed to fuil, imitating the Scorpian's rusp, and the
Toad's crasking gulp, and the husky whisper of the Cockeoach. She hrought the
dangers of the Forcet into the warm fircsid, and all the creatures shuddered 2t the
thought af the lunizr's arrow, the Fowlar's suare and the Woodman's axc. And
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“Indocd 1 did. T was scroaming, It took you an ags to hear me. Your prodoscssar
‘on this Road sat down just here rathr hrayily whon 1 was cooling mysclf in this
good crack, aud pinched my tail, s you scs.’

1 am glad to havs ben ablo to holp,* said the Princess, kecping = sef distmase.

The Scorpian did not mswar, 25 it was trying 1 raisc ool and move Forwands.
It scamed to move with pain, arching its body and collapsing ogain, buzzing
ccossly to itsclE.

“Can Thlp?" askod the Pringcss.

1 do 2ot supposs you are skilled in hraling wounds such 25 minc. You could
1ift m o the cdge of tho Farost whers 1 might bo in the path of someoms who can
heal m, if ohe over passca this way again. 1 suppose yok ars tsaring blindly along
tho Rond, liks 2l the rest.’

I am o & Ques to find tho singlo ilyar bind in hor ncst of ash- branches."

“You could putms on 2 large dock-leaf, and get on your way, the. [ cxpect you
a0 in o hurry. "

Tho Princoss looked sbout for o dock-loaf, wandering whethor this irascibl
crcaturs wras b fiest tost, which sho was bout to fail. She wiped up another toar,
and phugked o particularly tough loaf, that was growing canvenicatly in reach of
tho Road.

“Good," said the ficres litls brast, maring up and waving its loge. ‘Quick now, 1
distike this bols oxtremcly. Why have you beon arying?"

“Bocausc 1 am not tho princoss who suscoods, but ans of the two who fail znd 1
don't sco any way out. You wan't forcs mo o be discouttoous o you, though [
hays romarksd that your own mazners ars fur foom porfect, in that you have yet to
thank me fir moving the stons, ad you aniar me haro aad thers without saying
“ploasc’, ar cansidering that bumens don't liko picking up scorpions."

She pushed the loaf towands it as sho spoks, md assistod it on to it with 2 twig,
28 dslicatcly as sho could, though it wriggled and sumppod Ruriously as she did.
Sho put it down in tho grass at the odg of the Farost.

“Most scorpions, it obscrvod, ‘hays betiar things to do thin sting at random. If
crcaturcs Tike you stamp oo us, then of courss wo retalisc. Also, i wo find
‘oursclyos baxcd in and afraid. But mostly w have better things to do." It appcarcd
to roflcct for a-mament. f our tails ars not crushed,* it added on & defocted nots.

“Who is i, the Prinsces coquired courtoously, ‘who you think can holp you?*

‘Oh, she is 1 very wisc womm, who lives at the other sids of the Farcst. Sho
‘would kengw what to do, ut she, rrcly Ioaves homs and why should she? Sho has
cvarything sho might want, whers she is. If you wars going that way, of courss,
you could carry ms 5 liile, wntil 1 am rocovered. But you arc rushing hoadlong
along the Roxd. Good-bys.

Tho Princcas was rushing nowhars; sho was standing very still and thiking.
Sh said:

I know that stary too. T carry you, aud sk you, but will you not sting mo? And
you say, no, it is not in my intxrost to sting you. And when we ar going alang,
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old woman, or okl warmen, sho or they wers always very fur shead, znd travelling
cxtrcmcly fost.

“The Forest stretched alomg the Rond. Pals green gledes alang its cdgce, docper
rides, andl davk tanglod patchrs boyond thosc. The Princess could hoar, but nt scx,
birds calling and claticring and croaking in the frccs. And ocsasional buttcrlics
sailed bricfly ot of the gladss towards the Road, busy small scarlct onss, lazily
swooping midnight-blus oncs, and oncc, o handsiwd tramsparont onz, B
shimmering film of wings with two goldon cycs in the wontre of the lowsr wing.
This eresturs bovered over the Road, and scamed o fllow the Prinscss for
soveral mimutcs, bt without ovor crossing soms invisibls barricr botwomn Forsst
and Rond. When it dipped and tumod beck into the dappled light of the trocs the
Erinsces wattcd to go afir it to walk on the grass znd moss, md know sho must
not. She it & littlo bungry by now, although sho had the incrhmustiblo watar-
bottle.

She bogan to think. Sho was by naturs a reading, not a travolling prinscss. This
‘mcant; both that she cojoyed hor now siriding solituds in the frosh air, and that she
had rcad & groat many storics in her spars timr, inchuding soveral storics about
princcs and princcsscs who sct out on Quests. What thoy all had in comman, she
thought to horsclf, was a paticrn in which the two cldor sistcrs, or brothers, sct out
vory canfidently, filed in onc way or another, and wer furasd to ston, ar
imprisomcd. in vaults, or cust into magic skeop, wntil rescucd by the third royal
oo, who did overything well, rostored the st and the scoond, and Fulfilled the
Quost

She thught she would not liks to wastc scven yoars of har bricf o as 2 status
o prisoncr if it could b avoided.

She thonght that of courss she could bo vigilant, md vory courtsous to all
pasecrs-by — most cldcr princcescs’ failings woro fuilings of cowrtosy or over-
confidease.

‘Thers was nobody on the Road to wham she could b conrtzous, cxocpt the old.
‘womar, ar wormzn, bundling along from tims to tims 2 lmg wey ahoad.

Sh fhought, Tam in 2. pattcen 1know, md 1 suspect L hays no power o break it
anal 1 am going to mact 2 tost mnd fil i, and spond soven yoars s & ston.

“This distrosscel hor so much that sho sat down. on & corvenict Iarge stoms ot the,
sids ofthe roud and begm to weop.

“Ths stons scamed to speak to hor in a thin, croaking, dry sart of voics. ‘Lot mo
out," i said. ‘1 cannat gt out.* Tt sounded rritable and mgry.

‘The Princcss jumped up. “Who are you?” she oricd. ‘Whers aro you?

1 an trapped undr this stoms, buzzsd the voice. 1 canmot get out. Roll away
the stme.

The Prinsess put her hands gingerly to ths stoms md pushed. Pinsd udemcath
i, in 2 bollow of the ground was 2 very largs and dusty scorpion, waving angry
pingcrs, xnd somowhat crushed in tho til.

“Did you speak?"
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dropped. drops into the month ad washed away the crust of swnd, rovealing &
Iargo md warty grocn and golden toad, with m umsual floshy crost on s head. Tt
puffcd out its throat and hold up its litlo fingers and tocs to the stroam of waicr.
As the sand flowod away, it could bo secn that thers was 2 e bloody gash an
tho toads hoad.

‘O, you aro hur,” ericd the Prinoss.

