KissKiss

You see, | wasonly eeven when it began. I'm twenty-three years of age now. Just over twice that
lifetime. But did | know more when | was younger? Was | more wise then than now?

The estate was smdll, and dthough my father was a prince, we were by no meansrich. That is, we had
firesin winter, and furs hegped on the beds. There was plenty of gamein the forestsfor my father and his
fifteen men to hunt and bring home as dinner. We had wine and beer. And in the spring the blossom was
beautiful. And al summer there was the whest, and afterward the fruit from the orchards. But | had holes
inal but my best dress, as my mother did. One day, | would have to have something fine, because |
would need to be married. | didn't question this, the only use | was, being agirl: the princess. Sixteen was
the normal age. My mother said | was pretty, and would do. It wasdl right. And on my eeventh
birthday, my father gave me an incredible present. Since we didn't have so very much, seeingit, | knew,
despite gppearances, he must think | had a proper value. My mother gasped. | stood speechless. | redlly
didn't need himto say, "It'sgold. Gold over bronze. Be careful with it."

| said nothing. My mother said, "But, dearest—"

He cut her short, asusud. "It can be part of her dowry. They're popular in the city. They're lucky,
apparently. You may," hesaid, "throw it up and catch it. Don't rall it dong. It would get scratched.”

"Thank you, Papa."

| held the golden ball in utter awe. 1t was very heavy. It was, | think, for strong young lordlingsto throw
about. My dender wrigts ached from itsweight. But | took it out through the neglected garden, and
walked with it down the overgrown paths, to the lake among the pine trees where, in the worst winters,
the wolves came, blue as smoke, and howled.

I've heard it said that sometimes when aman stands near the brink of acliff, he may think, What if | step
over? Just such an awful thought cameto meas| stood by the lake, which was muddy and rushy in the
summer evening. Suppose | let go the golden ball, and let it roll, scratching itsalf, over into the deeper
water?

No sooner had | thought it than a bird screeched in the trees of the forest on the lake'sfar side. And |
started, and the ball dropped from my tired hands.

It rolled, flush, through the grass, in through the reeds with their dry, brown-purple flowers. | ran after it
dl theway, cdlingtoit, supidly crying, "No, no—"

And thenit did over the water's edge, straight in and down. Under the surface | saw it glimmer for one
whole second, like adrowned sun. And then | saw it no more.

What could | do? 1 didn't do anything. | stood staring after the lucky golden bal, lost in the brown mirror
of water, sobbing.

My father hadn't ever beaten me, at least not with his hands. He had a hard tongue. | dreaded what he
would say. | dreaded what 1'd done. To be such afool.

Gnatswhined in the air. One stung me, and | scraiched my neck, still crying. The scratching made anoise
inmy ear that suddenly said, "Little girl, little princess, why are you weeping?"

| stopped in amazement. Had | imagined it? The voice came again. "Can | help you, little princess?!

No one wasthere. Only the gnats furled over the dry flowers. At the edge of the water, in the shalows,



something was firring.

The sun was among the pines now, flashing. It caught the edges of the ripplesin brassy rings. And two
round eyes.

"Have you lost something precious?’

What wasit? A frog . . . no, it wastoo big. The round eyes, colored like the duller flashes of the sun.
"Y es—I'velogt—my golden ball."

"l saw it go down. | know whereitis"

| thought, blankly, I've gone mad. It'sthe fright. Like the girl last year when the wild horse ran through the
wedding party. She went mad. She was|ocked away. They'll lock me away.

| turned, to rush off up the doping ground, toward my father's disheveled towers.
Thevoicecaled again. "Here | am. Look. You'll see, I'm well ableto go after your preciousball.”
Then | stopped and | did look. And it came out of the water part of theway, and | saw it.

| gave asqued.

It said, "Don't be afraid. I'm gentle.”

