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The
Autumn
Castle

PROLOGUE

from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.

Once upon atime, aMiraculous Child was born. That night wasthe last of April—Wa purgis Night—on
the summit of the Brocken in the Harz Mountains. It haslong been thought that the devil holds court on
the Brocken on such anight, but I am not adevil (for that Miraculous Child, dear reader, wasme); | am
the only son of the thirteenth generation of agpecia family. In the dim, distant past, my ancestors bred
with faeries, bringing our family lineinfinite good fortune, but making aterrible mess of our gene poal.

My nameis Immanuel Zweigler, but | am known asMandy Z. | am an artist, renowned; | am wedthy
beyond your wildest dreams, and dways have been, for my family has money in obscure bank accounts
in snigter placesthe world over. | am color-blind, truly color-blind. | see only black and white and gray,
but if you wore a particularly vibrant color, perhgps alittle of its warmth would seep into my field of
vision and be rendered the palest sepia. But | have an extraordinary sense of smell, and” an extraordinary
sense of touch. That iswhy | liketo sculpt.

Y ou may wonder why someone so miraculous has waited until the age of forty-eight to commence his
memoir. Simply, it had never occurred to me to do o, but then the British journalist cameto interview
me. Hewas agenia man. We had agood conversation and then | [eft him with the view from my west
windowswhile | went upstairsto fetch a photograph—I dwaysingst on providing my own photographs
to be published with interviews. | was rummaging in the drawer of my desk in my sculpture room, aroom
| prefer to keep private, when | heard the British journalist clear histhroat behind me.

"Y ou should not have followed mein here" | said.
"Thisisextraordinary," he replied, advancing toward my latest sculpture.
Ah, the beautiful thing, so white and gleaming with gorgeous curves and ghastly crevices.

"It'scaled the Bone Wife," | told him as heran hisfingers over her hips (she only exists below the waist
at present). | was amused because he didn't know what he was touching.

"Areyou going to finish her?" he' asked, gesturing to where her face would be.
"Oh yes. Though some would say she isthe perfect woman just assheis.”
Hedidn't laugh a my joke. "What medium are you using?'

llell



Hisfingersjumped off asthough scaded. "Not human bones?'
| smiled and shook my head. "' Of course not.”

So hereturned to his examination, confident that these were the bones of unfortunate sheep and pigs, and
then | gave him his photos and asked him to leave. | sat for along time looking at my Bone Wife, and
mused about my continued disappointment in how | am represented by the world's media, and about
how so much of what | do can never be made public. | wanted to read about aversion of mysdlf that |
recognized, evenif | had to write it with my own pen; and that's when | decided upon amemoir. |
decided to celebrate me. Miraculous me.

Not human bones?

No. Thethought is asrepulsve to me asit wasto the British journalist. Asisthe thought of animal bones;
| bear no grudge against our four-legged companions. Not human bones, not anima bones. A rarer
medium: faery bones. The bones of faeries| havekilled.

Because, you see, | have ameasureless |oathing for fagries. And | am the Faery Hunter.

PART ONE

Thereisnobody a home. Autumn fillsthe rooms, Moonbright sonata.
And the awakening at the edge of the twilit forest. "Hohenburg,” Georg Trakl

Thewater started to boil, and the flesh fell away from the bones, so he took the bones out and put them
on the dab; he knew not, however, in which order they should go, and arranged everything in abig
muddle.

"Brother Lugtig,” Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm

CHAPTER ONE

Please don't make me remember, please don't make me remember. Inevitable, however. Chrigtine
had known from the moment the man had glanced at her business card, his eyebrows shooting up.

"Starlight. That's an unusud surname.”
"Mm-hm."
"Y ou're not any relation to Alfaand Finn Starlight? The seventies pop stars?’

Pop stars! Her parents had considered themselves musicians, poets, artigts. "Y eah, I'm their daughter.”
Amazingly, her voice came out smooth, almost casud. She didn't need thistoday; she was aready feding
unaccountably meancholy.

"Oh. Oh, I'mso..."
ll&rry?l



"Yes Yes, I'mvery sorry."

Because he knew, as most people did, that Alfaand Finn Starlight had died in ahorrific car accident
from which their teenage daughter had been the only survivor. Suddenly there was no point in ressting
anymore: she was back there. The English Bookshop on Ludwigkirchplatz, itslong shelves and neat
carpet squares, spun down to nothing in her perception; it was al blood and metal and ground glass and
every horror that those evil, stubborn thirty-five seconds of consciousness had forced her to witness.

"I'm sorry too," she said. Her lower back twinged in sympathy with the remembrance. She wouldn't meet
the man's gaze, trying to discourage him. He was pae and clean-shaven, had a South African accent, and
was clearly battling with hisimpulses. On the one hand, he was aware it was rude—maybe even
distressing for her—to keep asking about the accident; on the other hand, he was talking with ared-life
aurvivor of afamous and tragic legend. Christine was used to this four seconds of struggle: enthusiasm
versus compassion. Compassion never won.

"When was that again? 19887" he asked.

"1989," Chrigtine replied. "November."

"Yes, of course. My sister cried for days. She'd dways had a crush on Finn."
"I think alot of women did."

"He was a good-looking man, and your mother was beautiful too."

Chrigtine smiled in spite of herself, wondering if the man was now pondering how such stunning parents
had managed to produce such an ordinary-looking child.

"Onething I've aways wanted to know," he said, leaning forward.

Christine braced hersalf. Why couldn't she ever tell these peopleto leave her done? Why had she never
devel oped that self-preserving stresk of aggression that would shut down his questions, lock up her
memories. "Yes?'

"Y ou werein acomafor eight weeks after the accident.”
"Wes"

"The kid who ran you off the road didn't stop.”

"No."

"And there were no witnesses."

"That'sright."

"Then how did they find him and convict him?"

Y es, her back was definitely twinging now, ahorrid legacy of the accident, the reason November 1989
was never realy consigned to the past, to that cold night and that long tunnel. Her doctor back home
would tell her that these twinges were psychosomatic, triggered by the memory. She had no ideawhat
the word for "psychosomatic”' wasin German, and the doctor she had seen twice since her arriva in
Berlin two months ago was happy to prescribe painkillers without too much strained bilingua
conversation.



"| was conscious for about half aminute directly after the accident,” she explained. "The kid who hit us
stopped a second, then took off. | got hislicense plate, | wrote it on the dash.”

"Redlly?' He was excited now, privy to some new juicy fact about the thirteen-year-old story. Many
details had been withheld from the press because the driver of the other car was ajuvenile. The law had
protected him from the barrage of media scrutiny, while Chrigtine had suffered the full weight of the
world'sglare.

"I'm surprised you could collect yoursdlf to find a pen, under the circumstances,” he continued. "It must
have been traumatic.”

Oh, yes. Her father crushed to death; her mother decapitated. Christine smiled atight smile; timeto finish
this conversation. "'If you phone at the end of the week, we should be able to give you an estimated due
date for that book. It'sarareimport, so it could take anumber of months.”

He hesitated. Clearly, he had alot of other questions. Chief among them might be why the heir to the
Sarlight fortune was working as a shop assstant in an English-language bookshop in Berlin.

"All right, then," the man said. "I'll seeyouwhen| cometo pick it up.”
Chrigtine nodded, silently vowing to make sure she was out back checking invoices when he returned.

He headed for the door, hisfootsteps light and carefree, and not weighed down with thirteen years of
chronic pain, thirteen years of nightmares about tunnels and blood, thirteen years of resigned suffering. A
brittle anger rose on her lips.

"By theway," shecdled.
Heturned.

"l didn't have apen,” she said.
"Pardon?'

Had he forgotten aready? Was that how much her misery meant to anybody else?"In the car, after the
accident,” shesaid. "You wereright, | wastoo traumatized to find apen.”

Hisfacetook on apuzzled aspect. "Then how... 7'

Chrigtine held up her right index finger. "My mother'sblood,” she said. "Have anice day."

* %%

Gray. Black. Brown. No matter which way Christine surveyed it, this painting of Jude'slooked like every
other painting he had ever done. "It's beautiful, darling.”

Helifted her hair and kissed the back of her neck. She pondered the colors, Jude's colors of choice as
long as shed known him. She often wondered if his preferences bore any relation to the reasons he was
attracted to her. Jude was aternative art's pinup boy, with awicked smile, atangle of blond hair, and
sparkling dark eyes. Christine, by contrast, knew she was profoundly forgettable. She was thin but not
deek, pae but not luminous, her brown hair was thick but not shiny; and with her button eyes, flat
cheeks, and snub nose she possessed not even the distinction of ugliness.

No matter how hard she tried to be good-natured and generous and kind, Christine knew that she was



cursed with invisihility.

"What'sit called?' sheasked him.

"Urban Autumn,” he said, dropping her hair. "You redly likeit?"

"Of course.”

Jude stood back and smiled at the painting. “Today's thefirst day of fdl," he said. "It'skind of atribute.
"Firgt day of fal?'

"On the pagan calendar, according to Gerda. Except she cdlsit autumn.”

"Perhapsthat explainswhy I'm fegling so odd. Summer's gone, winter'son itsway."

Heturned to her, concern crossing hisface. "What's the matter?'Y ou sound kind of melancholy.”

She sghed. "I am meancholy. Don't know why."

"Isyour back giving you trouble?' His hand dropped to the smal of her back and pressed it gently. This
was the locus of the chronic pain that—unbelievably—she was ill not used to after so many years.

"No morethan usual." She thought about the twinges sheld felt while talking about her parents accident.
"Nothing el se bothering you?'

Therewas, but she could barely articulate it. Fuzzy memories of her childhood, arecurring
half-remembrance about a crow she had seen once, afluttering buzzing anxiety lacing everything, abreath
caught perpetudly in her throat. "I don't think so. | guess being back here remindsmeof ... happier
times”

He smiled and folded her into hisarms and she tried to take solace in his beating heart—
He doesn't love you as much as you love him.

—andto put asdedl her irrationa fedings.

"Hey, love pigeond™

Jude released Christine and she turned to the door of the studio. Gerda stood there, shaking her head so
her blond dreadlocks bounced around her shoulders. ™Y ou guys are dways smooching.”

"Can't hdp oursdves," Jude said, shrugging.

"Were on our way out,” Gerdasaid. "Coming?"

"Who's'we?" Christine asked.

"All of us. Mg, Pete, Fabiyan. Shdl we makeit aHotd Mandy-Z outing?”
"Yeah, cool,” Jude said, "just don't ask Mandy."

Gerda giggled; nobody genuindy liked their wedlthy benefactor. "'If we runinto him downdarsin the
gdlery wewon't have much of achance of losing him. Coming now?"



"No, give me ahaf-hour to get cleaned up.” Jude indicated his shirt, which was splattered with brown
paint.

"WEell be at Super Jazz on Chausseestrasse. It's just been voted the smokiest club in Europe.”

"I'll bring my gas mask," Christine joked.

"Yeah, yeah, I'll convert you yet, Miss Starlight,” Gerdasaid. ™Y ou can't be the only person in the hotel
who doesn't smoke." With a cheery wave she disappeared. Jude had turned back to his painting.

"l want to give it another fifteen minutes,” he said, picking up hisbrush. Hiseyesweretaking ona
distracted gaze.

"I'll wait upgtairs.” Sheld lost him; until he came back from wherever it wasin his head he went when he
was painting, he was no longer hers. She glanced at him as sheleft the studio: hisright shoulder was
flexed, hishair fell over his eye as he touched the brush ddicatdly, carefully to the canvas. Aslong ashe
was happy, his painting was a mistress Christine was prepared to tolerate.

* %%

Two hours had passed before they arrived at Super Jazz, and by then the others were al drunk. Mandy
was not with them, to Chrigtinésrelief. She found Immanuel Zweigler the most loathsome being she had
ever met. Hewas atdl, corpulent man with pinkish skin and pale watery eyes. He dyed his hair black,
but ginger roots peeked through, conspiring with his ginger eyebrowsto give him away. He usualy
smelled of the heavy incense he burned in his upstairs rooms, where he a so wandered around naked and
didn't care who came to the door; Gerda had already reported popping in to borrow coffee and getting
an eyeful shedd never forget. But it was none of these things—his appearance or his habits—that Christine
despised. It was some other ineffable malignancy that washed off him, some cal culating miserliness or
inhuman detachment, that made her lean away whenever he spoke to her.

"Drink for you?' Thiswas Fabiyan, the Belarusian sculptor who lived across the hdl from them. He had
to yell over the band playing loud Miles Davisin the corner. Jude did onto the sofa next to Gerda, and
Christine took the seat opposite.