T was caught," said the Toad, ‘by 2 M who had boen told that T carry  jows]
of great valus in my hoad. So b dosided to ot  out, But that is anly 2 stary, of
coures, & hummn story told by Greaturcs who liks sticking coloured stoncs on thei
hoads and skins, and all 1 am is Aesh and blood. Fortunatcly for mr, my skin s
mildly puisanous to Mz, so his fingers bogan t fich and puffup, nd 1 was sbls
o wrigglc so hurd that bt dropped me and Jost ms. ButT do not think that 1 have
tho strangth to make my wey back to the porsan who could hoal ms."

“Wo aro travelling in hor dirction, said the Scorpion. You may travel with us
if you carc to. You could travel in this Princess's lunchoon-basket, which is

L yill come gladly,’ said the Toad. ‘But sho must not supposc 1 skall turn into &
handsams Prince, or any such namsmsc. 1 am 2 handsams Toad, or would b, if T
had ot boom hacked at. A handsome Tozd is what T shall remain."

“The Prinscss helped it, with & stick, to hop into hor funch-baskx, and cantimued.
on throngh the Foreet, in the dirsction. indicatod by the Scorpion. Thoy wont
dseper and darker into the troes, and bgen to loss sonss of thoro boing paths
Irading anywhere, The Princcss was a litls tird, but the croaturcs kegt urging her
on, o g0 an 28 fur as possiblc befirro night 1l In tho growing gloum sho almost
put her foot om what lookod like o ball of thread, blowing outin the roots of same
tharny bushes.

The Princcas stoppod and bent down. Sametking wes hopelosely cotangled in
fino black cottan, dragging Heclf xnd the knots that trappod it along in the dust.
Sh kenckt an th Farcst foor and poorod, and saw that it was 2 gimnt inscct, with
s Ioge and its wing-casce ad its belly pulled apart by the snarlcd threads. The
Erinsess, palace-brod, had nover soen such a bezst.

It s & Cockeoch,’ obecrved the Scorpion. ‘1 thought cockroachss wars too
clover md tough o got into this sart of mess.

“Thoso threads s . trap sct by the Fowler for singing binds," obscrvod the
Toad. ‘But ho has anly canght = giant Cockronch."

The Princess discntanglcd soms of the trailing snds, but soms of the knots cut
into the very substanse of tho cresturs, and she foared to damags it forther. Tt
settlcd stoically in tho dust and lot her move it. Tt did not speck. The Prinsces said:

“You had better cams with us. Wo appear to b travalling towards sormeans
who can heal you.'

The Cockroach gave a litlc shudder. Tho Pringcss picked it up, and placcd ftin
tho basket with th Scorpion md the Taud, who moved sway from it fstidionsly.
Itsat, incrt in its covoun of black throad and said nothing.
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you sting ms, akthough wo shall both suffer. And 1 ask, why did you do that? And
you answer — it is my nators."

“You arc & vary loamed young woman, and if we #ere travelling together you
could no doubt fxl] ms mumy instrustive storics. [ might aleo point out that T
cannof sting you — my sting is disablcd by the accidant o my tail. You may stll
find mo ropugnant. Your specics usually doce. And in any cass, you ar going
along this rond, doviating ncither o right nar Joft. Good-bys."

Tho Princoss looked at the Scorpion. Under the dust it was 2 glistening blus-
black, with long arms, finc logs and complox sogments ik o ot nocklase. T
claws mads & arescent bofors it head. 1t was not possibls o mect its cyc, which
was disconzerting.

“Tthink you ars vory handsome.”

“OF coures 1 am. T am quick mud clogant and versatile and delightfully intricats.
Lam surpriscd, howover, that you e sco .

Tho Princcss Histancd anly distractcdly to this last romark. She was thinking
hare. Sho said, mostly to barsol

1 could just walk out af this insenvenicat story and go my own way. 1 could
Just Ioave tho Road and Jook for my own advanturss in the Farcst Tt would make
o difftranss o the Quest. 1 should hevs failed if 1 Tcft the Road and then the noxt
could ect off. Uslcss af ourse 1 got tumcd into stons for leaving the Road.

1 shoruldn't think so," said the Scorpian. *And you could bo very helpful to e,
if you choes, and 1 know quits a. fow starics tod, and holping other croaturcs s
always 2. good idss, according to thom.*

Ths Princces looked into the Forcst. Undsr tho groen sky its greca branches,
swayed xnd ustled in 2 bockaning way. s mossy foor was soft and tmpting
affer the dust and grit of tho Rozd. The Princcss beat down md lifiod up the
Scorpion on fts loaf and put it carcfully into tho basket which had containcd hor
food. Thn, with a litle rebellious skip and jurmp, shs Iof: the Road, and sct ot
into the trecs. The Scompion said sho should go south-west, and that if she was
hrungry it know whers thers was 2 thicket of bramblos with carly blackborrics and
3 treotrunkk with some mmshrooms, so thoy want in scarch of thosc, and the
Prinscss mads her mouth black withont guife assuzging ber hunger.

They travellod on, md thoy travelled on, in & grean-arched shadc, with the
butterflics crowding round the Princces's hoad and resting o hor bai and
shoulders, Then they cams to & shady clcaring, Full of grassy stumps aud old dry
roots, bracath anc of which the Princcss's keon cys defroted 3 kind of struggling
and turbulcnce in the sand. She stopped to soo what it was, md heand @ littls
throaty voics huskily ropcating:

“Watcr, O, plcasc, water, if you can hoar me, waer."

Somofhing cucrusted with sand wes crawling and fopping over the wiry roots,
firur holplces loge ad . Gt ittlo belly. Tho Princcss got down. n ber knccs,
ignaring tho angry hissing of the Scorpion. Two liguid black cyes pocrod at her
out of ihe sandy knobs, and 2 wids mouth oponce tromulously mnd crodked
“Watcr' at bor. The Princces brought out hor incahaustible watcr-bottls and
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The Story of the Eldest Princess
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naturs to suppose human beings, encself o othors, 1o b rospansible for whatover
happens. So thay consulicd the chicf ministers, the privsts, md 2 roprosetztive
sanpls of penerale, witchs and wizrds. The ministors said nothing could bo
dorw, though & contingensy-fund might uscfully bo sct up for when & courss af
ation becam clcar. The pricets counsellcd paticnss and sclf denial, o8 2 gencral
sauztive mesurs, abstantion. fom lontils, and the sansumption. of mars lettuce.
The gencrals supposcd it might help to attack their acighbour to the East, since it
was uscful to have someoms, eles 1o blams, £nd the marches and battlss would
distract the poopl.

The vritches ad wizards an the whols fvoursd 2 Quest. One rathor powarl
and goncrally tacitum wizmrd, who haed intrired vy litl, but aways
susccssfully, in afkirs of Statc, cams out of his szvern, and said that someons
rmust bo scat along the Road through the Farcst across the Doscrt and into the
Mountains, 1o fetch back tho singlo silvr bird mnd bor nost af ash-branches. The
bird, ho added, was kept in the walled gardon of the Old Man of ths Monntains,
‘whor sh sippod From the crystal fountain of 1if, and was guardod by a thicke. of
tharns — poisonons thorms — ad an interlaced ring of venamous fiery snakss. Ho
blicyeed fhat advics could be sought along the way sbout how to cluds their
lancc, but the anly advics b could give wes to koop to the Read, md strmy
nsither i the Forcst, nor in the Descr, nar fa the rocky paths, and always to bo
courtzous. Then be wont back to his cavorn.