It was likeafrog. A sort of little, almost-man thing that was afrog. Scaled, apale yet dark green, with
round, brownish glowing frog's eyes. It had webbed forefeet that might be hands. It held them up. They
had no claws. And in its open mouth seemed nothing but along dark tongue.

| wasterrified. It was asprite, alake-spirit, the sort the old women put out cakes for in the village, to
sop their mischief.

It sad, plaintively, "Don't you want your golden bdl, then?"

My first adult decision, perhaps, was between these two evils. My angry father, and the uncanny creature
from the lake.

"l want the ball."

"If | fetchit," said the frog-demon, "I must have afavor in return.”

"What do you want?'

"To beyours.

It was s0 unequivoca—and yet, as | found out soon enough, so subtle. "Mine? How?'
"To belong to you, princess.”

Wasit pride or avarice, adesire for some power in my powerless existence? To have aspirit asmy
dave. No. | think | only knew | had to get back the ball. And because it hadn't said to me, | must have
your virtue, or, | must have your firstborn child, asin the storiesthey do, | wasjust relieved to say, "All
right. Y ou can be mine. Please fetch it for mel™

After it had gone down, with onetreacly little plop, | stood there thinking I'd been dreaming. | even



started to search about for the golden ball, in case that too was a dream, a bad one.

The sun went into the blacker, lower third of the forest, and the sky above grew coppery. Crickets
started acrossthe fields. An owl called early for the shadows.

Then the water parted again, and up came the necessary golden ball, real and actud and there. It was
clasped by two scaly frog hands.

| went gingerly down and took the bdll, snatched it. | held it to my breast with dl my fingers.

Then the frog-thing's face broke the water. Even then, | could see how sad its face was, the way certain
anima faces are. Its eyes might have been made of tawvny tears.

"Remember your promise.”
llYall

Asl hurried back toward the pile of the house, | heard it coming, hopping, after me. Not looking, | said,
"Go away!"

"If I belong toyou," it sad, "I must be with you. Every minute. Day and night.”

Then | saw, the way the maiden does, alwaystoo late in the tale, what she has agreed to.
"Youcant! You can't!"

"You promised me."

| started to pray then to God, in whom | believed, but from whom | expected nothing, ever. Hed never
answered any of my youthful prayers. And didn't do so now.

But the frog-thing came to me, quite near. It tood as high as my knee. It had frog legs, huge webbed
feet, without claws. Sunset gleamed on its scales. Inits scratch of avoiceit said, "1 won't spesk to them.
| won't tell them you lost the ball. | can do thingsthey'll like. Find things. It will bedl right.”

But | ran away. Of course. Of coursg, it ran after.

In the garden, by the broken statue of agod, an old god even more deaf than God, | had to stop for
breath. The golden bal had weighed me down. | hated it. | hated it worse than the frog-demon. In that
moment | knew, too, how much | hated my father.

The frog had reached me without trouble. It hopped high, right up on the stone god'sarm. And out of its
mouth it pulled amost beautiful flower. Perhapsit had brought it from the lake. Creamy pink, with afaint
perfume, thinner and more fresh than arose.

The demon leaned, and before | could flinch away, it had put the flower in my hair.
| thought, out of my new hatred for my father, Anyway, helll kill thisthing as soon as he seesiit.

| tossed my head, and the flower filled the air with scent. | hated everyone by now, and al things. Let
them dl kill each other.

"Comeon, then,” | said, and went toward the house, and the frog-thing hopped aong a my side.

They cdled it Froggy. That wastheir way. They used to throw it scraps from the table. It wouldn't ever



touch meat. It had alittlefish, and it liked green things and fruit, but | don't know how it ate, for it seemed
to have no teeth. And this| never learned.

In the beginning, they were more circumspect with it—after, that is, the first outburs.

When | cameinto the hdl, the women were at the hearth, and the boy was turning the smdler spit for the
dead hares my father had taken in the forest. The house had a kitchen, but it was used only when there
were guests. Half the time the bread was baked there too.