"Beck's" Chritinesaid.
"Beck'd" Gerda exclamed as Fabiyan went to the bar. "Y ou're so predictable.”
"I'mliving in the capita of Germany," Christine responded. "It'sonly right | should drink German beer."

"Berlin'snot the capitd of Germany,” Gerda said, waving her cigarette effusively, "it'sthe capita of the
world."

Every year in summer, four new artiststook up residence at Hotel Mandy-Z for their twelve-month
Zweigler Fellowships. Thisyear they were Jude Honeychurch, New Y ork's hottest young tiling with a
paintbrush, fresh from an immensdy successful West Chel sea exhibition; Gerda Ekman, an ebullient
Swede who worked in metal and stone; Pete Searles, a nineteen-year-old Australian who put together
bizarre video and multimediaingtallations that required warnings about epilepsy; and Fabiyan

Maranovich, first time out of Belarus where he had spent hislife working as an dectrician. Christinehad a
soft spot for Fabiyan especidly. He had conscientioudy learned German before taking up hisfellowship,
only to find that English wasthe linguistic currency at Hotel Mandy-Z. He was picking it up quickly, but
sometimes Chrigtine had to trandate for him into German. Not that her German was faultless, but she had
lived here briefly in the seventieswith her parents and arefresher course taken over the spring left her



with a better grasp than the rest.

"S0," Gerdasaid to Jude, snaking her arm around his shoulders, "I like your painting. Nearly finished, is
it?"

"Nearly."

"Y ou must be so proud of him, Chrigtine," Gerda said, smiling her Cheshire-cat smile.

"Yes, | amn."

Fabiyan leaned down and handed Christine a beer. She sipped it gratefully, then rested it on the scarred
table. If she wereto betotdly honest, she didn't think much of anybody's art in the hotdl. All those
abgtract, impenetrable shapes and images. It baffled her far more than it delighted her. But shewas
perfectly willing to admit she wasn't an expert and she hadn't the faintest idea about what artistsfelt or
intended, even after four yearswith Jude.

Pete, who sat next to her, pointed at her beer and said, "Did you know that Germans drink around 127
liters of beer per person per year?'

"No, | did not know that." Christine smiled. She was discovering that Pete had an endless store of facts
and figures. He had been lauded as a genius since he was twelve, and perhaps that meant he had never
outgrown some of his adolescent obsessons.

"It'stopped only by the Czechs, who drink 160 liters.”
"What'sthat in pints, Pete?' Jude asked.
Pete looked skyward briefly, did the math, then returned with, " About 336."

Jude doubled over with laughter, deep lines arrowing out from his eyes. She loved his smile, the gorgeous
changeability of hisexpression. Hisface settled smooth again as he got serious about the busi ness of
lighting acigarette.

"I don't know how many litersthey piss every day though,” Pete added in asolemn tone.

Gerda, as she did so often, looked at Pete with an expression bordering on darm. She hadn't caught the
rhythms of hishumor yet. Jude glanced across at Chrigtine and winked,; she felt hersaf smile and blush
like ateenager. She downed more beer and began to shed the day's despondency.

Thefirgt band finished and the second came on—Duke Ellington in thick German accents. Christine grew
drunk but Gerda was aways drunker. Sometime around two am., while Pete, Jude, and Fabiyan were
making enthusiastic conversation with Sparky, the club owner, Gerda pulled Christine down next to her
on the sofa.

"Here, here" she sad, trying to shove alit cigarette in Christing's mouth.
"No, redly. I'll besick."

"You'retheluckiest girl intheworld,” Gerda said, reaching for her drink and missing by at least Six
inches. "Oops.”

"Yeah, | know." Chrigtine and Gerda had had this conversation before. Gerda had abig crush on Jude,
but then, Gerda had a big crush on every second man she met.



"He's o beautiful. Why couldn't he turn up on my doorstep?’ Then Gerdalaughed, because that was
exactly how Chrigtine had met Jude. He had been sitting on the stairsin front of her West Twenty-third
Street home, trying to read abadly drawn map directing him to agallery party.

"Don't despair. Y ou and Garth might work things out,” Christine said.

Garth was Gerda's husband back in Stockholm. He had refused to come with her to Berlin. Gerdawas
shaking her head. "No, never. Y ou just keep your eye on Jude, Miss Starlight. I'll steal him thefirst

opportunity | get.”
"Y ou'd better not. | don't know where I'd find another onejust like him."
Gerdawaved her hand dismissively. "Impossible, of course. HeEd never look at another woman.”

Chrigtine knew thiswastrue. Her slly jealousies had so often been directed at a paintbrush, never a a
person. But it was nice to hear someone else say it. "Do you think so?"

"Darling, hesdways got hishandsdl over you. He never letsyou out of hissght. It's damn frustrating.
Look at my tits, they're wonderful—not like your tiny little things—but he's never looked at them once.”

Chrigtine laughed loudly, then said, "Well, thank you for being so reassuring. Y ou know, he's so
gorgeous, and with the age differenceand dl..."

Gerda scoffed. "Three years? It's nothing. He's twenty-eight, not eighteen. But don't worry ... if | ever
see another woman making amove on him, I'll do everything in my power to keep her away. Lie, chedt,
ded, whatever."

"That'svery sweset," Chrigtine said, giving her asqueeze.

Gerdalit another cigarette. "So, what's up with you lately, Miss Starlight? Y ou seem abit blue. It'snot
just the paininyour back, isit?"

Christine shook her head, her eyes darting off to locate Jude. He was on the other side of the room, a
cigarette jammed between hislips, drawing ashapein the air with his hands for Sparky, who laughed
enormoudly.

"What'sit al about? Not Jude?"
"No, not Jude." Chrigtine shrugged. "Autumn, | guess. Gray skies, winter coming.”
"Bullshit. It'smore than that.”

Shetore her eyes away from Jude and met Gerda's gaze. "It'sweird, Gerda. Just the last few days|'ve
been fedling on edge. Like something's about to happen. And | keep having these flashes of old
memories, things| haven't thought about in years.”

"Likewhat? Stuff to do with your parents?’

"No, actudly. Y ou know we lived herein the seventies, but not here, not in the East. Berlin was il
divided. We had abig house out at Zehlendorf. My best friend was the English girl who lived next door.
A cutelittle redhead. | keep thinking about her, and then the memory getsall caught up with something
elsswhich | can't put my finger on. Something to do with acrow | saw once..." Shetrailed off, redizing
what she said made no sense.

"A crow?'



"Yeah, | know it sounds nuts."
"No, not a dl. What was her name? Thelittle girl?*

"Miranda. Her father was an English soldier, Colond Frith. But nobody ever called her Miranda; we
adwayscdled her Little May."

"What ese?' Gerda prompted. "Just these memories, thisfeding of anxiety?"

Christine reached for her near-empty beer bottle, and swished the contents around hafheartedly. " She
was murdered,” she said.

"Redly?'

"Abducted from her bedroom one night. God knows what awful things she... They never found her."
"That's sad."

"Yegh"

"Soit's no wonder it gives you a bad feding to think of her."

"l guess s0." Shedrained her glass. "Only, it's not just an ordinary bad fedling. It'sdread, and it's
half-remembrance, and it's aweird foreboding about that bird and trying to remember where | saw it."

Gerda snapped her fingers, her eyesround and bright. "A ghost!" she said. "Chrigtine, maybe Little May
ishaunting you."

"Huh?' Chrigtine adjusted her frame of reference quickly. Gerdahad astrong interest in spirits and
crystals and psychic powers, and conversations with her often took thisturn.

"Yes, it makes sense. Shedied all those years ago, when you were here as a child. Maybe she's been
wandering on the earthly plane dl thistime, and now you're back she's attached hersdlf to you.”

"I don't know, Gerda. I'm more likely to think it's a change-of-seasons melancholy.”
Gerda shrugged. "Bdieve what you like. Do you want another drink?*
Christine looked at her empty beer, then nodded. "Y eah, abig one."

She watched Gerda go to the bar. The band was gill playing, Jude was till talking in the corner, the air
was blue and thick with smoke and conversation. But she felt londly and isolated and strangely afraid,
and it had something to do with atwenty-five-year-old blurred memory of black wings.

CHAPTER TWO

from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.

| first conceived of the Bone Wife asachild of eight in Bremen. My mother had taken meto atraveling
exhibit of puppets, dolls, and automatonsin the town square. | had aways been, and continueto be,



overly interested in contraptions, inventions, gadgets with wheels and cogs. The exhibit was set up inthe
shadow of the Dom—its dark spires pointing toward the broad sky—on a summer afternoon that
stretched on for miles. | wandered between the exhibits, clutching my mother's fingersin one hand, and a
sticky ice cream in the other. Such an array of painted faces. some plain with round black eyes and
pointed noses, some so garishly colorful that even | could sensetheir brightness; clown faces, girl faces,
boy faces, cat faces, eephant faces, spindly legs, silk feet, straw-stuffed arms, antique lace, and stiff
linen. | was swept away by the sea of ghastly wooden smiles and laughing fur eyebrows. Onedoll in
particular caught my eye asit was the exact image of my mother, but without her stern hairstyle and
clothes. Thislittle doll had perfect ringlets and a pretty frilled dress. Oh, | cried for that doll!

"Mama," | said (in German, of course, asit ismy native language), "if you do not buy that doll for mel
shdl die"

"Nonsense," shereplied, dragging me farther into the exhibit.

She did not understand that | needed to possessiit, to have aversion of my mother with pretty curlsand a
frilly dress. | hated her for dragging me away from it. We stopped in front of adisplay of an automaton,
which from the front looked like an ordinary doll but from the back was amass of whirring whedls and
gears. The doll's owner—a hefty, mustachioed man dressed like a nineteenth-century traveling
sadlesman—wound it, and the doll began to bounce up and down, its arms scissoring through the air and
its head bobbing, its mouth articulating silent words. Then the mustachioed man placed a peanut on the
tablein front of it, and the doll bent down to pick it up. It was the most amazing thing | had ever seen and
al theway hometo our farmhouse at Niederblren | pictured that automaton over and over, and in my
mind the face of the mother-doll became imposed over it, for it was often that | had seen my mother pick
up the objectsthat my father and I left behind us when we had tired of them.

| secluded myself in my bedroom that evening, drawing plansfor amother-doll. A life-size automaton
shaped like awoman, who could pick up my toys and could not speak. That, | thought, would be the
perfect wifefor me. | was not interested in women then, and I'm not now. Don't make the mistake of
thinking that | am interested in men either. | have never experienced the faintest twinge of the sexua urges
with which the rest of theworld is obsessed. | believeit to be alegacy of the genetic damage suffered by
our family, and | have never envied the passions of others, asthey too often lead to vulnerability.

| shelved my plansfor amother-doll or awife-dall, partly because | was amere boy with no idea how to
build an automaton, but also because soon after this occasion | saw my first faery, and it had such a
profound effect upon me that most childish thoughts were permanently driven from my mind.

My parents had told me about faeries, and about the specia connection our family had with them. | had
taken for granted that one day | would meet one, and perhaps thank him or her for our good fortune. |
imagined they would ook like the faeriesin the books in my bedroom: tiny people with little wingsand
sparkly eyes. | didn't know then, as| do now, about the many different breeds of faeries and how vastly
they differ from one another; the complexities of their bodiesthat | now understand so intimately.

Onthisday, ontheday | saw afaery for thefirst time, | was playing with my toy boat in apuddle on the
banks of the Weser. It was thefirst fine day in aweek, and the grass and trees were clean, washed. |
was concentrating hard on the boat in front of me. In my imagination, | was making an Atlantic crossing.
A shadow fell acrossme and | looked up to see aman smiling at me.

"Hdlo," hesaid, "that's anice boat."

My body had never before performed such acomplex reaction to the mere sight and voice of another
being. My eyesdilated, my skin grew warm, my body fdt iff, and afist of nausea pushed up insde me.



| opened my mouth to scream, and only alow groan came out.

"What's the matter?' he asked. "Don't be afraid.” And then he knelt down across the puddie from me and
reached out to touch my boat. | could smdl him then, I could smell his bones deep under his skin, and
such athrill of revulsion shuddered through methat | felt | might actually lose control of my body, that |
might explode or die. Instead, | took a deep breath and caled at the top of my lungs, "Mama™

The stranger stood immediately and took two steps back. "1 didn't mean to frighten you,” he said.
"Mama"

But it was my father who heard my calls and emerged from the house, peering across the narrow road at
me."mmanud?'