The King md Quocn callod together the Council of State, which consistod of
thomeclyes, their danghtcrs, the chiof ministcr and an old duchoss, to decido what
o do. The ministar advised the Quest, since that was & positive action, which
would plocss the poopls, md not disrupt the state. The scoond Princss sxid she
‘would go of courss, and the old duchess wezt: to slocp. The King said ho thought it
should bo dons in an ondorly manncr, and be mather beliovod that the cldest
Erinsess should go, sings she was the first, and could best romermber the blus sky.
Quitc why that mattcred o mch, o ome kngw, but it scomed to, and the cldsst
Erinsess said sho was quits happy to set out that day, if that was what the counsil
blicyoe was tho right thing to do.

So she sct ont. They gave her 2 sword, and an incrhmustible watce-bottls
somomms haid brought bagk fum anothor Quest, xnd 2 packng of bread and
quails’ opge and lotucs and pomegranaics, which did not lust vory long. Thoy all
gathorod ot the city gats to wish ber well, md 2 trumpeter blow 2 clcar, silver

sound into the coaptincss ahoad, and @ ministcr produced & map of the Road, with
ons ar two sketohy patchos, cepecially in the Dosert, whers its undeviating track
tonded to b swallowsd by smdstorms.

“The csst Princess travcllcd quickly coough long the Road. Onse or twico sho
thought sho saw an. old wornan shead. of her, but this figurs vanished at cartain
bonds and shopes of the path, and did not rappear fir sams time, and then anly
briefly, oo that it was novor cloar to the Princcss whether thar was ans, or
susccssion of old womsn. In any case, if thoy wors indood, o ohe was indsod, m
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Onoa upon & tims, in & kingdam between tho sca and the mountains, botwon tha
forast and tha deoart ther lived & King and Quocn with thres danghtzrs. Their
cldcst daughicr was palo and quict, tho secand danghtcr was brown and active,
and th third was om of thos Sabbath dmughtcrs who arc bomny and right and
good md gay, of whom ovorything md nothing was cxperiod.

‘Whan ths cldost Prinscss was bors, the sky was a sposdwall blus, covared with
vory Targs, lazy, shosp-curly whitc clouds. When the secand Princoss was borm,
thors wors proy and croamy mares' tails strcaming at great spocd across tho blus.
And whan tha third Princcss was bom, the sky was a parfetly cloar panc of sky-
blus, with not & cloud to bo scen, so that you might think the bhus was spangld
with sun-gold, though this was zn illusion.

By tho tima thoy woro young womn, things had chingod groatly. When thoy
wors infimis, thare wars 2 scrice of stommy sunscis finged with sca-precn, and
scaweod:groen. Later thers ware, 5 woll 25 the sunscts, dawns, whers tho dky was
‘mackerclpuskored and undorwater-dagpled with lime-greon and bottlo-gron and
other groons too, malachits ad jads. And when they wars moody girls the grom
colours fcked and strcaked the blus and the groy all day long, ranging fom
beomzo-gracns through cmarald to palost: opal-grocns, with hints of firc. T the
carly days tho peopls stood in the strects and fields with their mouthe open, ad
said ob, md zh, in tmes of admirtion and wondsr. Then ons dey 2 amall girl ssid
o har mothor that there had been no blus ot all i threc days now, and sho waxtcd
0 sa0 bhus agnin. And har mother told her to bo sansiblo and paticnt ad it would
blow ovar, and in about 2 manth the sky was blus, or mostly blu, but only for fow
days, and strcaked, aminausly, tho propl now 1 with sguamaring. And the
bius days were furthor aud Rurthor apart, and the precns wers mors and mors
varicd, until a tims whe it bcarms quits dlear that the fundsmental colour of the
sky was o longer what thay still called sky-bhus, but & now oky-groen, 2 pale flnt
grecn somewhers betwvoen the colours which had onca boon applo aud prass and
frn. Bt of courss applo mud gras and i looked very diffarcat against this now
light, and somcthing very odd and diraming heppencd to Jamons aad oranges, and
cncthing mors savage and hectic to poppids nd pomegrmatzs and rips chilliss,

The people, who had at first boon cniransed, became rostive, and, @ poopl
will, blamzd the King and Quoen for th disappearance of tho bhus sky. Thoy sont
doputations to ask far its rohurn, and they mot and muttcred in angry koots in the
Palase Squarc. The royal couple, somsuled sach other, and sssured sach othr that
thoy wers blamclss of grocning, but thoy wers uncasy, s it is daop in human
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And oho said, ‘1 am not what [ was."

And o said, “What is that to me? But you did not come.

And oho said, ‘Ifit is nothing to you, it is mch to ms. Tims has passcd. What is
past is pest. [ st go.
‘And ohs did go.
And that night hc danced with Joanns, the amith's dmughtcr, who had fins whitc,

tocth and litlo plurmp hands ik fxt roschuds.

And tho next day be weat 1o scok the miller's daughtcr and fund hor in the,
chapz] om the hill.

B said, ‘Come down with me.’

‘And shs s2id, ‘Do you hear litlo et litle baro foct, dancing?”

And b said, ‘No, T hear the, sca an. fhe shore, and the zir rnning over the dry
gruss, and the woatheroock grinding round in tho wind.'

‘And ab said, ‘All night thoy danced in my head, round this way and back that,
so that 1 did not alocp."

‘And s, ‘Cams down with me.’

And shc, ‘But o you nothear the dancer?*

And o0 it weat o for  weck or 2 month, or two manths, e dansing with
Joamne, md going up to the chapcl md goiting only the oo answer Fom the
miller's damghter, and in the o be wearicd, 28 rash and handsorme men will, and
said, ‘T havo waitod as you would not, coms now, or I shall wait no mor."

‘And she, ‘How cmn 1 coms if yon canot hoar the littl thing dansing?”

And o said, “Stay with your ltls thing then, if you love it bettcr than me.

‘And ohs s2id nota ward, bt listencd to the sca and the air and the weathoroock,
andd b Ief b,

‘And ho marricd Joanns the smith's dmughtcr, and thore was much dancing at the,
‘wodding, and the pipcr playod, you may beliove, and the drums hopped and rollcd,
and ho skippod high with his lomg lmg; loge and his clover foot and his langhing
mouth and Toanne was quits rod with whirling and twirling, snd outsids the wind
got up and the clouds swallowed the stars. But they went to bed in good spirits
crogh, full of good cidor, and closcd thrir bod-doors against the weather and
wors snug md tumbled in athers.