The owl-shadows were gathering, red from thefire, and one of the men waslighting the candles. Indl
thisflicker of red and dark, no one saw the frog for some while.

| went up to my mother, who was wearing her better hall-dressthat had only one darnin it. She took
hold of me a once, and called her maid to comb my hair.

It was the maid who saw the frog first. She screamed out loud and pulled out aclump of my hair.
"Uh—mistress—ah! What isit?'

| was too ashamed to speak. My mother naturally didn't know. She peered at the thing.

It stood there patiently, looking up at her with its sad face. It had vowed not to speak to anyone but me.
The maid was crossing herself, spitting at the corner to avoid bad luck.

At thefire, they had turned and were gawping. And just then my father sormed in with his men and three
of the hunting dogs, stinking of blood and unwashed masculinity. One of the dogs, the biggest, saw the
frog a once. He came legping for it, straight acrossthe hall. Asthis happened, the frog gave ajump. It
was up atree of lit candles, wrapped there around one of the iron spikes, and the wax splashed its
scales, but it didn't make a sound.

The dog growled and drooled, pressed against the candle-tree, its eyesred, its hair on end.
My father strode over at once.

Hesaid to me, as1 might have known hewould, "Where's your golden bdl, girl?"

"Here, Father."

Helooked at that. Then up the candle-tree. My father frowned.

"By Chrig," said my father.

Although | hated him, hate can't dways drive out fear, aslove can't. Interror | blurted, "1t came out of
the lake. It followed me home. | couldn't stop it. It wantsto be with me."

My mother put her hand over her mouth, a gesture she often resortsto, asif she knows she might aswell
not cry out or talk, since no one will bother.

My father said, "I've heard of them. Water demons. Why did it come out? What were you doing?' He
glared a me. Thismust be my fault. And it was.

"Nothing, Papa."
Hefolded hisarms, and glowered at the frog. The frog eased itsdlf alittle on the stand. Leaning over from



thewais, it bowed, like a courtly gentleman, to my father. Who gave abark of laughter. Turning, he
kicked the dog away. "It'slucky. They bring good luck. We must be careful of it."

He ordered them to carve some of the half-raw hare, and offered it to the frog, which wouldn't haveit.
Then one of the women crept up with acup of milk. The frog took thisin awebbed paw, and had afew
sps. Despiteits frog mouth, it didn't durp.

Oncethey had driven the dogs off, the men stood about laughing and cursing, and the frog jumped onto
thetable. It got up on its hands and ran about, and the men laughed more, and even the women dunk
closeto see. When it reached the unlit candles at the table's center, it blew on them. They flowered into
paeyelow flame,

Thisdrew applause. They said to each other, See, it's good magic. It'sfunny. And when it scuttled over
to me and jumped out and caught my girdle, hanging on there at my waist so | shrank and dmost
shrieked, they cheered. | was favored. They'd heard of such things. It would be a good year, now.

It was. It wasagood year. The harvest was wonderful, and some gambling my father did brought in a
few golden coins. Also, the frog found aruby ring that had been lost—or hidden—by an ancestor in the
house. All thiswas excdlent. And they said, when they saw me com-ing, the demon at my sSde, "Here's
the princess, with her frog."

But that was after. It took them alittle while to be so & home with it. And that first night, after my father
encouraged meto feed it from my plate, let it share my cup of watered wine, when it Sarted to follow me
up the stone stair, where the torches smuittily burned, he stood up. "Put it outside your door," he said.
"Wedon't know it'sclean inits habits." Thisfrom one who had, more than once, thrown up fromdrink in
my mother's bed. Who defecated in a pot, who occasionally pissed against indoor walls. The servant
women being expected to seetoit dl.

When we reached my room, | tried to shut the frog-demon outside in the passage. But it dipped past.

"I must bewithyou," it said, thefirst timeit had spoken sincewe camein. "Day and night. Every minute.”
"Why?"' | wailed.