"Immanud,” the dranger said. "That'safine name.”

| sprang to my feet and ran to my father, locked his right leg between my arms and buried my facein his
soft somach. "Peapa, that man isstrange,” | managed to say. Then | heard the stranger's voice. He had
followed me.

"I didn't mean to frighten him," he said in a soft, tender voice.

Then my father's voice, rumbling deep in his tomach. "Oh, you're afaery. That'swhy he'sfrightened.
He's never met one before.”

Now | looked around, glared up at the stranger. So thiswas what afaery looked like. | was
disappointed and disgusted. While he was near me, | felt asthough my skin might be sick.

"How do you know?" the stranger said.
"My family knew fagries. In 1570 the firgt child of that union wasborn.”

Thefaery's eyebrows arched upward, and | marveled that such arevolting being could look and move so
much likeanorma human. "Redly?"

"So you see, Immanud,” Papa said, "there's nothing to be afraid of .

The faery reached out to me, and | pat on hishand. "Don't you touch me, you foul cresture.”

My father gave me ahard smack on the side of the head and apologized to the faery.

"I should leave," thefaery said. "1 don't want to distress the child further."

Hewaked off, and | tried not to think about the obscene bones and joints that moved under that skin.
"What was dl thefuss?' said my father.

"l could smell hisbones."

"Thefaeriesare our friends"

"| fed dck. | hate the faeries, they make mesick.”

"Their bones gleam like slver. I'm sure they don't smell bad.”

Gleam like silver! | wanted to open up the faery and see such abone. Carve away the layers of flesh and



muscle and discover the grand secret insde. It made me quiet, and Papathought that his reprimand had
touched me. He fetched my boat and brought meinside.

Despite the sunny daysthat followed, | spent dl my time in the corner of my room with my drawing pad.

| drew dozens upon dozens of pictures. Pictures of the faery, whose eyes were dead crosses, with flaps
of his skin pedled back to reveal shining bones. Pictures of the bones with tiny sparks drawn around to
indicate the gleam of precious metal. Pictures of the bones emerging, asif spontaneoudy, from the faery's
muitilated body. Pictures of body parts, haf-stripped to reved the surprise within, likethe silver coinina
plum pudding. Drawing the pictures provided me with an addictive sensation of relief. Such an ache
would well up insde mejust thinking about the faery and the odd smell of his bonesthat the only way to
fed relaxed and peaceful again wasto imagine him divested of those bones.

When my mother found these pictures, | was pulled by the ear to appear before my father and my
grandfather and answer for my sins. She waved the sheaf of drawingsin front of them, and their mouths
became little circles of shock.

One by one, inthe white serility of the room, their facesloomed in front of me. ,
"Immanud, no," Papasaid, "you are not to think such things about the faeries.”

Opa, who was aterrifyingly large man with awhite beard and gleaming eyes, grabbed my upper aamsin
his strong hands and shook me. ™Y ou rotten little scoundrel! Y ou evil boy! Why do you think we have so
much money? Why do you think you livein agiant farmhouse with every toy you could ever want? It's
because of thefagries.”

"Y ou must put every one of these ideas out of your head,” Papa said, brandishing the drawings.
"Y ou must respect thefeeries.”
"We have our good fortune because of them,” Mamasaid. "'Y ou owe them gratitude and love."

But no matter how long they nagged and bullied me, no matter how many clips around the head and
bruising shakings they gave me, | knew the opposite wastrue.

| owed the fagries only contempt. | owed them only my sincerest hatred.

* k%

The afternoon air bit cold as Chrigtine walked home from Friedrichstrasse Station, vainly pulling her
cardigan tighter. Of course, she could have taken the U-bahn down to Oranienburger Tor, which was
much closer, but underground travel was something she avoided at dl times. Thirteen years of bad
dreams about tunnels meant an obsessive frostiness stole over her skin every time she gpproached an
underground space.

Her back ached in hot buzzes. It had been abad day. Busy and tiring, and the continua stress of those
half-forgotten memories haunting her as though they were desperately important. As she crossed
Weidendammer Bridge, she scratched at her |eft thumb. 1t had becomeirritated around lunchtime and
now an itchy red blotch had spread acrossitstip. She paused, leaning on the bridge railing above the
pale gray Spree, and examined her thumb. An old memory fought back toward her and she shook her
head in wonder. Thiswastoo weird. May Frith had disappeared nearly twenty-five years ago, but her
memory was divein Chrigtiné's body. At seven, after reading a cowboy story together (May wasa
precocious reader), they had decided to become blood sisters. They had each pricked their thumbs, then
smeared thetiny drops of blood together. Christine touched the spot now, and it prickled gently. Surely



coincidence. Surely she had received atiny paper cut during the day, and it had grown inflamed. She put
thetip of her thumb in her mouth and sucked it ddlicately; thought she could faintly taste blood.

"I'm going nuts from the pain,” she muttered to hersdlf, turning and heading home.

Hotel Mandy-Z was agently crumbling, late nineteenth-century apartment building on VVogelwad-Allee,
adead-end street that dipped into an enormous storm drain and a square of green behind
Friedrichstrasse. It had once been the head office of an Asian travel agency, but the Reisebiiro sign had
been painted over in gray (she could still seethe lettersfaintly underneath) and "Hotel Mandy-Z" had
been added in gold by one of 1998's Zweigler Fellows. Shelet hersdf into the tiny lobby, checked the
mail, dashed past the gdlery door so Mandy wouldn't see her, then proceeded upstairs. The gdlery was
Stuated on the lower floor with the studios, Gerdaand Pete lived across the hall from each other on the
firgt floor, and Jude and Fabiyan on the second. The third, fourth, and attic were Mandy's.

Chrigtine unlocked the apartment door and called out, " Jude?!
"In here

Christine looked around as she closed the door behind her. Jude had cleaned the entire apartment. The
kitchen gleamed, the ashtrays were empty, the tables were free of the usud piles of books and papers.
Jude had clearly had a bad day too. When he couldn't paint, he cleaned. Obsessively.

Shefollowed his voice to the main bedroom, where he was smoothing the covers over.

"| washed the sheets," he said.

"Bad painting day?'

He stood up and sighed. "Awful. Didn't fed like | waspainting a al, just putting marks on the canvas.”
Shereached down to help him with the corner of the duvet, pulled amuscle in her back and winced.
"Chrigtine?' he said, gpproaching her.

"Bad-back day too," she said, lowering hersalf onto the bed. "Maybe I'll just stay here.”

"Can | get you anything?'

"St down aminute.”

He sat next to her; she held up her thumb. " Can you see that spot?”

He peered closdly. "Y eah. What isit? An insect bite?'

"l don't know. It itchesredlly badly.” She sighed and lay back on the bed. Jude leaned over her and
kissed her forehead.

"Jude, | think I'm going crazy."
He smoothed her hair. "No, you're not. Y ou'rejust adjusting to anew city."

"It'snot new for me." She held up her thumb again. "When | was seven, out at Zehlendorf, | pricked this
thumb—right where that red spot is—and became blood sisters with the girl next door.”

He smiled. "That's along incubation period for aninfection.” Histeeth were dightly crooked. That was



something sheloved about him. A lot of her friends back home were getting their teeth bleached and
capped, giving them al the serile, homogeneous ook of movie sars.

She gently punched hisarm. "Don't make fun."
"I'd never makefun."

"Thethingis, Jude, | can't stop thinking about her. It'slike an obsession. It'slike my mind keeps throwing
her name back at me... her face.

"Maybe you should try to find her."

Christine shook her head. " She was kidnapped. It was one of the reasons my parents|left Berlin. She was
taken right from her bed, from her house." And there was some connection with acrow...

"Did they ever find her?"
"No. She was probably raped and tortured and killed. Poor little kid."

"Maybe you never got to process that trauma because you left Berlin behind. Maybe being back hereis
dirring it dl up again." He patted her shoulder. "Y ou'll befine. Itll passin afew weeks."

"l hope s0."

"Want meto bring you acouple of painkillers?'

She propped hersalf up on her elbows. "Y eah, and a notebook and a pen.”
Jude kissed her again. "Y ou wait right here."

A few minutes|ater he returned. She dutifully swallowed the two tablets he held out for her, and took the
notebook and pen.

"What are you writing?" he asked.
"I'mtrying to solve amydery.”

"A mystery? About thelittle girl ?*
"No. About acrow."

He shook hishead. "I'll leave youto it. | might go wait in the studio with a paintbrush in my hand, seeif
the Muse drops by." He backed out of the room and closed the door. A couple of moments later, she
heard the apartment door shut behind him.

Chrigtine rested the notebook on her knees and wrote, "May Frith."

Then undernesth she listed as many things as she could remember about thelittle girl: her hair and eye
color, her father's name, her mother's name, the colors of her bedroom, her favoritetoy. And then it
darted to emerge—ever, ever faintly—the memory of the black wings and the window and... No, it was

goneagain.

"Crow," shewrote, and circled it. The painkillers were starting to do their work, and she grew
heavy-limbed and deepy. She put the notebook aside and closed her eyes, trying to force her mind down
long-locked corridors of memory. As she drifted to deep, aflash dashed through her mind and



disappeared: wings begting, alittle girl shrieking, the wide world outside awindow.

* %%

Chriginewoke in the dark. But not completely dark. The blinds were still open, and the light of anearby
Street lamp cast apae glow on the bed. She was disoriented: still in her work clothes, not under the
covers, blinds not drawn. Then she remembered taking the painkillers. Her watch said it was €eleven
o'clock. Jude was not asleep next to her. Sherolled over and eased herself out of bed.

"Jude?"' she cdled, opening the bedroom door a crack and peering out. Not there. Probably in the studio
dill, findly painting something.

Her back felt marginally better. She stretched up, felt atwinge. She carefully put onefoot in front of the
other and made it to the kitchen, where she poured aglass of water to drink by the light of the open

fridge

Starving. She hadn't eaten since lunchtime. She crouched to ingpect the contents of the fridge and found
some | eftover spaghetti. Jude probably hadn't eaten either. Perhaps she could make them both some
dinner and take it down to the studio. She grabbed the bowl and backed up.

Bang!

Jude, in his housecleaning frenzy, had moved the table. Its corner struck the smdl of Chrigtine's back,
sending a shooting barb of pain deep insde her spine. The bowl jumped out of her hands and crashed to
thefloor. Her fingers went to her back, searching vainly for the place to switch off the awful pain. A hot
gush of white noise swept past her ears, making her head spin. Oh, no, she was going to black out. Her
body wasn't able to process the pain, was choosing oblivion instead. Shefelt for thetable, tried to hold
hersdf up, heard atwisted groan that she barely recognized as her own. A whoosh of fluttering wings
battered her head. The world went white; then gray; then, finally, black.

CHAPTER THREE

Relief. Instant, marvelous, floating relief.
| must be dead.

Because never, in the past thirteen years, had she been completely without the pain. She savored it, the
loose drifting freedom in her back. Relief, gloriousrdief. It was overwheming and intoxicating and—

Wait a minute. Where the hell am 17?

Christine opened her eyes and was dazzled by golden danted sunshine. A canopy of trees stretched
above her, their leaves stained with the tawny streaks of autumn. Shelay on abed of leaves; theworld
smelled damp and earthy.

This must be adream: she had blacked out and dipped into adream. But could that be right? She had
been unconscious a number of timesin her life and had never dreamed, not even in her long coma. Unless
she had dreamed and hadn't remembered on waking. The thought struck her heart sadly: to know such
pleasure yet not remember wastragic.

She sat up, determined to memorize everything. But the forest yielded more details than she could



commit to memory. This dream landscape was perfectly redigtic. For astartied moment, Christine
wondered if she had somehow strayed down to aremote corner of the Tiergarten in her stupor, and
fallen adeegp among the leaves. But no, the trees were too vast and the air wastoo quiet.

A flutter in the branches behind her caught her attention. She peered into the dark, but could see nothing.
Aningant later, the fluttering approached from her left. She cried out as ashining black crow swooped
down and plucked at her scalp. Cowering under her hands, shewaited for it to return. But it settled on a
branch nearby, gazing at her, one of her long brown hairsin its beak. Christine rubbed her head. Why did
that hurt, when her back didn't? The bird spread its wings and took off. Thiswas the most vivid dream
she had ever experienced.

Sherosg, reveling in the easy movement. The treesthinned out afew hundred feet in the distance so she
headed in that direction, walking afew paces and then running, alaugh on her lips. The trees parted and
she emerged in arocky ravine, bathed in golden light. Across the dope was a path, leading her eye up
to...