And tho miller's dmghtcr cams out in the stroct in har shift and bare Foct,
running this way and tht, kolding out hor hands like 2 womm ruming afier
strayod hen, calling ‘Wat a litls, wait 2 litle.' And some claimed © have soe
tiny naked child danging and pransing in front of hor, round this way, back
‘widdorshis, sigring with litls pointy Angers nd with its hair ks  litlo mop of
yollow fire. And same said ther was nothing but 2. bit of blown dust whirling in
tho road, with & hair or two and 2 twig caught in it And the miller's appreatics
said ho had heand litle asked foct patting and dlip-slapping in the loft For wocks
bfirr. And the okl wives and tho bright young mon who know oo bettor, said bo
had hoard mics. But bo axid bo kad hoand mugh mics in his [btims to know
‘what was e was not mice, md be was gensrally Gredited with good sons.
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“What was thatr*

And he seid, ‘Slecplsss nights tll [ coms again.’

‘And sho said, “The price is too high."

‘And he seid, “Tho price i sct, you st pay.”

And sh paid, you may beliove, for h saw how it was with hor, and 8 men burt
in his prids will ko wht he may, #nd b took, for sho bid soa him dence, and
she was all twistcd and tumed fn her mind and horsclf by his pridc and his
dancing,

And b said, if he went away agin, and found soms futurs in any part of the
world, Would she wait till he cams agin aud askod her fither for her.

And she said, ‘Long st 1 wait, and you with & woman waiting in overy part,
‘and & ribbon fluttering in ovory breeze on every quay, i1 wait for you.

‘And he seid, “You will wait."

‘And sho Would not say yos or 2o, tho Would wait or 2ot wait.

And he said, “¥ou arc & wornan With 8 cursod temper, but 1 will coms again gad.
youwillscz.!

And after 3 e, the poople sew that her besuty dimmed, and her sicp grow
crccping, &nd the, did not 1ft her head, and sho grow heevy all over. And sh took
to waiting in the harbou, to sce the ships come in, and though she askod afir
o5, overyons kniow Well engugh why she Wes thers, and who  was she waited
for. But sho said nothing to anyons. Only sho was scctt up on th point, whors the
Lady Chepel is, praying, it must b thought, though name heard hor praycrs.

And aftcr mors tirme, whon miny ships hasl coms snd gang, and others had becn
wrocked, aad their men. swallowsd, but his hed not bom scen or heard of, the
‘miller thonght hs heard. & owl cry, or 2 cat misw] in his barn, but when he cime
thors was 10 onc #nd nothing, only blood on the straw. So ho callcd his danghtcr
andl she, cams, desthly-whitc, rubbing her ey 88 if in slocp, and o skid, ‘Here is
blood om the straw," and shx said, ‘T would thank you 1ot 1 weke ms fum my
good dlsep to tel] mo the dog bas killed & raf, or the cat eaten & mousc hors in the
bam.*

And thoy all saw shs Was whits, bt sho stood upright, bolding her candl, gad.
thoy all wentin agin.

And then ths ship cams bore, aver the lin of ses and into the harbour, and the
young min Isaped to the shars to sco if she Wés waiting, and sho was not. Now o
adl scen her in his mind's cys, £]] round the globs, 88 clcar 8s dcar, waiting thers,
with hor proud pretty fics, #nd the colourcd ribban in the brocas, #nd his heart
hardeitod, you will undcrstand, that sho hed not came. But b did not ask afer her,
only kissod the girls &nd amilod and rén up the bl to his house.

And by and by he sew 8 pélo thin thing creoping elang in the shadow of & vall,
all slow end halting, And he did not know her st fist. And she thought to croep
past him like that, boosusc she was so altored.

Ho said, Yo did not come.

And sho said, ‘T could not."

And he seid, “You sre bors in the street all the sams."
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And b stirred th air, thet was full of things, with his ams, and shufflcd his
cloyer fect among the dust of the dead on the boards of that boat, but all was
hoavy, md would not move, and the waves went rolling pest, ons aftor mother,
after anther, afice another. Thon ho friod to jump in, be says, but could not. So bo
stood till dawn md ot them come xnd go and well in and draw back znd heard
thsir crics md the litls thing that said,

“Wait.*

And in tho dawn of tho nxxt day ho cams back to the village 2 broken men. And
b sat in the squars with th ol mem, ho in the best of his manhood, and his mouth
slckenod and his fios fll away and mostly ho said nothing, cxsopt ‘I can hear
woll casugh' or otharswiss Twalt, thesc two things only.

‘And two or thros or tm years 2go b put up his head aad said, ‘Do you nothear
tho litls thing, dmnsing?’ And thoy said 2o, but he went in, and mads his bed
businssslike, mnd callod his ncighbours and gavs Joanns the key to his sca-chest
and strctohed himsolf out, all thin 25 o was md wastod, md said, ‘En the ad T
waitcdl lomggest, but now [ boar it starmping, the It thing is impatia, though T
hays boan paticnt cagugh.” And 2t midnight ho said, ‘Why, thers you ars, then,"
and oo o dicd.

‘And the roam smollod of aplo blossom and rips zpples togother, Joanns said.
And Toanms, morriod the butcher zad bors him fiur sons md two deughtcrs, all of
thom lusty, but ill-disposcd for dancing.
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So tho millr's dsughtcr an afcr the dancing thing, on through tho strects and
tho squars and up the hill to the chapcl, taring ber shins an tho bramblos and
always bolding out har hands and calling out ‘Watt, oh wait* But the thing danced
on xnd an, it was full of 1, you may beliove, it glitizred and twistod and tursd
and stamped its tiny foot an. the pebbles md the twrf, md sho strugglcd with the
wind in her skitts and the dark in her fuce. And over tho oliff went shr, calling
“Wait, wait," and so £l to bor death on the nocdlc-rocks below and they got hor
back 2t low tids, all bruiscd mud broken, no beautifl sight at all, 28 you may
endorstand.

But whn b cams out into the strect and saw it ho took hor hand md ssid,
“This is bogmse 1 had 2o faith xnd would not belicys in your litlo dausing thing,
But now [ bar i, plain as plain.

And poor Joanns had no joy of him from that day.

And when Toussaint. caras b woks in his bed with a stact and heai ittlo hands.
that tappod, mud Titlo fct that starmpod, all round th ot sides af his bed, and
shill fittle voices calling in tongucs he know not, though e had travelled the
globe.

S0 he throw off the covers, and looked out, and ther was the litlo thing, naked,
and blus with cold yct Tosy with heat so it scomed to him, ke 2 sca fish and &
summer flower, and it tossed its firy hoad and danced zway and b s zhar.
And e carms aftor and he camo o, os far m the Baic des Trépussts and the
night was clcar but thore was o veil of mist over the bay.