"Because | must.”

"Horribledimy thing!"

| triedtokick it asde. Did | say | wasanicegirl? | hadn't learnt at dl to be nice, and was amogt as
cardless and crud to servants and animas asthe rest of them.

But it duded my foot, which anyway was only in athreadbare shoe, not booted like the feet of the
dog-kicking men.

It wasn't dimy. I'd felt it. It was dry and smooth, its scales like thin plates of polished dull metd. When it
gprang lightly on my bed, | took off my usdaless shoe and flung it. But the frog-demon caught my shoe,
and put it onitshead like a hat.

At that, findly, | too laughed.

| didn't want it on my pillow. But onto my pillow it came. Its breath was cool and smelled of green
leaves. Inthe dark, its eyes were two small lamps.

It sang to me. A sort of story. At last | lay and listened. The story was the accustomed kind my nurse had



told me, but | was not yet too old for it. A maiden rescued from her brutal father by ahandsome prince.
Even then, evenliking thetale, | didn't believe such men existed. | knew aready what men were, and,
without understand-ing, what they did to women, having seen it here and there, my father's men and the
kitchen girls. It had looked and sounded violent, and both of them, each time, seemed to bein pain,
scratching and shaking each other in distress.

Even so. No one had sat with me and told me astory, not for years.

Inthe night, | woke once, and it was curled up against my head. It smelled so green, so clean. | touched
itscool back with my finger. It was mine, after al. Now | too owned something. And it would talk only
tome.

Already when | look back, my childhood seemsfar away, my girlhood even farther. Old women speak
of themsdlvesin youth asif of other women. Am | so old, then?

During thetimethey dl came quite round to it, and cdled it Froggy, and the Princesss Frog, | must have
been growing up with wild rapidity, the way the young do, every day alittle more.

Whileit performed tricks for them, found for them things that had been lost, seemed to improve the
hunting, the harvests and the luck, | became, bit by bit, awoman. Y ou see, | don't remember so much of
it, because so much was dwaysthe same. It'sdl, in memory, onelong day, onelong night. The incidents
are jumbled together like old clothesin a chest.

| recollect my bleeding starting, and the fuss, and how | hated it—I do so till, but the dternative state of
pregnancy appedsless. | recal the bear in the forest that winter who mauled one of the men, and he
died. I remember the priest coming on holy days and blessing us, and that he too liked to touch the
buttocks of the maids, and once those of the kitchen boy, who later ran away.

The priest looked askance at Froggy. He asked was it some deformed thing from atraveling freak show,
and my father prudently said he had bought it for me, sinceit was clever and made melaugh. Also, he
said, it wasfiercer than the dogs and would protect me. That wasalie, too. The frog was only gentle.
Although, in the end, the dogs respected it and gave up trying to catch it. The biggest dog would let
Froggy ride him, and dl the while Froggy would murmur in the dog's ear. Thiswas after the big dog was
bitten by asnakein the forest, and ran home ye ping, with terror in his eyes, knowing he would die of
snakebite, or the men would cut histhroat.

But Froggy, when the dog fell down exhausted, scuttled over and latched its wide mouth on the bite.
Froggy sucked out the poison, and dribbled it on the floor with the blood. Everyone stood back in
agtonishment, one of the men muittering, stupidly, that if the dog died it would be Froggy's fault. But the
dog recovered, and never forgot.

The women took to tempting Froggy to lick cuts on their hands to make them better. Froggy never
refused. They said it was because they rubbed on honey first. They cdled thisa"frog'skiss."

It never spoke to anyone but me.