A crooked little castle.

"My God!" she exclaimed, laughing. Its dender twisted turrets, long, fluttering flags, and curved stone
walls hovered in the distant golden mist of setting sun. What an imagination she had. If Jude had dreams
likethis, hed never have painter's block again. Then she smiled to hersdlf. Jude could dream thisand il
he would paint monochrome abstracts.

She picked her way over the dope toward the path. It was difficult; she was still wearing the black dress
she had worn to work that day, and her feet were bare. A pair of dream-shoes and dream-jeansand a
more level dream-ground would have been useful. A rancid smell wafted toward her. She turned her
head but saw nothing behind her. She walked on. She was nearly at the path when she glanced up and
saw that she was about to drop abare foot into a stinking mess of rotted flesh.

She shrieked and scrambled back, falling onto her buttocks. A pig, it wasjust apig. Dead, eydess, its
stinking flesh black and the ground benegth it stained.

A light click-click sounded behind her. She turned. The crow again. A shudder moved through her body
as sheimagined it plucking out the dead pig's eyes. She got to her feet, shaking and confused. She had
fdlen down and fdt noirritation of her old injury, so she must be dreaming. But everything seemed o
rea and fluid, not at al like the surreal and digointed images she was used to in dreams. A thread of
panic wormed into her ssomach.

Just be calm. Maybe unconscious people dream differently than sleeping people.

The crow cricked its head to gaze at her, its golden eyeswary. She headed off toward the path, trying
not to ook at the dead pig. It would be really good to wake up now, to be back in the apartment with
the broken spaghetti bowl.

But she banished the thought as soon asit occurred to her. A return to the apartment was areturn to the
pain and, oh, it was going to be excruciating after that bruising she'd taken against the corner of the table.
No, shewould stay awhilein this pain-free world; enjoy therelief if not the scenery.

She checked on the crow and was startled to see awolf sitting where the bird had been. She swallowed
adhriek.

"Okay..." shesaid to thelarge gray creature. "1 know thisisjust adream, and it's my dream, so you can
just get logt. | don't want you in my dream.”



And then it spoke to her: opened its mouth and said something. Not English and not German—or, at
least, not any version of German she recognized—and she took comfort in that. Dream gibberish, at last.

"Y eah, whatever, Mr. Wolf. Just stay away."

She wished she hadn't |eft the forest. Everything had been finein the forest. She warily glanced at the
path, and saw two figures with a cart and horse. The wolf wasn't following her. She picked her way
toward them.

"Vienc s!" Thiswasthewolf, caling out behind her.
Chrigtine turned. "I don't understand,” she said.
"Vienc s!" hesad, but sherealized he wasn't talking to her at dl. He was calling to the men with the cart.

Shewhirled around to see them running toward her. They wore plain brown tunics, belted in the middle,
and peculiar woolen hats. Christine put up her hands and said, "Now, just wait a second. | don't mean

anybody any harm.”

One of the men was upon her an ingtant later. She struggled with him briefly, but then the second man
was there, throwing a sack over her head and bundling her over his shoulder.

"Hey. Hey, thisismy dream! Stop it! Put me down."

She heard muffled voices, but couldn't make them out. The men carried her for afew moments and then
dumped her, she presumed in the back of the cart. She kicked, but they had tied off the sack. "Let me
go!" she shouted. The sack stank like animal sweat and urine and she held her bregth for aslong as she
could.

"Jesus,”" she said. "Jesus, that stinks."

They bumped up the path. She hoped the wolf was gone at |east. Next time she got the opportunity to
talk to someone, she would have to try German.

She twisted around, trying to make hersdf comfortable. A tiny pinpoint of light came through the sack up
near her forehead. She pushed her finger through the hole to make it bigger, and peered out. They were
crossing into the castle grounds, under araised iron gate whose spikes pointed toward the earth. The
walls rose above—pae gray, but stained with sunset colors—then disappeared behind her. The cart
rolled across a courtyard toward adark front entrance, a heavy wooden door set back ina
lichen-covered recess, and an inscription in the stone above them. She read it, and groaned.

MAYFRIDH

So, first the crow, and now her childhood best friend, May Frith. Every recent obsession was making its
way into this dream. She half-expected to find her headless mother waiting insde the castle. Thiswasn't
fun anymore; too fine athread separated dreams from nightmares.

More muffled voices. The cart stopped. Christine shrank back into the sack, bracing hersdf for what
twisted scene her dreaming consciousness might conjure up next.

Rough hands grabbed her legs and shoulders and she was lifted out of the cart and carried away. A few
moments later, she was dumped on ahard floor. A woman's voi ce barked orders, and the sack was
opened. Christine was released and roughly pulled to her feet.



She found hersdlf in adank stone room, with dark vaulted ceilings, woven bronze and amber tapestries,
and high narrow windows. Tree branches obscured any light from outside. The air smelled damp and
yeasty. Wasthisamovie set she had seen once? If so, why was she dreaming of it? A pity shed had to
leave her therapist back in New Y ork—he would have reveled in dl this cryptic symbolism.

Infront of her, around daisrose from five sairs, and in the middle, sitting on an elaborate golden chair
under ahanging wooden whed of candles, was the most beautiful woman Christine had ever seen. The
woman was addressing her in an angry voice.

Chrigtine ill couldn't make out the language, but some of it sounded German, so she said, "Ich verstehe
nicht"—I don't understand—all the time gazing at the woman. She wore a soft brown dress, gathered
by tight ribbons crisscrossed around thewaist, and long trailing deeves embroidered in gold. A golden
belt with seven keys on it hung low on her hips. Her hair was arich coppery red, and hung in athick,
waist-length plait over her shoulder. Her face was as pad e and soft asa smdl child's, her mouth aplump
rosebud, her cheeks flushed red, and her dark blue eyesfixed on Christine with an expresson mixed of
anger and curiogity. Thewolf sat faithfully at the beautiful woman'sfeet.

Chrigtine redlized she was surrounded by the two men from the cart, three other men, and awoman, al
of whom eyed her apprehensively.

"Ich vergehe nicht,” Christine said again, dowly in case her pronunciation was bad.

"Aha," thewoman said, nodding to indicate that Christine's point was understood. Then the woman rose
from her throne—athrone, that must make her the queen—barked orders at the assembly, and
descended the tairsto take Christing's hand.

"Kom." It was close enough to "come” in any language she knew, so Chrigtine alowed hersdlf to beled,
severa people and the wolf following her, around the back of the dais to awooden doorway. The queen
stepped forward and threw the doors open, admitting a shaft of golden light into the cavernous room.
Sheled them into an overgrown garden of trailing vines and wild hedges, al spattered with thefirst yellow
streaks of autumn. Beyond the garden they reached adopethat led to acrumbling stconewall and aniron
gate. The queen ushered Christine ahead of her into dense trees.

Christine hesitated. Was she going to be taken back to the place where she had first arrived? Was she
being sent back to her own world, where aweek of painkiller-induced haf-existence was waiting for
her? For amoment she couldn't decide which was worse—dreams or reality—but it appeared the choice
was out of her hands anyway.

"Kom," the queen said again, pulling Chrigtines hand gently.

"Okay, okay," she muttered, and the queen looked at her sharply, but didn't pause, leading her degper
into the forest. The sun had now amost disappeared over the horizon, but its flaming golden fingers
bathed the scene. Christine could hear the noises of little animals at work in the forest, and the skitter of
lonely leaves dropping to the ground, early casudties of the season. Findly, they cameto aclearing
surrounding a crooked stone well. The woman released Christing's hand and leaned over the well.

"Hechse!" shecdled. "Hechse!"

It sounded like the German word for "witch,” and Chrigtine stedled herself for what ghastly thing might
emergefrom thewdl.

A stream of words Chrigtine didn't understand was directed down into the dark. Then dowly, asif by
magic, the red began to creak and roll upward. Christine watched as, squeak-clunk-squeak-clunk,



something heaved itsdf out of the well. A black shape appeared, an ancient rusty cage. It drew dowly
above the stones, then stopped with alurch. Hunched over indgdeit, dressed in smeared rags of an
indeterminate color, was awhite-haired hag with awispy beard.

The queen seized Christine and forced her forward.

"Hey," Christine cried in protest. Four other pairs of hands were on her, and she was forced to her knees
infront of thewell, her head held down on the cold stone,

The queen directed more commands at the witch and, without warning, the hag's bony gray hands shot
out and clapped Christine deafeningly around the ears.

"Ouch!™ Chrigtine cried, then heard somebody say, "Don't complain, we do you afavor.” Only, shedidn't
redly hear it. She heard something completely different—a sentence in that garbled half-German they all
gpoke—and yet when it entered her earsand did into her mind, it turned into words she understood
completely. Sheraised her head, gasping.

"Give Hexebart your tongue,” the queen said.
Chrigtine flinched away, tried to get to her feet, but more hands forced her down.
"Y our tongue, foolish girl," one of the queen's assembly said. ™Y ou must speak aswell as hear.”

The thought of the hag touching her tongue repulsed her, but she was afraid these dream-characters were
about to get violent, so she gingerly poked out her tongue. Once more Hexebart's fingers stole out from
behind the bars of her cage. The witch grabbed her tongue, yanked it, and then released it.

"Jesus! That redly hurt." But even though these were the words she said, they came out sounding
completely different to the collected assembly. Hexebart cackled at Christine's bewildered expression.
The queen pressed adainty hand to her mouth to hide her smile, then collected her queenly demeanor.

"Hexebart," she sad, turning to the hag. "Begone!”

"Gladly, you preening pig, you buttered turd, you sugared sow." Hexebart released the rope and did
back down the well.

The queen turned her atention to Christineand tried asmile. "'l shall receive you in the south turret in
twenty minutes”

"Okay. Fine." The odd echo of her wordsin aforeign tongue shivered in her ears.
"Hilda, take her and feed her. She'sfar too thin."
"Yes, your Mgesty," aportly woman said, stepping forward to seize Chrigtingdsarm. "Come, girl."

Chrigtine was led back into the dim castle, hoping that she would stay in the dream for the next twenty
minutes so she could hear what this dream-queen was going to say. Perhaps she knew dl the secrets of
the universe: the truth about God, the reason evil exids, life after death. ..

Chrigting's skin froze. Perhaps thiswasn't adream at all; perhaps it was a near-degth experience. What if
she had been hurt so serioudly in her fal in Jude's gpartment that she was even now lying on a hospital
bed, adrip in her arm and amonitor blithely blipping out the beats of her heart? What if these visons
were the result of horrific brain trauma, traumathat grew worse every second she was unconscious? Was
Jude there by her bedside, crying and praying for her to live? A panicked grief gripped her, and she



seized. Hildas hand and said, ™Y ou must help me. | have to get home."

Hildalaughed. ™Y ou have to meet with the queen firs." She wasleading Christine down a paneled
halway lined with closed doors.

"Then take meto her now."
"She's not expecting you for twenty minutes, girl."

"Y ou don't understand,” Christine said, siopping and taking Hilda by the shoulders. "1 might dieif | don't
get back.”

"Youlook diveand well tome."
"But I'm not from thisworld. | belong somewheredse."

Hilda detached hersdf from Chrigtine's pleading hands and propelled her firmly forward. ™Y ou will do as
the queen says. Y ou are not sick and you will not dieif you wait a mere twenty minutes.”

"But—"

Hildaunlocked adoor, bumped it open with her hip, and pulled Chrigtine through. A mullioned window
was pushed open to reved the autumna landscape beyond, with the dying sunset beams diffused through
it. A table waslaid with awooden plate and a hunk of rough bread, and atarnished silver cup.

"I'mredly not hungry."

"l don't care. Y ou will stay here, and you will eat, and | will return to fetch you when the queen telsme
to." Hildadammed out of the room, and the lock clicked into place. Christine took deep breaths, trying
to cam hersdlf. You don't even know if you believe in near-death experiences, so just get a grip.
Thiswas merdly awild dream, wilder than usual because she had fainted. She lowered hersdlf to the
floor, curled her arms around her knees, and screwed her eyestight. "I want to wake up, | want to wake
up,” she said, over and over, but nothing happened. Tears began to prick at her eyes and her skin
twitched. Pain or no pain, she just wanted to be back home with Jude.

For along time shelay curled up on the floor, willing and willing hersaf to wake up from this
dream—preferably at home and not in a hospita—without any success. Finaly, footsteps gpproached
and Hilda unlocked the door. She saw that Chrigtine hadn't touched the food and sniffed disapprovingly.