"And tho long lincs of the waves carms in from the Occan, ans aficr ancther aftor
another, and always anoths, and ho could sor the Dead, tiding the crests af them,
caming in From augther world, thin and gray and holding out belploss aems, and
tossing and calling in their high voiccs. And the dmsing thing stamped and tossed
‘on and on, aud ho Gams to & bowt with its prow to the s, and when ho cams into
tho boat he fek it was ull of moving forme prosscd. closcly togethrr, brimming
over but unscen.

i s2id thers wore so many Dead, in tho boat, an the crosts of the waves, that
bo &lt 2 pmic of tmor for bing so cuwdsd. For though thoy woro all
insubstzntial so be could put his hand this way ar that, yct thoy packed around
him, and ehrillod theiz ild crics o tho waves, so many, so mmy, zs though the
waks of 2 ship would have nat a flock of gulls calling aficr t, but the sky and the
sca solid with foathers, anid ovory foather & soul, so it was ho said, afier.

‘And o said to th dancing child, ‘Shall wo put t sca i this boat?*

And tho thing was still and would not znswe.

And be said, ‘So fur 1 have come, and 1 am very groatly afiaid, but if 1 may
camns o her, Twill go an."

‘And tho litlc thing said, ‘Wait"

And ho thought af her amng all the others out an the wetse, with b thin whitc
$acc anud ber fat broast and her starvod mouth, and be called afier ber ‘Wait,' and
hir yoios howlod brck liks a ccho,

Wait.*
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‘young brothor of tho lady of tho coffin had boun transformad. So sho fll upon his
groy hairy nock, weoping fright trars. And when hor toars mixed with the salty
tcars that £l down tho great boasts's chesk, tho spell was rolcascd, md ho stood
bofiar, bar, 5 poldan-haircd. young man in hunting-costum. And thoy cmbrased,
for 2 Jomggtim, with Full hearts. Maszwhils the littlo tailar, zided by the little groy
i, had stroked the glase casc coxtaining tho castls with tho two fathors Fom
tho cock and hem, and with 2 strang rushing mnd rumbling tho castle apparcd 28
it rust always have boan, with nobls stairczsos and innumerabl doors. Than the
Tittl tailar aud th lttle groy man unsarke the bottlcs mnd fasks and the liguids
and amokes flowed sighing ot of the nocks of thern, and formed themsalves into
mn and women, butlor and forcster, ook md parlourmaid, all mightily
bowildered to find themechvcs whrs thoy wars, Then tho lady told her brother that
tho il tailor had roacusd her from hor slocp and had killod the black artist and
had won hor hand in marriage. And tho young men said that tho tailor bad offbred
him kindnss, znd should live with them both in the castls and be happy over
after. And oo it was, and thoy did live happily over afier. Tho young man znd his
sistcr want hunting in tho wild woods, and the littlo tailer, whoss inclination did
not lia that way, stayed by tho hoarth md was mary with thom in the ovenings.
Only wns thing was missing. A crafisman is nothing without tho axcrsiss of his
craft. So ho ordared to bo hrought to him the fnost silk cloth md brillimt threads,
andd mads for ploasuro what be had omco ncodod to mekes for harsh nocoseity.
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pase ar two mors and it was wallod with glass 28 yon sce. And my peoplk, the ma
and maidscryants who cams running, ho confincd as you scs, cash in o glass
bottls, nd finally chosod me into the glass coffin in which you fund me. And
now, if you will have ms, wo will haston. from this place, bofors the magicim
rofurns, g ho docs from tims to time, o scs i T have rolmted."

“OF course 1 will have you," said the litls tailor, ‘far you arc my promiscd.
‘marvel, rolcascd with my vanished glass koy, and 1 love you dearly slrady.
Though why you should have mc, simply bocauss 1 opancd th glass was, is loss
clcar to mc altogether, and wher, and if, you ar rostored to your rightful place,
and your homs xnd lands and pople aro again your own, 1 trust you will fecl fros
o recansidor the maticr, and remain, f you will, ks and wnwod. For mc, it is
crongh to have scn the sxiraondinary gold wob of your hair, and to have toushed
that whitcst and most delicate check with my lips.” And you may ask yoursclves,
mmy dear and most innovant roadars, whether be spoks thers with mors gontlacss
‘or cunning, sincs the lady sct such stars on giving hersclf of her own oo will, and
sincc also the sastls with its gandcns, though now measursblo with pins and fins
stitches and thumbraaile and thimbls, wors lordly mud handsars caough far any
i to wish to spend his days thars. The beautifl lady then blushed, 2. warm and
rosy colour in ber whito chocks, and was beare to murmmnr that the spll was as the
ol was, that n kise received aficr the succcasfil disintogration of the glass casket
was & promisc, 2s kisscs arc, whether reccived vohuntarily o involuntarily. Whilst
thoy wers thus disputing, politoly, the moral nicetics of their intoresting situation,
 rushing sound was hoard, mnd 2 melodious twanging, and the lady becams very
agitaind, and said tho black magician was o his way. And our hero, in his tum,
&l dospondont and farkl, for his littl groy mentor had given him oo
instrustions for this overtuslity. Sti, ho thought, 1 must do what T can to protoct
tho Indy, o whom I ows so much, md whom 1 have cortainly, for b, for
‘worsc, relcased. Framm slccp and silnse. Hs carricd no wempan sayc his own shamp
noedlcs and scissars, but it ogcurred to him that ho could make do with the slivers
of plass from the brokan sarcophagus. So ho took up the lmgest and sharpest,
wrpping its hilt round in his Ioather gpron, xnd waitod.

“Tho black artist sppcarcd oo the throshold, wrapped in 2 switling blzck cloak,
smiling most Ferociously, and. the litls tilor quoked and bekl up his splintcr,
thinking his foo would be bound to mot t magically, or frcozs his hand in motion
8 b struck. But ths other mercly advansed, and when ho came up, put out 2 hand.
o touch ths lady, whoroupon our horo struck with all his might at his hoart, and
tho plass splinter ntered deoply and be il o the ground. And bohold, bo
shrivellod and withered undsr their cycs, and became o amall hazdful of groy dust
and glhss powdor. Then the Indy wopt  Jittlo, and said that the tailor had now
tovics sayed hor, aud was in overy way warthy of har hand. And sho clapped e
hands togcther, and suddanly they all ross in the air, man, woman, housc, glss
Tlasks, boap of dust, and found themechves out on 2 cold hillsids whars stood the
original litls groy man with Otto the hound. And you, my sagcious rarsrs, will
haye prrvcived md understood that Ot wes the vory sams bound into which the
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Gode’s Story

Thers was omgo & young ssilor who had nothing but his courago and his bright
oyos — but those wara very bright — and the strangfh the gods gxvo him, which was
sufficient.

Ho was not  good match for mny giel in tho village, far ho wes thought to bo
rush 25 well zs poor, but tho young girls liked to ses him go by, you can boliovs,
and they liked most pecticulacly o scc him dano, with his lang, long lags md his
cloyar foet and his langhing mauth.