And | remember one afternoon, when | had the familiar black pain of menstruation in my belly, | was
lying in the spring grass, and Froggy was Sitting quietly on my stomach, where the pain was, kneading me
gently, until I was soothed and the pain died. The sun wasin the orchard trees, which were just then
losing their blossom, and dl this ydlow-white-green shone behind my frog, dl puffed with light. Thefrog
sang or chanted. Some old tale again. What wasit? A knight who rescued amaiden. | saw for thefirst
time how beautiful it was, this creature. Its amber eyeslike jewd s, the smooth pear shape of itsbody like
burnished, carven, pae, dark jade. The paws that were webbed hands and feet, and had no claws. The



sculpted mouth, with itsrim of paler green, toothless and fragrant. The hedling tongue.
| smiled at the frog, not from amusement, but from love. | loved it. It was my friend.

After this, | seemed to learn things. The meanings of birdsong. The ways of animas, and of weether. |
was more gentle too. Who had | learned that from but Froggy? There was no one el se.

My mother pulled meto her about thistime. She was, despite the luck, still unchilded, and my
always-displeased father had dapped her. There was a bruise under her eye where one of hisrings had
cut her skin. She seemed proud of the bruise, often touching at it inthe hal, asif to show off that her
husband till paid her attentions.

"Look at you, such abig girl. Y ou must have more binding for your bosoms. And you mustn't run about
so much." Sometimes | would receive these lessons; no one else took any notice of her. Findly neither
did I. But now she added, playfully tweaking my ear, Y ou must have earrings. Helll want to find you a
husband soon. HE's mentioned it. A man with land and soldiers. Y ou're apretty girl, if only you'd leave
off these duttish ways. Do you ever comb your hair? I'll send you the girl to brush it every night with rose
al."

| thought of my father, planning to marry me to some large, uncouth and appaling landowner, someone
like himself. From my thirteenth birthday until now, 1'd tried never to think about it. But | wasfifteen. The
awful gppointment approached.

| ran off assoon as | could, the frog bouncing after me like ajade ball—the golden one had long ago
been put into a coffer.

Infact, | don't remember | ever spoke of my troublesto Froggy. He was dways there. Every minute.
Night and day. He knew. And when my stomach hurt he kneaded it, or when | woke crying from a
nightmare he comforted me, or made melaugh. I'll say He, now. | might aswell.

| sat on the old stone horse statue at the foot of the garden, which now | wastall and agile enough to
climb, and Froggy sat in my lap, plaiting for me, web-fingered, acrown of red daisies. Butterflies danced,
and the willows by the lake looked very bright. Later there would be asummer storm.

Froggy told meastory. It was new. A prince was cast into adungeon. Hislady cameto find him and
rescued him by putting magic on the bars.

At firgt I didn't know why the story was s0 strange.

Then | said, "Buit it's the man who rescues the maiden. She'sweak and hel pless. She can't do anything.
Hes strong and clever. It hasto be him.”

"Oh, no," said Froggy. "Not always. A man may be made weak, and overthrown. And do you think men
are so clever, then?'

| shook my head. | gabbled, in sudden horror and fear, -Til have to marry one of them. Hell take me
away." Andthen | said, "He may be unkind to you aswell."

"But | shan't bewith you,” said Froggy softly. "If you marry thisman.”

Astounded, | stared. He raised his wonderful topaz-amber eyes. "Not be with me—but you're dways
there”

"Then, it would beimpossible. Hed kill me, you see. Or I'd die.”



| put my arms round Froggy and held him. He never struggled, as an animal, a puppy or acat, would do.
| laid my cheek againgt the crown of his head, the scales of smoky jade. ™Y ou're my only friend. Don't
leaveme”

"It must be. If you marry the man your father findsfor you."

My tearswould have streamed over him. But | said, at last, "1t won't happen. I'll stay here. | won't be
married. Ever."

| might aswell have said, Night won't fal, or, The sun won't rise tomorrow. Before first bled and ran
about screaming, thinking | was dying—no one had bothered to prepare me; it was Froggy who calmed
me ingtead—before | bled, I'd never have thought such afilthy thing were possible. And with marriage,
the threat had always been there, aslong as | could recal.

My husband-to-be visited us just before Christmas that winter.