"l said | wasn't hungry," Christine said, springing to her feet.

Shefollowed Hildadutifully dong the hall and into a steep spird Saircase; it wound unevenly up and up
in awindowed stone turret saturated with dusty twilight colors. At the top of the stairs, Hildathrust
Chrigtine ahead of her into acool sone room. The round walls were hewn smooth and covered in lavish
tapestries. Thefloor was spread with thick rugs of dirty sheepskinsthat overlapped each other. Three
hard wooden chairs were arranged around alow wooden chest, topped with dripping candlesticks and a
large brass bear. Thelast rays of sunlight filtered in through windows made of dozens of tiny
diamond-shaped panes.

The queen, her hair loose around her shoulders, knelt on the floor next to the wolf in the dim light, feeding
him treats. She glanced up as Chrigtine entered the room.

"Thank you, Hilda," shesaid. Y ou may leave us"



Hilda nodded and closed the door behind her.

Chrigtine didn't wait for the queen to speak. "Listen, you haveto help me. | need to get back to my own
world because I'm redlly worried that I'm dying al thetime I'm here."

The queen stood, a puzzled expression on her face. "What you say makeslittle sense.”

"I'm not from here. Thisisa... adream, or avison, or something. | need to be conscious again." She
sounded hel pless and needy.

The queen extended ahand. "I shal endeavor to understand you better, stranger. My nameis Mayfridh.”
Chrigtine grasped her hand distractedly. "Of courseitis. Y ou're named after alittlegirl | once knew."

Mayfridh shook her head, dropping Christing's hand. "No, I'm sure the little girl was named after me. I'm
the queen, after al. Children are often named in my honor. What's your name?”

"Chrigine Starlight,” Christine replied. "Please, you've got to—"
"Chrigine Starlight?' Mayfridh said sharply. "Truly?*
"Queen Mayfridh?' thewoalf said, uncurling himself and standing. ™Y ou seem surprised.”

Mayfridh ignored him and moved closer to Chrigtine to examine her. "Of courseit's Chrigtine. Y ou'll
forgivemefor not recognizing you. It has been along time."

Chrigtineflinched away from her ingpection. "What are you talking about?"
Mayfridh smiled at her and, in perfect crisp English, said, "Chrigtine, don't you remember me?”’

Christine was momentarily disoriented. She had only just grown used to the odd word-echo-word-echo
of their language. To hear her own language, and spoken like a British public school graduate, startled
her.

"Wewerefriendsin our youth,"” Mayfridh continued. "Y ou lived next door to me. Oh, we have so much
to catch up on." Mayfridh stepped back and settled in one of the heavy wooden chairs. She patted her
knee and dipped back into her own language. "Eisengrimm, come." The wolf gpproached her, resting his
head between her kneesto gaze up at her adoringly. "Fox," Mayfridh said, and Christine was astonished
a what happened next. In an instant, the wolfish features had reduced and contracted, the gray fur had
burnished over with red, and Eisengrimm jumped into Mayfridn's Iap, a perfect, gleaming fox. Mayfridh
caressed his head and looked at Christine expectantly.

"I'mtired of thisdream,” Chrigtine said. The light in the room was changing. Although Christine had been
certain amoment past that the sun had just s, it seemed aglimmer of dim morning light reflected in the
windows.

"Dream?Y ou think thisisadream?"

"Yes... no... I'm scared that I'm lying nearly dead on some hospita bed, and the longer | stay here the
closer | gettodying.”

Mayfridh shook her head. ™Y ou should never name the very thing of which you're most afraid. It's
dangerous." Then she held up her thumb. "It's because of this, you know. It's because we mixed blood as
children. Why, I'd forgotten until just now. You and | are blood ssters. Do you remember?"



"I remember. |'ve been remembering for two weeks, and that's why 1'm dreaming about you."

"We made a bond, and somehow we've been drawn back together." She pulled gently at the fox's ears.
"Do you have any idea how that happened, Eisengrimm?’

Thefox looked up. "No, Queen Mayfridh. Though | will think uponit." Eisengrimm's voice stayed the
same whichever form hetook: arich mellow tone that made Christine think of oak and honey.

"Eisengrimmisvery wise" Mayfridh said to Chrigtine. "Héll find the answer. I've never had ahuman visit
me here before.”

"Y ou mean you're not human?'

"Not after all theseyears, no. I'm afaery. Everyone youve met hereisafaery.”

At this, Chriginefdt ahuge laugh bubbling up inside her. "Of course. Yeah. I'min faeryland, right?'
Mayfridh frowned. "Our land is cadled Ewigkreis. Why do you laugh?’

"Andthisisafaery castle?’

"It's cdled the Autumn Castle. Why do you laugh?*

"And that thing on your lap issomekind of afaery pet?"

"Hisnameis Eisengrimm and he's my most trusted counselor. Chrigtineg, why do you laugh? It's very
rude."

"Because thisisthe stupidest dream I've ever had, and | want to go home."

A drange shuddering began to move under her fedt.

Mayfridh gazed at her forlornly. "But | don't want you to go. I've been so londly.”
A finger of pain crept into Chrigtine's back. She stiffened, placed her hand there.
"What's the matter, Christine?" Eisengrimm asked.

"Thepan," she sad, then the turret room, and Mayfridh and Eisengrimm, al started to shimmer and pale
and she knew shewaswaking up. She screwed her eyestight. Reality pressed in on her. The next time
she opened her eyes she was in the kitchen in Jude's apartment, on the floor, in the dark. And the pain
was a heavy juddering pressure on her spine.

Chrigtine groaned. Sheflailed her right hand out to find something to help pull her up. She grasped the
table leg, heaved, felt ashot of agony spreading up from the curve of her back toward her neck, and
down toward her tailbone. It felt like someone had lit a blowtorch insgde her spine. Tears and sobs and
moans flowed out of her spontaneoudy and uncontrollably. To come back to this, after the wonderful
dreaming respite, was dmost more than she could endure.

She tried once more to stand, without success. Shelay back, managed to get her watch in front of her
eyes. Asfar as she could deduce, sheldd been out for only three minutes. She flopped her arm back down
and looked up at the ceiling in the dark, trying to breathe through the pain, setting her jaw againdt it,
wriggling dightly in hopes of easing it. Then the jingle of keys outside the door. Jude returning from the
gudio. Thelight went on.



"Oh, my God. Chriging"
"l can't get up, Jude.”

In aningtant he was knedling in the spilled spaghetti, hishair wild and his shirt splattered with paint. "What
happened?’

"| backed into the corner of thetable. | blacked out."
"The corner of the... oh, God, that's my fault. | moved it today. I'm so sorry. Christine, I'm so sorry.”
"It'sokay, judt... can you help meinto bed?'

Sowly and gently, he eased her to her feet. With infinite care he led her, one agonizing step at atime,
back to the bedroom.

She gratefully stretched out on the soft bed. The pain was still hot and sharp, but at least the hard floor
wasn't adding to her discomfort. "Jude, I'm going to need the blue tablets.”

The blue tablets. How she hated taking them. They were the strongest painkillers she had, but they adso
made her tongue heavy and her mind cloudy. They would knock her out swiftly, but she would wakeina

weary fog.
"I'll get them," Jude said.

She ligtened to him in the kitchen—finding aglass, opening the bottle of pills—and contemplated the
dream. It wasn't growing hazy like dreamsdid. It was staying fresh and clear like amemory. A moment
later, Jude was there with a glass of water and two of the tabletsin his pam, and the material demands of
pain dispdled her reflections.

"Second timethisevening, huh?* Chrigine said, smiling.
"Y ou're such abrave girl to amile.”

"I had the weirdest dream while | was out. Remind meto tell you about it sometime." She swallowed the
tablets and settled back; tears welled up and she was unable to hold themin.

"Chrigine, I'm so sorry,” Jude said, hisfingersfranticaly smoothing her hair. "Thisisal my fault. | would
give anything not to seeyou in pain. Everything ismy fault.”

"God, Jude. It hurts. It hurts so much." And she found hersalf wishing she were back in faeryland with her
childhood best friend, a shape-shifting wolf, and awitch who lived in awell.

* %%

"Where did she go?' Mayfridh sprang from her seat, sending Eisengrimm scrambling to the floor.
"Eisengrimm, whereisshe?'

Eisengrimm sniffed the place where Christine had stood.

"Wel?' Mayfridh demanded. "How could she leave?" It had been so long since Mayfridh had spent time
with ared friend.

"She must have been pulled back into her own world, Mgesty.”



Mayfridh returned to her seet, pouting. "It was very rude of her to leavelikethat.”
"I don't think she had any control over it."

"Oh, Eisengrimm, | remember Chrigtine. We played together as children in the Real World. | loved her
so much. And yet | had forgotten her for so long."

"It'stheway in our world, you know that. Seasons change—"
"Y es, and memories bury themsalves too deep for usto find them. But now | remember it al.”

"A sympathy of time and blood, Mayfridh. Our world and hers have aligned. Their season must bethe
same asours, sheis nearby, and her blood in your veins attracted her.”

Mayfridh sghed, leaning her head on the Sde of the chair and idly running her fingers over the carvingsin
the wood. "Y ou're so wise, Eisengrimm.” She held out her hand and beckoned him forward, rubbed his
smooth ears. "Do you think shell come back?"

"I don't know," he said, "but with Hexebart'shelp | believe | could learn more.”

"Hexebart! That wizened old grape. She becomes more and more willful. It'snot fair, Eisengrimm. It's
my magic."

"Hexebart is sdfish and stubborn.”

"I should cut off her feet," Mayfridh muttered. "1 should dice off her nose.” Then remembering what
Eisengrimm had suggested, she said, "Why do you spesk of Hexebart hel ping you?'

"| goleahair from Christine's head when first | saw her in the forest. Hexebart could weave a spell with
it, and we could learn al about her world."

"Do you think we could bring her back?"

Eisengrimm transformed into Crow and fluttered to the window. "I doubt sheld be willing to return,” he
sad, "but there may be another way to see Chrigtine.”

"What do you mean? Where are you going?'

"I'm going back to the forest to find the hair, and then I'll pay Hexebart avisit." He cocked his head and
fixed Mayfridh with agolden eye. "Then, Queen Mayfridh, we can send you through.”

"To the Real World?' Mayfridh's chest tightened with fear. Her parents had made a passage to the Redl
World and never returned. Although many faeries made the passage on the rare occasions when the
worlds aigned, Mayfridh had developed aterrible anxiety at the merest suggestion that she do so.
Despite this, Eisengrimm persgsted in encouraging her to go if she had the opportunity. He believed it
would expand her horizons, make her a better queen and amore accomplished ruler.

"Condder it an adventure, Mayfridh,” he said.
"l won't go," shesaid.
"Weshdl see" Eisengrimm replied, spreading hiswings and flying away.

"I won't go, | will not go," Mayfridh caled after him. But her somach lurched and her heart sped. This
time shemight; thistime shejust might.



Hexebart istired of this old well, yes sheis. She'stired of the cold and the cage and the damp and
the ugly frogs. Hexebart istired of spinning and weaving spells for the nasty little changeling
princess.

Spin, spin, spin and weave,
Hexebart can never leave.
Oh, oh! Oh, oh!

Beastly Queen Mayfridh. Not the real queen, no. Just a cuckoo in the nest. When Hexebart sees
the dead body of the real queen, then Hexebart will believe. Until then, all the magic stays herein
the well. Hexebart sitsin the cage and spins until her fingers dribble blood, and Hexebart dreams
of eating the horrid little queen with a knife and a spoon. And Hexebart saves all the magic for
hersalf.

Mine, mine, ming,
Until the end of time.

Hexebart is good at saving things. When the bossy wolf asks for special spells and gives her
special stuffs, she rubs them between her scabby fingers and if she likes them she keeps a little.
Hexebart has many stuffs. See... she has buttons and a silver clasp; she has a scrap of swaddling
and a rusty thimble; and here inside this pea shell... here, Hexebart has half of a strand of long
brown hair. It's human hair.

Human hair, human hair,

Humans all live Over There,

And when her timein hereisthrough,
Hexebart will go There too.

Hexebart clicks her tongue and keeps spinning and weaving. Spinning through the night, spinning
through time, saving a little something for herself.

CHAPTER FOUR

"Hey, the cripple walks. It'sa miracle, " Pete exclaimed. Gerda shot him anirritated glance. "Glad
you could makeit, Miss Starlight. We saved you a sest.”