And most of all anp girl liked to son him, who was the millar's dmghter,
bomtiful and stately and proud, with thros doop velyet ribbons to b skirt, who
would by no mens lut him sos that sho liked to ses him, but looked sidoways with
glimpy cycs, when ha was not waiching. And so did many another. Tris always so.
Soms are looked af, and some may whistlo fir an admiring glanse till the dovil
pouncos an tham, for so tho Holy Spirit makes, crooked or straight, and naught to
bo dom shout it

Ho camo mud want, the young man, fir it was tho long voyages b was dmwn.
19, b wazt with the whalos ovor tha edge of the workl and down to whara the sen
boile and the great fish move undsr it like drowned islands md the memmaids sing
with their mirrors aud their greon scales and their winding hair, i talks arc o bo
belicyod. Ho wes first up tho mast and shirpest with tho harpoon ut he made o
ey, for the profit was all the master's, mnd so ho cams xnd went.

And whan ho came ha sat in the square and told of what ho had scon, ud they
all listcnod. And the miller's drughter cams, all dean md proud ad proper, and
o saw b listening st tho edge aud said ha would bring her = silk ribban from the
Esst, if sh liked. And sho woukd not sy if sho likod, yos ar no, but ho saw that
sho would.

And ba wont again, and had the ribbon from  silk-merchmt's danghtcr in anc,
of thoso countrics whare the women ars goldon with hair lik black silk, but thoy
ko to sos 2 man dance with long, lang logs, and clover et aud 2 lughing mouth.
And ba tokd the silk-marchant's daughtcr ho would como sgain md brought back
tho ribbon, 2l eid up in 2 porfumed papor, and ot the next villags danss be gavo it
to the millar's dughter and said, ‘Haro is your ribban."

And her heart banged in hor sids, you may believe, but sho mastored it ad.
asked coolly bow much sho was to pay him for it Tt was 2 Jovaly ribbon, &
rainbow-coloured silk ribbaz, such o had never beon seen in thess picts.

And o was very mngry at this insult o his gifl, and said she rmst pay what it
hadl cost her from whom ho had . And sho said,
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En pleine mer, René Quillivic, born 1879
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whils &1l into an uncasy slumber. Fram this T was wakensd by & strang, very
boautiful twanging music, caming From all about me. 1 sat up, and tricd 1o sco
‘what this might b ar mean, and saw the doar of my chamber slowly open. xnd b,
tho strmger, came striding in, dry now, with black curly hair and & dengerous
smiling acc. 1 trisd to move, but could nof, it was a5 though 2 band gripped my
body, and another band was tied about my Face. He told mo that he memt m oo
hazm, ut wes & magisian, who had mads the music play around me, and wished
o havs my hand in marringo and live o my custls, with mo and my brother, in
poase hercaftcr. Andl 1 said — for 1 was parmittcd to uswer — that T had 2o dosiro
for marriage, bt wished o live unwed md happy with my dear brothr and oo
other. So be mswarcd that that might 2ot b, that ho would havs mo whether 1
would oz o, md that my brother was of his gpinion in this matizr. Wo shall sco
that, said I, md be answored unsbashod, with the invisibls instrumcnts twanging
andd humming and jangling all ovor the roam, “You mey sce i, but you must not
ok sbout this or anything that has passcel here, for 1 have silased you as surcly
28 had cut out your tmgus.”

‘Nt day 1 tricd o warn my brother, and it was as the black artist had exid.
Whan 1 opensd my mouth to spoak on this topic it was 25 though my lips wors
sown. topethor with great sttchos in the flcsh, and my tongus would not move in
my mouth. Yot T might ask to have the salt passcd, ar discourss of the ovil
woather, and o my brother, to my great chogrin, noticed nothing, but sct out
blithxly to go hunting with his now fricnd, loaving mo ot bors to si: by th hoarth,
and o el silknt anguish zt what might msuc. All day 1 sat s0, and in the lats
aftcrnon, when the shadows were long on the castle lawns znd the lastrays of the
sun wars brassy and chill, 1 knsw with cortainty that somothing torrible had
happnsd, and ran. ot of the castle, aud away to the dmrk woods. And out of the
dark woods cazms th blzck man, Tcading his horss on. ng arm, ad an the other &
tall groy hound. with the saddsst fce 1 have oyer sean on any creature, Hy told mo
mmy frothor had suddenly gane sway, and would return no mors for 5 groat and
‘uncrtain kangth of timo and had Joft mx, and the cestl, in charge af him, the dak
‘magician. Hs told m this gaily, 28 if t did not rmuch matter whether 1 belioved it
or 1o, T said 1 would by o moans submit o uch injustics and wes glad  hoar
mmy own. voics sicady md confidzt, for 1 frarcd my lips might again bo scwn into
silemc. When 1 spoks reat toars 51l from the oyes of the groy hownd, mor and
‘mare, heavicr and heaviar. And 1 kngw in som sort T think, that the mimal was
my brother, in this meck and helpless form. Then T was angry, and said bo should
nover poms into my housc, nor ams nar mc, with my good will. And b said
that T had porcoived carretly, that ho might do nothing withot my good will
‘which ho would strive to gain, i1 would allow it. And 1 said, this should nover b,
and b must nover hope for it Thon be bocams angry, and threatoncd that e
‘would silcasg mo firover, iF1 would not agrec. 1 said that without my dear brother
T had it carc whrs T was, and mo ong 1 wishod to spoek to. Then ho said 1
should sco whethor that was o0 afier 2 hundred years in & gliss coffin. He mads 2
fiw prsscs and th castlc dirninishod and shrazk, o you sce it now, and ho mads &
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e brcathing, oo that th tailor know she was alive. And b know it is always so,
after all — that the trus adventure was the rclcaso of this slecper, who would then
b his grateul brids. But she was so bemutiful and peacefu] that b was half-loath
o disturb her. Hs wonslaree bow sho had come thers, and baw long ha had bean
thero, and what hor voice would be ks, ad » thousnd other ridiculous things,
whilst sho brenthed in mud ont, ruffling the gokd thrasds of hair.

And then o saw, in the side of the smooth bax, which had oo visible deft or
split, but was whola liks 2 green ice egg, 2 tiny keyhols. And b know that this
was tha keyhols For his wandrous dlicatc koy, and with 2 litla sigh ho put it in
and waitod For what should msuc. As the litls koy slipped into the keybols and
‘melted, 25 it scamed into the glass body of the casket, so for & mament the whale
surfucs was parfpetly closed and smooth. And ther, in 2 very ordcrly way, and
with & strangs bell-Tiks tinkling, the coffin broks into o collection of long icicle
splintcrs, that rang and vanishod g they toushod the carth. And the slecper opaned
her oyos, which wore 28 bluo as periwinkle, or the summer sky, and the little
‘ailar, because ba know this was what ho must do, bont nd kissed the pecfect
chack.

“You must be the oo, said the young womn, ‘yon must be the onc 1 have
bom. waiting for, who must rolkase mo from mchentment. You must bo the
Prince’

“Ah 2o, said our hero, ‘“there you aro mistaken. 1 am no mors —zad ndeed 20
Toss —than 2 fing crafisman, & taikr, i scarch of work for my hands, hongst work,
to kaep me aliva.’