Hewas like the bear they said had killed my father's man, and clad in ablack bearskin cloak with clasps
of gold. He had agold stud in his ear too. His boots were legther, his shirt embroidered. His men were
wdl| turned out and well armed. He stank of everything. | can't begin to itemize his smells. He was about
forty, and | nearly sixteen.

I, contrarily, had been bathed in the porcelain chair-bath, and my hair had been washed and brushed with
roseoil. | had on my best, newest dress, without darns, and earrings of gray-white pearl, and aring of

gold.

When he saw me, he struck a pose, my intended husband; he bowed and fawned, asif | were some
great lord, or abishop, or aking. Everyone laughed heartily, and he straightened up, al good nature.

"You seg | likeher. I'll take her." Then he kissed me. He had shaved, but aready his skin was rough and
he scraped my mouth. But that would be nothing.

The dinner was lavish. My frog did wonderful tricks, lighting the candles, cutting afruit with atap of his
hand, finding things people had hidden and juggling the bones of some poor little birds we had eaten.

In the end, we were able to go, the women and Froggy, to leave the men to get spectacularly drunk. My
mother took me to her bower, the shabby room that led from the bedchamber. She sat me by thefireto
pat my flushed face and feed me sugared walnuts.

"What agood girl. Heliked you s0. Oh, it will be alovely wedding. The church al hung with flowers. The
day after your birthday. And you must have three new gowns, your father says. He's a generous man.
And your husband will shower you with thingsin your first months. He'srich. Be careful to please him

and you may even seeyoursdf inglk!"

"How do | pleasehim?' | asked, sullen with terror.

"It'ssmple, child. Never, ever say no. God said women must be obedient. Do whatever your lord wants.
And—well, I'll spesk of that later, your wedding night. But you must aways pretend that you like what
he does. Recollect dways, he's your superior. Y ou owe everything to him."

| couldn't say that he made me sick, that | wished to throw up from hiskiss. | knew about sex, athough
she had tried to hide it from me, as she had successfully hidden menstruation. The thought of that
struggling and grappling and the obvious pain, with him, repelled me so greetly | couldn't even think
about it.



| said, "l see, Mama" And at my feet, thefrog ate alittle sugar, staring into the fire that made his eyes
look, also, green.

When she sent me to bed—I must be at my best to see the monstrous husband off tomorrow; in fact, she
knew my ddighted, drunken father would want intercourse with her tonight—I ran, Froggy in my arms,
and shouted at the woman with the rose oil to go away.

Then, rocking Froggy, | wept, until needles seemed to be drawn through my eyes.

My own fire was out by then. It was growing stedthily and awesomely cold. | said, "Let'sgo into the
forest. Thewolvesmay kill usor well freeze. Let'sdoit. Anything. Anything instead of him."

Therewasalong silence. | heard the stars crackling like icy knivesin the black sky. Then the frog spoke
back to me.

"Theres another way."

"No. No other way. Nothing."

"Y es. Do you remember the maiden who was rescued?’

"Oh, that story—"

"Do you remember the prince that the maiden saved with her love?"

"Shush,” | said. | would say today, But thisistruelife. Thisisreal, and inescapable. Here, there are no
miraclesor magic. Then | said, "Don't talk about those silly things. They can't help me.”

"Yes I'll tell you how."

| held him in my arms and he spoke and | listened. His voice—the very voice he used to charm the dog,
to charm them—scratchy and little, mesmerizing in the sllence.

"A spdl can be broken so smply, princess. Do you love me by now?"

"Yes."

"Then al you need do iskissme. On my frog's mouth. Isthat unthinkable?"

"l had to kiss him."

"I'm not like that."

| looked down at him, my sumbrous, umbrous jewd!.

Hisholy frog face. My friend. "1'd have done it—I just thought you might not like meto—"
"I?" He couldn't smile. Hiseyes amiled, hdf closing, likeacat's. "Do it now," he said.

| never in my life did anything more easily. | lifted him up and kissed him. His mouth was like asummer
leaf, coal, alittlemoist, smelling of fresh salad, and with acrumb of sugar from the wa nuts—sweet.