Chrigtinelaughed. "I don't mind being called amiracle, Gerda. On Tuesday | thought | might haveto
spend therest of my life on my back.” Fabiyan pulled out achair for her and she eased into it, Jude
hovering around in concern. They were a a bent table outside a cheagp Tex-Mex cantinaon
Georgendrasse, right under the train line out of Friedrich-strasse Station. "But now I'm recovered, | need

"Get the girl abeer," Gerdasaid to Pete.



"I'll get everyone abeer,” he said. "With abit of luck Mandy will foot the bill." He shot out of hischair
and headed for the bar.

"Mandy?' Jude asked.
"He'scoming,”" Gerdareplied. " Sorry. He caught us a the front door and asked where we were going."”
Jude reached for Christine's hand and squeezed it affectionately. "I guess we can't keep avoiding him."

Chrigtine shifted in her chair, trying to make hersalf more comfortable. The truth was that her back was
gtill throbbing and pulling, but she had been flat out in bed for four days and needed to get out. Not just
out of bed, but out of her own claustrophobic head.

"Why, thank you, Gerda," Mandy said, horrifying Christine by pulling up achair next to hers. "Tell the
walitressto bring out atray of dipsand so on. Dinner will be on metonight.”

Pete cheered and joined Gerdain finding awaitress. Mandy smiled at Christine, baring an uneven row of
small ydlowed teeth. "I see you are up and about. Jude told me you hurt yoursdlf.”

Chrigtine shrank back aninch. "Yes, I'm feding better.”

He clicked histongue. "A nasty business, faling in the kitchen. Y ou know most accidental desths occur
a home"

"Isthat right?'

"Yes, itis. Y oumay worry more about flying, or driving, or svimming. But you're far morelikely to meet
your degth by dipping inthe bath." He smiled.

"How... interesting.”

"What'syour fear, Chrigine?'

"l beg your pardon?'

"What accident do you fear most of dl?"

Jude leaned forward and curled a protective arm around Chrigtine. "Mandy, Christine lost her parentsin
acar accident.”

"l am so sorry,” Mandy said, smiling and nodding. "1 hadn't meant to upset you.”

"It'sfing," Christine muttered, reaching for her beer. She noticed Mandy watching her hands move, and
his nogtrilsflared dightly. She barely controlled a shudder. He glanced up at her quickly, a puzzled look
crossing hisface.

"What's the matter?' she asked, dreading the answer.
"Nothing. Y ou reminded meof ... something."
"Something nice, | hope?'

Hedidn't answer. Instead, he stood up, said, "I should mingle," without any trace of humor, and plonked
himsalf down at the other end of the table between Pete and Gerda

"Y ou okay?" Jude asked, his breath soft against her ear.



"Y eah. It'sgood to be out.”
He gently kissed her cheek.
"l loveyou, Jude."

"l loveyoutoo."

There, he said it, it must be true. Cling toit. Too late. Already apart of her heart reminded her that he
never said it firgt; that hislove was reactive, not spontaneous, so she must love him more than heloved
her. Then she got sick of hersdlf, sick of her weird abandonment issues. So sheld lost her parents when
she was eighteen; it didn't excuse dl this babyish fretting at the age of thirty-one. If he didn't love her, then
he deserved an Oscar for the previous four years performance. She put it out of her mind, determined to
enjoy hersdlf for at least a couple of hours.

The food was good, the beer was better, and around ten o'clock Mandy paid the bill and departed,
telling them al hewas an early riser. The remaining five pulled the chairs closer around thetable, acircle
of cigaretteswaslit, and Gerdasaid, "I cannot stland him. | smply cannot stand him.”

"He's creepy,” Chrigtine agreed. "The way he looks at people.”

"Theway helooksat you," Pete said. "1'd never noticed it before tonight.”

Chrigtine shivered. " Gross. Don't messwith my head.”

"What do you hate most about him, Jude?' Gerda said, blowing out along stream of cigarette smoke.

"Theway helooksat Chrigtine," Jude said, laughing. "Truly, Christine, didn't you see? He sat up there
and kept sneaking glances at you dl night. | think you've won his heart.”

"Dont," Chrigtine protested. "I mean it, Jude, he gives me the cregps.”
"How about you, Fabiyan?' Gerdasaid, spesking dowly. "Do you hate Mandy?!

"He come to me on the Wednesday," Fabiyan said. "1 think hewill ask me about my new sculpture. No.
He ask me to make him apoint.”

"A point?' Pete asked.

Fabiyan mimed plugging an eectrica cordinto awall. "Y es, for dectricity.”
"He asked youto ingtdl an outlet?' Chrigtine asked. "Areyou kidding?'
Fabiyan shook his head.

"That's S0 disrespectful. Yourean artist,” Gerdasaid, enthusiasticdly stubbing her cigarette on the Side of
the table. Fabiyan looked puzzled so Chritine trandated into German for him.

"Didyou doit?" Jude asked.
Fabiyan nodded. "1 fed | must say yesto him."

"| hate him because he ligensto theworst musicin the universe” Pete said. "New Age Pan flute music,
and classical symphonieswith apop backbesat. Sometimes he putsit on in the gallery when I'm trying to
work in the studio and it's counter-inspirationa..”



"I'm with you on that one," Jude said.

"And there's something weird about the way he moves," Pete added. "He's this big, lumbering fat guy,
and yet he has this uncanny speed and accuracy. 1've seen him catch afly in mid-flight.”

"Noway!" Jude exclamed.
"Yeah. Helet it out awindow. For ahorrible moment | thought he was going to est it."

They dl laughed, then Gerda tapped out a cascade of ash and said, "'l wish | had a good reason to hate
him, but | think | just hate him because he's hategble.”

"Unbelievably hategble,” Chrigtine agreed.

"Irrationdly hateable," Gerda continued, "because he's generous, heloves art, he's devoted hislifeto the
development of artistsfrom dl over the world, and he never interferes creatively with any of us."

"There's just something about him," Pete said.

Chrigtine drained her beer. "I'm glad to hear someone ese say that. It'strue, there's just something about
him"

"Poor guy," Jude sad. "Imagine going through life being irrationdly hateable."
"There areworsefates," Gerdasaid, indicating Christineg's empty bottle. "More beer?' .

"More beer,” Christine said, gazing off down thelong dark street. The giant TV tower at Alexanderplatz
blinked against the night sky in the distance. Jude was right, now she thought back on it. Mandy had been
staring a her tonight. But that was strange, because at first it had seemed asif he wanted to get away
from her. He had said she reminded him of something and then moved to the other end of the table.

"Whereareyou?' Jude said quietly in her ear.
"Excuse me?'
"Youreamillion milesaway."

"Just thinking about something,” she said with asmile, and decided not to think any more about Immanuel
Zwegler.

* %%

Jude's body was one of the undiscovered wonders of the world. His skin was hot and smooth, hislips
and his hands were agile and passionate and gentle. Late that night, the best way he knew how, he
managed to take Chrigtings mind off the pain.

"Youreagod," Christine gasped as he did back to his side of the bed.

He amiled at her inthe dark. "The pleasuresdl mine, | promise.”

"Why do you love me?' she asked.

"Because you remind me so much of Christine Starlight, who I've aways had abig crush on.”

Shelaughed. "Idiot."



"Hey, you asked the supid question.”
"It'snot stupid.”

"Yes, itis. Anyone who ever loves anyone truly loves them because of their indefinable essence, not
because they conform to some checklig.”

"A checklist would be nice though,” Chrigtine said, rolling carefully onto her sde. "Sometimes girlslike
compliments”

"All right then. Y ou're beautiful and clever and kind."

"No, it'sno good giving me acompliment when | asked for it."

"Why not?"

"Because | asked for it. Becauseit's not sincere. Y ou have to give me one when I'm not expecting it.”
"But you'l till know you asked for it, won't you?'

"Not if you leave it long enough between this conversation and the compliment.”

"But if | leaveit too long, you'll remind me again and then welll be back where we started.”

Chrigtine giggled. "Nobody said lovewas easy."

He pinned her down and kissed her again, and her senses flared with passion. This bodily response was
the only physica thing that could match her pain for intengty. Helet her go and she sighed.

"You know," shesaid, "I had the strangest dream when | blacked out the other day. | wasin aplace
wherel fdtnopanatdl.”

"Y esh? What happened?"

"In the dream? Not much. Just silly dream stuff.” Telling him would be too much like acknowledging its
power.

"Wasit nice? To be without the pain?"

"It wasincredible, Jude. Absolute freedom.” Shelocked her fingers with his under the covers and thought
about how pain had become a default setting in her life. Everything was geared around it. How she
walked, how she moved, how long she could stay in a conversation without distraction, how she dept,
showered, ate, drank. "Do you think someone can go mad from pain?* she asked.

"I don't know. But you're strong, you'll be okay."

"Maybeit wasn't adream,” she said carefully. "Maybe it was a hdlucination. Maybe I'm going nuts.”
"Hey, don't worry yoursdlf about silly thingslikethat," hesaid. "Y ou're perfectly sane.”

"But the dream was so—"

"Shh, you're getting worked up over nothing," Jude said, stroking her hair. "Don't be afraid of shadows.
A dreamisonly ever just adream.”

** %



"Eisengrimm!” Mayfridh swept up the corridor, setting the autumn-col ored tapestries dancing in her
wake. "Eisengrimm, where are you?"

She poked her head into the dim, low-ceilinged kitchen. "Has anyone seen Eisengrimm?”

A flurry of fumbling curtsies and dack mouths and shaking heads greeted her. Idiots. She backed out and
kept walking. Why did people haveto turn dl silent and fearful in her presence? Shewas not acrue
gueen. Nobody ever spoke to her with their hearts, only with their heads—ever mindful of their careers,
or their reputations, or their fortunes. Her own heart was aching under the unexpressed weight of this
truth. Eisengrimm was the only one she could tell her woes and insecurities to, and he was agood listener
and agood counsdor. But he was awolf. She couldn't marry him or adopt him as a brother; he could
never be of her kind.

She threw open the door to the garden and called, "Eisengrimm!”

The garden was strewn with falen leaves. She knew she had until the last leaf of autumn fell to find
Chrigtine, because then it would be time to move to the Winter Castle and away from thisfavorable
alignment of their worlds. Mayfridh couldn't explain, even to hersdlf, why she had become so desperate
to find Chrigtine again. The faery world worked on the memory in strange ways. She had forgotten so
much about her previous existence, about Christine and her own Real World parents, but now it was
swirling back to her in gentle waves. All those warm memories, filling her with an unutterable longing for a
smpler, happier time.

Mayfridh lowered hersdf to the ground and stretched out on her back among the leaves. The sky was
pale above her and she breathed deeply. Every breath brought her closer to agreeing to make passage to
the Real World. She reexamined al those nasty fears about the disappearance of the king and queen
before her—her faery parents. Perhaps they had not been murdered or killed in an accident, but had
good reasons of their own for disappearing. They would have known that, after the six-week period
decreed for their people to wait for their return, the throne would passto their daughter. Perhaps they
even had reasons for wanting her to take the throne at nine years of age, though she couldn't imagine
what those reasons might be. A nine-year-old girl isapoor ruler, afifteen-year-old one even worse. She
shuddered as she remembered some of her mistakes.

A leaf descended and brushed her shoulder. Footsteps derted her to Eisengrimm's presence.

"So thereyou are," she said, turning her head to see him nearby, hisjaw wrapped tight around a glowing
object. "What do you have for me?"

He loped over and stood above her. She could see now that his mouth was full of spells. He released
them so that they bounced over her. She sat up and gathered them.

"Sorry," hesaid, "you know | can't talk and carry a the sametime.”

Three spdlls. She nursed them in her |ap, tiny glowing balls of woven magic from the well. Two werethe
usual genera-purpose spdlsthat Mayfridh could use as she wished. The third had astrand of brown hair
threaded through it. "What's thisone?' she said, holding it up.

"I had Hexebart weave a pecid introduction to Christinesworld. To prepare yoursdlf.”
"l need not prepare mysdif. | remember it."

"Things change quickly inthe Red World. It'snot like here, where things don't change at al. Twenty-five
yearsisalongtime.”
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"The other two are to use as you wish. To conjure the passage, to contact me back here, to protect
yourself against emergencies.”

Emergencies? Her heart jumped. "So you think I'll go?"

"I know not, Mayfridh. Do you think you'll go?'

Shefiddled with the spdllsin her Iap. They were smooth and warm, feather-light. " Perhgps.”
"Perhaps, my Queen?'

Mayfridh narrowed her eyes. "Areyou laughing a me?'

"Y ou know wolves can neither laugh nor cry.”