Then tho young woman lughed marily, her voics strengthening afice what
st have buen years of silance, md the whole strangs cellar rang with that
Ianghter, mnd tho glass fragmants tizkled liks broken bells.

“You shall hav mough and mors than crasugh, to kaep you alive fraver, if you
help mo out af this dark place, she said. ‘Do you sec that bemutiful castle Tocked
in plass?’

“Indoed I do, and marye] st the crat with which it was mad.”

“That was mo carver's ar minisburist's craft, but black magic, for that vas the
castlo in which 1 lived, and the forests and meadows round it ware mine, whero I
roumed Froaly, with my beloved brothar, wntil the black artist came oo night
secking shelter from foul weather. For you must know that 1 had 2 twin beother, 1
boantiful g the day, and gantla 28 2 fawn, and wholssoms @ new bread and
butter, whase compary pleased mo so much, 25 ming also plesed him, that wo
swre an. aath naver to marry but to live forover peaccfully in the castle, and hunt
and plzy topsther the livelang dxy. But when this stranger knocknd, in & howling
gals, with his wot bat and clowk pouring rainwater and his smiling mouth, my
beother inviicd him in sagerly, and gave him meat and wing, and @ bed for the
night, and san with him, and played cards, and szt by the fire talking of the wide
world and fts adventures. As [ was not pleased with this, md indoed 2 Jitle
sarcowful that my brothar should. tzko plegsurs in another's company, 1 went to
od carly and Tay listaning to the West Wind howling round tha turrets md aficr
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The Crystal Coffin, 1.1, Fard, 1892
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The Glass Coffin

Thers was omce it tailor, 2 good and nramarkabla man, who happencd to be
journeying through o forcet, in search of wark parhiaps, far in thoss dzys man
ravellod great distances o mako 2 mengrs living, and tho services of o fin
crafisman, Tike our hero, woro lose in demand than cheap and cobbling hasty wark
that fixed il and lustod only friafly. Ho bolioved bo should cam aoross someoms
who would want his skills — ho was m incumble optimist, and imagined &
fortunato meeting around avary comer, though bow that should came shout was
hard to sco, 28 bo advanced Futher and farthar into the drk, demss troes, whors
van tho moonlight was split into dull litlc nedles of bluish light on the mose, not
emamgh to see by. But b did come upon the littls houss that was waiting for him,
in 2 cloaring in the depths, and was chaarad by tho lines of yellow light he could
seo betwomn md under tha shutters. Ha knogkod boldly on the door of this houss,
and thero vas o rustling, and cresking, and the door opensd a tiny srack, and thors
stood  litls man, with 2 fase 2s groy o moming ashes, mnd o long woolly beard
tho sams colour.

‘1 am o travellar lost in tho woods, ssid the Titlo tailor, ‘and 2 mustor
crafisman, secking work, if auy is to he found."

1 have 2o ncod. for 2 mustor crafismen, said the fittle groy man. ‘And T am
affaid of thiovos. You cannot com in hers."

I 1 wers 2 thisf 1 could have forced my way in, o aropt soorctly in, said the
Tittle tailar, ‘Tam an honost tailar in nsed of holp."

Now behind tho litls man stood & grext gray dog, o tall as ba was, with rd
oyos mud hot broath. And at first this beast had mads 2 low giming, growling
sound, but now o hushed his threateming, and waved his til slowly, and the littls
groy man said, ‘Otto s of the opinion that you are bomgst. You may have 2 bed far
tho night in rotum far an homsst ovaning's work, for help with cooking and
cloaning and what must ba proparcd in my simplo bome."

So the tailor was lat in, and thera was & strange bouschold. Tn a rocking chair
stood & brilliantly coloured cockerol and his purs white wifs. In the fire-comer
stood 2 black-and-whit goat, with knobby litle harns and eyes liks yollow glass,
and am the heath lay & vory lazge cat, s multi-coloured, muzy-patiarned brindled
cat, that Jooked up at the little tailar with oyws liks cold grean jowls, with black
slits for pupils. And behind tho dining table was & dalicste dun cow, with milky
brcath aud @ warm wet n0so and coormous soft brown eyes. ‘Good morning,' said
tho tailor to this company, for be belioved in good munners, and the croatures wars
survoying him in a judging and intolligent way.
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andd b thought he could ngver find his way back s ho must perforcs push on and
seo what Jay in store. Tt took all the courage he had to thrust his head md
shoulddars into the mouth af that entranse, but ho closed his eyes ad twistcd and
turned and afice o tims tumblod out into 2 great stoms chamber, lit with 2 soft light
of ts own that dirmmed the litter of his shining key. ¥ was 2 mirals, ho thought,
that tho glass had not shivared in that tight struggle, but it was 2s cloar and brittlo
28 over. So ba Jooked sbout hir, and saw threo things. Tho first was 2 heap of
glass bottlos and flasks, all af tham coverod with dust and cobwobs. Tha second
was & glase dom, the siza of & man, and @ lttlo taller than our horo, And the third
was 1 shining lass coffin, lying on a rich velvet pall an 2 gilded trostic. And from
all thess thinge the saft lEht proveoded, like the glimmering of peacls in the dopth
‘of watcr, liks the phosphorcscant light that muves of iteclf an the night surfscs af
southam scas, ot shings round the heaving shoals, milky-whits oyer their silver
darta, in our own dark Chamncl

Well, ke thought, ane or all of thess is my advonture. He looked at the bottlcs,
‘which were many colours, rod and groan anud bhus and smoky topaz; and containcd
wisps andl rinsings of nothing much, o sigh of smoke in anp, & rocking of
spiritugus liquid in ancthor, All wars corked snd scaled, md ba was too
circumspect to break the scals tll ho saw bettar whero ho was and what was to do.

o movad on to the doms, which you must imaging Jike the magis covars you.
have scan in your drawing-room wnder which dwel all sorts of brillisnt littls
birds, o natural as Jif o their branches, ar flights of mysicrigus moths aud
butterflics. Or maybe you have soan 2 crystal ball containing 2 tiny houss which
you can sheks to froduca 2 brillimt suowstarm? This dome contained & whols
castle st in & boantiful pack, with troos md taracos aud gardens, fishpools and
climbing roscs, and bright banners hanging limp in its many turret, It was 2 brave
and beautiful plase, with innumerblo windows and twisting staircascs and 2 lawn
andd 2 swing in 2 treo md ovorything you could desiro in & sprcious and desirzble
residonse, only that jt was all stll and tiny coough to need 2 mugnifying gluss to
seo the intricasies of its carvings and apputensncs. The litls tailor, o 1 havo told
you, was first and. forcmost 2 crafisman, and b stared in wondsr at this beautiful
‘model and could not begin to imaging what fins tools or nstruments had carved
and wrought it. Ho dusicd it o littls, to marvol bottor, and thon moved on to the
glass coffin.