When | opened my eyesit was because my hands and my arms were empty.

"Who areyou?' | said. | was so afraid, | was numb.



Hesaid, "My God, it hurt so much. Worse than before. Oh, God."

Heleaned on my wooden chair, and then dropped into it. His shining golden hair fell long over hispde
face. | had never seen aman who was so beautiful. Hewasn't likeaman. An angd, perhaps. | heard him
breathing. Presently, in hismusica voice, he said to me, "Little princess, my enemiesworked against me.
They changed me to the form—of what you saw. But your loving kiss—has brought me back. Now I'm
yoursforever, and you're mine."

His eyes, ashelooked at me, were not amber or green. They were very dark, the color of night, just as
his hair was the color of day. His garmentstoo. Fur, gold, sted, gems.

What did | fed? | was excited. | tingled al over. Thefairy story had cometrue.

| didn't need to hear the sound of hoofs below, gdloping, belsringing from the village, to know hismen

were coming, all glorious as he was, washed, perfumed and brave, armed to the teeth. Spell broken, he
could drive the unwanted husband away. And my fathe—he would never cease to be grateful to mefor
thedliance | had brought him instead, this other husband, a prince who had been afrog.

And yet, | went back to him dowly. He was now far larger than |. My head, when he stood up, reached
just below his shoulder. The enormous rings on hisfingerswereicy. He had asmell likefire, not weter.
But it was very cold.

My arms were empty, but he took meinto hisinstead. What waswrong? What did | miss?
Oh, I missed my friend.

There was never such awedding. They still talk about it, seven years after. Of course, | left my father's
house. A bride does. She belongsto her husband. But he owns a princedom. My father cried large tears
of greed as he bade me farewdl.

Theréseverything here. A bed al my own, with a canopy shaped like afirmament and stitched with
diamond stars, adifferent bath for every day of the week— marble, rose quartz, cinnabar and so on.
There are foods, and drinks, 1'd never heard of. He has a menagerie, with lions. His people, now he has
come back, worship him like agod.

It was dmost ayear before he began to eat meat again. Thiswas advised to make him strong, and it
worked, because soon after | conceived achild and it was a son. I've given him three sons now, and my
body has changed shape alittle. This happens. A woman'slot. Sex remainsamystery to me. But yes, it
does hurt.

In our third year together, he struck mefor thefirst time. It was over some small quarrel—I'd forgotten
my mother's rule of obedience. | mean, God'srule. My husband was gracious afterward, said he was
sorry and sent me arose made of rubies, just the color my blood had been from the broken tooth.

Despite the baths, he'sjust alittle understandably lax that way. He smells of health and mest and wine,
swedt, lust, sometimes of other women. From politeness, he says, he shuns me during mengtruation. He
never Sngsto me, or tells me stories, being very busy. He kicksthe dogs.

| don't know why he changed so much, changed spiritua shape as pregnancy and birth physicaly have
dtered me. Was he dwaysthisway when human? Y es, naturdly. A fine, noble, virile man. A prince. He
doesn't juggle, never lights candles himsdlf. Evidently, hésmidad dl the magic.

Every night when I'm alone, asincreasingly now, thank God, | am, in my heavenly bed, | say aprayer for
the one | had. He taught me so much. Hewas my friend, my frog. He never left me. | loved him. Not like



ababy or apet, not likeaman. A unique and crystal love, al shattered now in pieces. | didn't know what
was happening, and he must have suffered, being that other one. And so we wasted it, that perfect time.
Now it'sforbidden to al of usto spesk of it, the period of hislife when he was enchanted. When he was
afrog.

Nevertheless, | dream of it still. Sometimes. All that we did when | was dender, young and free, and how
| loved him s0. And how | lost him forever to that hateful betrayd of akiss.