"But if you could laugh, would you be laughing now?"

Eisengrimm nudged one of the spdIswith hisnose. "Go on, Mayfridh. Try it."

She collected the spellsin her left hand and stood. "Fine, then. We shdl go to the spell chamber, and |
shdl reacquaint myself with the Red World."

The Autumn Castle€'s spell chamber was under the ground, above the crypt and the dungeons. No light
permesated the gloom except for the brass lantern Mayfridh brought with her, and the soft daylight from a
tiny high window that opened onto the grass outsde. The room was cold, the rough-hewn stone bare of
tapestries or hangings or anything else that might absorb magic. Laid out around the chamber were
mirrors and bowls and burners and ladles and mortars and pestles and bottles. Once, before her faery
parents had departed for the Real World, al magic in the realm had been spun and woven in here, rather
than in Hexebart'swell. Mayfridh always|ooked around the room with a sense of sadness. Its ghostly
emptiness was areminder of her inadequaciesasaruler.

"One day, Eisengrimm—" she Sarted.

"Bekind to yoursdlf, my Queen. Y ou are fill young, and if you are patient and strong, this difficulty with
Hexebart will be overcome.”

Mayfridh had brought wine from the kitchen. She dumped on an unsteady stool in front of the long
wooden table that ran amost the length of the room and stood the bottlein front of her. Eisengrimm
transformed to Crow and joined her. He used his beak to uncork the bottle.

"I wish you would be Bear and use your hands. Why do you never change to Bear?' she asked him.
"Y ou know it hurts my joints. Bear is so heavy. I'm bruised for weeks afterwards.”
"I don't likeyou as Crow. | know you edt the eyes of dead squirrelsin theforest.”

"As Crow, | can think of nothing tastier." He clicked his besk on the table. "Come, Mayfridh. Pour
yoursdf acup of wine."

Mayfridh reached for acup and filled it with wine. Eisengrimm plucked out the spell that had Chrigtine's
hair woven through it, hopped across the table, and dropped it into the cup.

"What will it do?" Mayfridh asked as she waited for it to Szzle and shimmer into thewine,



"It will introduce you to the fed and pace of her world. Asitisonly hair, it will give you no ingght into her
personal circumstances. If | could have snatched one of her eyes, | might have been able to furnish you
with memories, dreams, visons..."

"| prefer her with two eyesin her head, asI'm sure she does.” She swirled the cup and looked into it. The
spell had vanished, and the wine was now golden. "Well, then, I'll drink it."

"Goon."

Mayfridh raised the cup to her lips and took a cautious Sip. At once, unfamiliar sensations began to wash
over her and she closed her eyes. In arush, with asound like agreat breath being expelled, she
experienced—refrigerator noise, demolition sites, antihistamines, newspaper ink, cheap plastic
toys, techno-pop, eyelash curlers, Internet pom, central heating, the Love Parade, roller coasters,
roadwor ks, bookshops, building cranes, cigarettes, lawn mowers, airplanes, fluorocarbons,
chlorine, shampoo, traffic, Coke, Shrek, smog, bombs, PVC, FTP, DVD—

Mayfridh opened her eyes and caught her breath.
"My Queen?'

She closed her eyes again, and more sensations charged at her, dipped past her, and |eft their traceson
her. "When will it stop?' she shouted over the barrage of images, sounds, smédlls.

"Be patient, it should dow down soon.”

Shetook big breaths, tried to relax through the assault of impressions. Finaly, as Eisengrimm had said,
they began to dow, to fade, to grow still. But she didn't open her eyes. She didn't want Eisengrimm to
see the disappointed tears that pricked at them, because now she was terrified, now she doubted she had
enough courage to make passage to such aworld.

"It'sawful," she sad, trying to keep her voice even.

"Awful?'

"And wonderful," she added. "So full of wonders.

"You will seeit firsthand, thefirst of theroyd family in over adozen yearsto—"

Her eyesflicked open and she held up afinger to caution him. "I will not do anything | don't want to do. |
am the queen.”

"But Little May," he said—he dways cdled her by this pet name when she reminded him of her
status—"what about Christine?'Y ou want to see her again, do you not?'

"Yes, but... | know nothing about her. She may be amurderer.”
"A murderer?' He cawed alaugh.

"She may be avillain of some sort. Just because she was a sweet child does not mean she has grown into
akind woman." Eisengrimm stared at her, his bland crow face unreadable. "Change out of Crow. | can't
gtand it when you look a melikethat.”

He transformed to Fox—her favorite—and approached, ducking his head for an ear rub. "You are
making an excuse, and a poor one," he said.



"What if | am?| can do whatever | want—"

"Yes, yes, | know. You'rethe queen.” He sat back and sniffed at the potion in the cup. "How could |
convince you that Christineisnot avillain, that you will be safe if you make a passage to see her?

"l know not."

"What if | go ahead of you, watch her for afew days? I'll see where shelives, what she does, and who
she knows."

Mayfridh fdt her resolve shift again. "Would you?'
"Of course| would.”
"But | could il make up my mind afterwards? | could still decide not to go?"

"Of course." He met her gaze steadily. "But, Mayfridh, don't leaveit too long. Y ou only have until the end
of the season.”

" know."

With hisnose, Eisengrimm tipped over the cup so it spilled out on the table. Mayfridh watched as he
lapped up the spell, then lay forward on his paws with his eyes shut. Histail twitched afew times, but
then he opened hiseyes. "l am ready.”

"How will you go?'
"AsCrow."

"Open your wings."

Hetransformed and spread his shining wings. Mayfridh carefully picked up the two remaining spells, and
tucked one under each wing. The golden light disappeared among the black festhers.

"Besafe, my friend,” she said, and the memory of the last time she had seen her faery parents came back
to her. We're going to the opera. We'll be back before midnight. "Please be very safe, Eisengrimm.”

"Mayfridh, the Real World isnot so dangerousasyou think itis."

"| trust that you areright." She touched hisfeathered head gently. "Return to me soon.”

*k*

Chrigtine saw the crow as soon as she emerged from the front entrance of the bookshop. It was perched
on the hood of asilver Opel parked nearby. When she approached, the bird took to the sky. She paused
and watched it for amoment. It's just a crow. A breeze swept up the street, making red-stained maple
leaves swirl around her and then settle on windshieds and in gutters. Her heart beat an intense rhythm.
Just acrow. It disappeared out of sight over the top of the shops opposite.

She started walking toward Zoo Station. At the entrance to Uhlandstrasse U-bahn, she hesitated, and
considered going underground. At least there would be no crows down there. Then she reminded hersdlf
that crows were common city birds, that they had nothing to do with her stupid dream, and that four
steps down toward the platform her nerveswould al be singing out of tune.

Among the crowds of people near Zoo Station she felt safe. She checked up and around her. A few



pigeons, no crows. Shefound the platform and ahaf-second later, her train did into the station.

She watched out the window. A flash of black at Tiergarten could have been anything, not necessarily
wings. Nothing at Bellevue. Redlly, thiswas ridiculous, to get so concerned about a crow. She had
probably seen ahundred of them since she arrived in Berlin, and just hadn't noticed before. Buskers got
on at Lehrter Stadtbahnhof and played an enthusiastic rendition of "She Loves Y ou." Everyoneignored
them, and they disembarked before her at Friedrich-strasse. Christine realized her eyes were darting
everywhere, looking for the bird. But there were no birds. There were buildings and bridges and banks
and brisk autumn breezes, but nothing € se beginning with "b." Sheturned into Vogewald-Allee, looked
up, and saw a crow Sitting on the turret of Hotel Mandy-Z.

"Leavemedone” shecdled out toit, fumbling for her key.

At that moment, the front door opened and Mandy stepped out. " Good evening, Chrigtine.”
"Hi, Mandy."

"Did | hear you talking to somebody?"

The crow fluttered down and cameto rest on afirgt-floor windowsill. Mandy must have seen Chrigtine
flinch, because he asked, "Were you taking to the crow?'

"Yeah," shesad, trying to laugh at hersdf. "I'd swear he'sfollowed me home."

Mandy eyed the crow. "From Charlottenburg? No, I'm sure he hasn't. Perhaps you saw histwin earlier.
They dl ook the same, you know."

"Yeah, | know."

"Although they can probably tell each other gpart.” He turned his attention to Christine again. "I've been
meaning to ask you. Have you been out of the city at al sinceyou arrived? A day trip? A weekend in the
country?*

She shook her head, wondering where thisline of questioning was heading. "No."
"Redly?'

"Why do you ask?" Anindistinct sensation of uneasiness crept up her spine. She had been on aday trip
al right; al theway to faeryland and back. Had he overheard her talking to Jude? But no, she'd barely
told Jude anything about the dream.

"The other night at dinner you seemed remarkably. .. refreshed.”

"Probably had something to do with lying flat on my back for nearly aweek." Crows, faeryland, Mandy.
Shejust wanted to get indde, take awarm shower, and crash in front of thetelevision dl night. "Do | il
seem 'refreshed’ now?”

"No. Sorry for my bluntness. Y ou how seem just asyou werewhen first | met you." He smiled, reveding
thosetiny teeth, not much bigger than milk teeth. "Y ou must think me odd, Chrigtine.”

Hdll, yes. "No. I'm used to artists. Four years with Jude, you know."

He patted her shoulder. "I'll leave you to go inside out of the cold. Look, your crow has decided you're
home safely and you no longer need his guardianship.” He pointed up at the sky, and Chrigtine saw the
black outline of the bird against the gray clouds. A sudden twinge of memory snapped into her mind.



"Oh," she gasped.
"Chrigine?'
"Nothing," she sad, forcing asmile. "Good night.”

He buttoned his coat and trudged down the street. She watched the crow as it disappeared into the
distance, and finally she remembered why those black wings had been plaguing her memory for
weeks—and why they horrified her so much.

**k*

Mayfridh sat in the spell chamber, abowl of water resting on metable in front of her. Shetried to breathe
very softly so the water would remain undisturbed. In the bowl, she could see what Eisengrimm could see
as he darted around Christine's corner of the Real World. She had seen busy streets and shiny cars,
shops and building sites, and Christine's home on aleafy street. She had even seen the man she assumed

was Chrigtine's beloved, alarge black-haired fellow who had touched her shoulder very gently and
caetuly.

Hewasrather an ugly man, but Christinewas aplain little thing and couldn't expect much better.

Mayfridh sighed and leaned forward, sending ripples swelling out across the surface of the water. Plain
little Chrigtine had alover and Mayfridh didn't and never had. She had not yet met aman whom she
could imagine spending more than afew minuteswith, let done alifetime. Eisengrimm had caused a
number of men—handsome, powerful, strong—to be brought to the castle for her review, but none of
them had apped ed to her. Love was such a complicated function. How wasit possible that anyone ever
found love when it was dependent on so many mutua perfections?

Oh, but shewaslondly.

Sheclosed her eyesand let hersdlf imagine visiting with Christine in the Red World. They would
reminisce about their shared childhood, they would talk about love; perhaps Christine would introduce
her to her other friends and the black-haired man. Leaveswere faling every moment and the Autumn
Cadtle would have to beleft behind, and then she would forget Christine again. She would be friendless
and aone once more.

"I will go, then," she whispered, watching her bresth dance on the water. "Come what may, | will go."

CHAPTER FIVE

"I thought you had a morning off."

"I do." Chrigtine turned from the dresser and smiled a Jude, who had just woken up.
"Then stay in bed. Seepin, with me." He patted the mattress.

Sheturned and resumed dressing. "No. I'm going out to Zehlendorf."

"What's at Zehlendorf?' Then before she could answer, he said, "Oh, your old house."
"That'sright."”



"Do you want me to come?'

She buttoned up her blouse. "If you like. I'm going on the bus though. There are tunnelson thetrain line.”
"Would you prefer meto be there with you?”

She shrugged. "It might be nice."

"Y ou're not going to knock on the door or anything?'

She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled on her jeans. "No, | don't know the new owners."

"Then why—7"

"l just want to seeit again. | want to collect my thoughts and put the past behind me." Where it
belonged, instead of turning up in wild hallucinations.

"Okay then, I'll come."
"Then hurry. I'm catching the ten o'clock busfrom Zoo."

The sky was dark and heavy outside and Jude muttered about forgetting his umbrella. The bus dropped
them off on abusy suburban street lined with bakeries and parks. Christine looked around for
remembered landmarks.

"That church wasthere" shesaid. "My dreet isbehind it."
"It's pretty here," Jude said, following her.