Hava you remarked, whero a Exst-flowing stroam cames to 2 littlo fill, how the
racing watcr boomes glassy smooth and undsr it the long fins threads of the
watcr weod mra drawn alomg i its stll-saaming race, trombling 2 Jitls, but
strctohed out in the flow? So under the surfuce of the thick plase lay 2 mass of
lang gold threads, filling in the whols cavity of the box with their tums and
tumblas, so that at firet tho litlo tailor thought be had come upon 2 box ful of
sun. gold, to maka cloth of gold. But then batwesn. the funds he saw & facc, the
‘most beautiful fuce he could hevo dremed of o imeginod, 2 stll whits Facc, with
lang gold leshas on. palc checks, and & parfct palo mouth. Hor gokl hair lny round
hior ke 2 martle, but whero its strands crosscd hier faco they stired 2 litle with
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“Food and drink you will find in the kitchen, said tha ltlo groy man. ‘Make us
Bt supper and wo will ot togethr.”

So the litle tailor turncd to, and proparad  splandid pie, from flour and meat
and anions ho found thars, and docorated. s top with bemutifully Formed prstry
Icavas and flowers, fur b was 2 crafisman, oven if ho could not excroiss his own
craft. And whilst it was cooking ha lookod about him, and brought hay to the cow
and goat, golden com. to the cock md hen, milk to the cat and bones md met
from his cooking to the great groy dog. And whan the tailor and th littls groy man
word consuming tho pis, whoss warm smell flled th litle bouse, the litls groy
‘i said, “Otto was ight, you ara 2. good and hmest man, md you care for all the
croatures in this place, Jeaving no on unsttonded and nothing undons, 1 shall give
you gift for your kindneos. Which of theso things will you have?*

And ho 1zid baforo tha tailar thro things. The first was 2 litls Furse of soft
Ieather, which dlinked 2 littla 25 ho put it down. The scoomd was o cosking pot,
black outsids, polishad and gloaming insids, solid and cammodious. And the third
was  litlo gloss kay, wrought into 2 fmutestic fragile shope, and glitering with all
the colours af the rainbow. And the tailor looked at the watching animals for
advice, and they all stared bunignly back: And ho thought to himself, Tknow about
such gifts from forest paopla. 1t may ba that the fist is 2 urse which is never
oy, and the scoond 2 pot which provides @ wholesom ma] whensver you
domonnd on in the right way. 1 have heard of such things and met mon who have
boan. paid from such purses and eaten from such pots. But . glass koy 1 naver saw
or heard of and canmot imngine what uso it might be; it would shivr in any lock.
But hs desired the littlo glass key, becmuss ba was & craftsman, and could sec that
it had taken mmstarly skill o blow ] those delicato wards mud barrel, and bosause
bo did ot haye any idea about what it was or might do, and curiosity is 2 great
power in men's livcs. So hs said to tho litlo man, ‘T will take the proty glass key."
And the littlo mun answered, ‘You haya chosen not with prudance, but with
daring, The key is tho kny to an adventure, if you will go in ssarch of it."

“Why not?" replied the tailar. ‘Since thers s 20 usa for my eaft in this wild
place, 2nd singo I heva not choson prudantly.”

Thn. the animals camp closce with thoir warm, milky breaths that smcllod
sweetly of hay znd the summer, znd their mild comfiiring gazo that was not
bz, and the dog lay with his heayy haod an the tailor's foot, and the brindled
cat sat am the arm of his chair.

“You must go out of this house," said the litle groy men, ‘and call to th West
‘Wind, and show her your key, whon she comes, znd lot hor carry you where she
will, without struggls or alarm. If you fight or quastion sho il toss you on the
tharns and it will go ill with you befars you coms out of thare. IF sho will toke
you, you will bo set down. in 2 baro hoath, on o great stme, which is made of
pranitp and is the gato to your sdventure, though it will secm to have bean fixed
‘and umoving singo the meking af the warld. On this stome you must lay a frather
from the il of the cockercl hers, which he will willingly give you, and the doar
will bo opence to you. You must descond without fear, or hesitation, and descend
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Hurthor, and sill descend; you will find that your glass key will shed light an your
way if you bold it befire you. I time you will cam to 2 stong vestibuls, with two
doors Ioading to hramching passsges you must not follow, and @ low curtnined
door loading om aud downwands. You must not tuch this curtain with your hand,
but must Jay on it the milk-whits Feather which tho hen will give you, md the
curtain will bo opened silaatly, by nnsean hands, md the doors beyond it will lio
‘open, and you may coms into the hall whero you shall find what yon shall find.*

“Well, T will adventurs," said the Jitls tailor, 4hough T heve groat faar of the
dark places undar the carth, whers thors s no light of day and what s sbove is
donso and hravy.' So the cock and the e allowed him to tzko o glistoning
burnished black and emerald frather and & saft croamy-whito Foather, and ho bads
themm all goodbyo and went into the clearing, and called to the West Wind, bolding
up his key.

And that was & delightful and most alaeming scsation, when tho long, ziry
azm of the West Wind roached down through tho trecs and cought him up, and
tho Ixayes woro all shivring and claticring and trembling with her passing, and
the straws danced befiro the houss and the dust roso md few sbout in litle arth-
firuntains. The trecs grabbed at him with twiggy fingers 15 ho ross up through
them, hurching this way and that in the gusts, mnd then b ft himeolFheld against
tho inyisibls rushing broast of the long Wind, g sho huriod moaning kg the
sky. Hs rostod his £xct against his airy pillows, and did not cry out ar struggle, aud
tho sighing song of th West Wind, full of fins rain and glansing sunshing,
streamning chouds and driven starlight, netted him around nd around.

Sho put him down as the Jitls groy man had Forctold on o bugs groy granito
stons, pitid and scared and bald. He heand hor whisking and wailing an hor way,
andd b bt down and Jaid the sock-father on the stons, and bobold with a heavy
gromning and grinding the huge st swung up in the ir and down in the earth, 15
though on 2 pivot ar baluse, disturbing waves of soil and heather liks thick sea-
watcr, and showing 2. dark, dauk passago under the heather-roots aud the kuotty
roots of the garec. So in b wont, bravely mough, thinking all the time of the
thickness of rock and peat and carth over his head, md the air in that place was
chill szl darmp anu the ground underfoot was moist and sodden. Ho betbought him
of his fittlo kery and held it up bravely beforo him, and it put out 2 litls sparkling
light that illumincd o stcp at 4 time, silvery-pale. So he me down to the
vostinle, whers the three doars wers, and under the sills of the two great doors
ight sbonc, warm and cnficing, and the third was bokind 2 musty leather curtain.
o touched this loather, just hroshing it with the tip of his saft hen-feathar, and it
was dravn. sway in angular folds ks bat-wings, and beyond & litl dark door Iny
open into 2 tiny hole, into which hs thought he might fust manage to put his
shoulders. Then truly ho was afaid, for his small groy fricnd had said nothing of
this narrow little place, and ho thought if e pot his head in ho might never come
out alive.

S0 b looked bohind himself and ssw that the passags he had fust cams down
was omo of many, all wrinklod and wormy md dripping and tmgled with roos,
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