"Yesah, it dwayswas." Shetook him down anarrow side street. The road was cobbled and the gutters
filled with leaves. "We were only herefor just over ayear. From 77 to '78." She amiled a him. "David
Bowie came over once. | sat on hislap.”

"Was he afriend of your parents?'

"Um... yeah. They kind of knew everyone." She paused on the corner. A dark blue Mercedes svept
padt. "Thisisthe street.”

"Come on then. What are we waiting for?"

"Good question." What was she afraid of ? The whole point of coming here was to sort out the memory
of the crow once and for dl. "Jude, do you believe that some things are so disturbing that you can bury
them under deep layers and forget them?”

"Of course. Psychiatrists make their living out of stuff like that. Why, isthere something redlly disturbing
onthissreet?"

She shook her head. "Not redly. | mean... | wassix... seven. Somethings get into your imagination and
runwild."

"Tdl me"
"Comeon," she sad, grabbing his hand and leading him across the road. "I'll show you.”

Chrigtine recognized dl the houses. Their high-peaked roofs and painted shutters had barely changed in
twenty-five years. There were more trees than she remembered, more traffic noise in the distance, and



lots of cars parked in the street. "That one was my house," she said, pointing out a painted white house
with a cobbled path and tidy gardens. "That one was the Friths." This house was the worse for wear,
with an overgrown garden and pedling shutters. "And that window up there..." She pointed to the
window directly under the gable, and found she couldn't finish the sentence.

"What isit?" Jude asked. A drizzle had started to descend.
"That'swhere it hgppened.”
"What happened?

Chrigtinefound it hard to begin. Now she had remembered everything, she was experiencing dl the
childish fear and sadness again. "May and | had declared each other blood sisters the day before. My
thumb was till hurting when | turned up at her place early the next morning. | crashed inas| dwaysdid
and Mrs. Frith said that May wasn't awake yet, but that | could go up and wake her. It was a Saturday. |
raced up the stairs, | had anew book to show her | think... or arecord to play her. My parents were
aways bringing home records, strange experimental music, but May and | didn't care what it sounded
like. Wejust loved new records, poring over the covers and theinsde deevesand... Sorry, I'm
rambling.”

"It's okay, babe."

"So, | knocked gently on her bedroom door and called out to her, then went into her room. She had a
fabulous room. She was redlly spoiled and her mother had spent so much time painting her bedroom all
these wild colors and with scenes from faery tales on the ceiling and. .. anyway, | went in and

approached May's bed. But May wasn't in the bed. There was something el se underneath the covers.”

"What wasit?'

"| called out for May, and | stepped closer to the bed, peering at it. A lump under the blankets moved,
too smdl to be May. | must have held my breath afull minute, staring at it, wondering if I'd imagined it
moving. Then it stirred again. | reached out and flicked back the covers, and a huge, black crow was
gtting there looking at me. | shrieked and stumbled back. The crow spread its wings and cawed, that
awful noisethey make... | swear it pierced my eardrums. Then it darted up, into my face, like it wanted
to steal my eyes. | screamed again, covering my face. When | looked, the crow had taken off out the
window. That'swhen | noticed it was open. May never dept with the window open. Her mother had a
weird phobiaabout it.

"Her parents burst in then, dl panicked and angry with mefor screaming. Then her mother said, 'Wher€'s
May? and | said | didn't know, but there had been a crow in her bed.”

"That was the day she disappeared?’ Jude asked.

Chrigtine nodded. "Y ep. The police arrived, like, nine minutes later. 1'd been sent home, but the police
came to speak to me. Dad had to trand ate everything for me, | was too upset to remember any German
except 'kréhe—crow."

"Did they figure out what the crow was doing there?"

Chrigtine gazed up at the window. It was firmly shut againgt the October drizzle. "No," she said, "because
they didn't believe me. | wastoo little, | wasn't areliable witness. Everybody thought I'd made it up. At
least, everybody except Mrs. Frith." She pointed at the Friths house. " She turned up one day, about two
weeks after May had gone missing. My parents were reluctant to let me talk to her. The poor woman



was nearly insane with grief and anxiety. She smelled terrible, like she hadn't bathed since it happened.
She kept demanding to know..." Shetrailed off into along silence.

"Wha?'
"It's crazy, Jude.”
"Goon."

" She kept demanding to know what the crow had said to me. It wasterrifying and it sowed aseed in
some dark corner of my mind.”

"What it said to you?"

"Yeah. Oh, Jude. If you knew what ardlief it isto me to remember all this. It'sal been barricaded back
therein my head, making me fed weird fedings and dream strange dreams. Y ou know, | got spooked
when | saw acrow the other day. | thought it had followed me home." Finally she could laugh at herself.
"God, | eventold Mandy that it had followed me home."

Jude dipped an arm around her and gave her an affectionate squeeze. "Ah, don't worry, nobody's crazier
than Mandy."

Chrigtine sighed, gazing at her childhood home. ™Y ou know, I'd hardly even thought about Little May all
thistime™"

"Y ou've been on the other sde of the world, you've been living your life. Being herein Berlin has made
you remember things, that'sall.”

"l guessyou'reright. There arelots of memoriesfor me here.” She imagined knocking on the door of her
old home, and finding her parentsinsde, safe and happy and enjoying their retirement. Theimpossible
thought brought fresh tearsto her eyes. It was so damn unfair. She sank into Jude's side and he pressed
her againg him.

"What'swrong, Chrigtine?'

"l missthem."

"I know."

"Sorry for being dl emotiond.”

"It'sokay." He stroked her hair. "It's okay, you're allowed to be emotiona.”
"You'redl I've got, Jude. Without you, I'd have nothing.”

Shefdt hischest stiffen momentarily, as though he were clutching his breath against some burden, and
then relax. "What'swrong?' she asked, standing back.

"Nothing'swrong," he said, looking puzzled. "Why do you ask?'
"| thought..." Maybe shedd imagined that moment of caught breath, and everything it might have signified.
"Look, we're getting wet," Jude said gently. "Do you mind if we go find a cafe somewhere?”

"Sure. Okay, sure." They headed back the way they had come through the misting drizzle. And even



though her fingers were growing cold in the autumn chill, Christine tried not to clutch Jude's hand too
tightly.

* k%

Mayfridh couldn't remember being morefrightened in her life. Y ou there, pack my warm cloak. And
you, find that gold pin I wore on my birthday." She heard her own voice shake as she ordered three
servants about—she had forgotten their names, she dways forgot their names—while they packed a
trunk for her to take with her.

"Could | advise, Queen Mayfridh, that you don't take such abig trunk with you?" Thiswas Eisengrimm,
as Walf, lying amongst the rumpled white bedcovers with hisface resting on hisfront paws.

"What do you mean?' she demanded. Eisengrimm could beinfuriatingly calm in the most hectic of
circumstances.

"Y ou can come back for clothes. Y ou can make the passage back at any time. And besides, you know
that your clothes don't look like Real World clothes. Y ou'll want to go shopping as soon asyou get
there”

Ahyes, that word. "Shopping.” It was one of the Real World concepts that appedled to her the most.
Vast buildingsfull of beautiful dressesin ingenious colors and textures, and dl to be had by showing a
colored square—a credit card.

"Come, leave dl these things behind. Y ou need only take yourself and abag full of spells.”
"If Hexebart will comply,” she muttered darkly.

"Hexebart must comply, and she knows that. She may not believe you are the true queen, but she knows
you are Queen Liesebet and King Jasper's daughter, and she must give you whatever magic you ask for."

"After threats and curses.”
"Shelikesto see you angry. Y ou shouldn't give her the satisfaction.”

Mayfridh marched over to one of the servants and snatched ayellow dress out of her hands. "That will
do," shesaid. "All of you, you are dismissed. | need nothing further.”

With bows and nervous murmurs they backed out of the room. She dammed the door shut and flung
hersdf onto the bed next to Eisengrimm, flat on her back with her hair spread out around her, gazing up
at the white canopy.

"I'm frightened, Eisengrimm. I'm so frightened.” The fear waslike abig, inescapable bubble welling up
insde her, making her tap her fingers, and twitch her legs, and hold back afragment of every bresth.

"l know you are, Little May. But look at me, | came back. | was gone but afew hours, and then | came
back."

She turned on her somach and met his gaze. "Eisengrimm, what do you think happened to my mother
and father?'

"l know not."

"Make aguessthen.”



"l have no way of guessng.”

"Perhaps they were murdered,” Mayfridh said. The dark fear spun down on her. "Oh, | don't want to be
murdered.”

"Therisk isvery low in the Real World. Murder accountsfor very few desths. They may have met with
an accident.”

"But Eisengrimm, we sent adozen men through to find them. Nobody had heard of them or seen them,
nobody found them or their bodies. They smply disappeared. A murderer would hide them, would he
not? To avoid capture.”

"It would be best not to think of it, Mayfridh." He stood and stretched, and jumped from the bed.
"Come, we shdl pay Hexebart avist.”

Mayfridh sat up, her legs hanging over the Sde of the bed. "Eisengrimm,” she said mournfully, "whét if
they didn't want to be found? What if they liked the Real World so much, they wanted to stay? What if
they didn't redly love me?"

Eisengrimm gripped the deeve of her dress between histeeth and pulled her to her feet.

"Yes, yes, I'm coming,” she sad, following him with heavy footsteps.

* k%

The. early morning was very cool, and agolden autumn glow hung misty over thewild hedgesin the
garden and the treesin the wood. The aspen had aready turned bright yellow, and the beech was stained
with golden-red. A chance breeze shook leaves|oose and they spun and dived toward the ground.
Mayfridh pulled her pae bronze cloak around her againgt the morning chill asthey approached the well.

"Hexebart!" Eisengrimm called.
"What do you want, dog-chops?' was the response.

"Witch, come herel" Mayfridh shouted. The anger jumped in her chest. How she hated Hexebart, the
thief of theroyd magic.

"Andwhy should I, you nagty little changding?"
"Because | anthequeenand | command it!"

The rope squeaked and began to hoist itsalf upward. In the end, the witch always complied. Hexebart
had once been the most trusted and skilled sorceress of Mayfridh's faery parents, Queen Liesebet and
King Jasper. She had pride of placein the spell chamber where she spun and wove the roya magic. It
was customary, if the queen and king left the redlm together, to store their magic with aguardian. The
night that Mayfridh's parents had disappeared, Hexebart was chosen as that guardian. But they had failed
to return and Hexebart had never accepted Queen Liesebet was dead, or that Mayfridh was the rightful
heir, because she was a human child. Mayfridh had cast her down the well as punishment twenty years
ago, but sill the witch refused to hand the magic over. Y es, she performed any spdllsthat were
demanded of her—she had to, she was bound by amagical oath. But she swore that until she saw the
dead bodies of the king and queen, she would believe they smply hadn't returned yet, and would protect
their magic as she had been asked.

Hexebart appeared over the rim of thewell, her bony gray fingers gripping the rusty bars of her cage. At



her feet was apile of glowing spells.
"What?" she demanded.

"I need spells," Mayfridh said.
"What for?"

"I don't haveto tell you what for, just give them to me." Mayfridh held out the woven bag she carried
spdlsin.

"Tdl mewhat for."
"Jugt givemethe spells™
"What will you do if | don't?"

Mayfridh's hands shook with anger. "I'll sew you in asack and throw you inthelake; I'll put youina
barrd of nailsand roll you down the hill; I'll tie you to four oxen and send them off in different directions.”

"Ha," Hexebart cried, "you wouldn't dare.”

"Give methe spels”" Mayfridh was closeto tears. "It'smy magic, giveit tome."

"It'snot yours," Hexebart said, snatching up ahandful of spdlls, "it's Queen Liesebet's.”
"She's dead.”

"How do | know you're not lying? 'Y ou've probably locked her up in adungeon somewhere.”
"How can you suggest such athing?'

Hexebart began pitching the spdlls out of the cage, aming for Mayfridh's head. "Here, piglet; here, dog
breeth.”

"Ow, stop that!" Mayfridh cried.

"Here, princess toadling; here, mongrdl." The spells bounced off Mayfridh and to the ground. "Here are
your spells, may you accidentally poison yoursaf with them." When the cage was empty, Hexebart
released the rope and descended into the well with acrash.

Mayfridh leaned over the edge of the well and screamed, "1 hate you!™

Therewas a sharp cackle in response and then silence. Mayfridh turned to see Eisengrimm collecting the
gpells, nudging them with his nose until they gathered at her feet.

"Come, Little May, forget about her."
"How can you be so reasonable?’
"Y ou must be calm for the passage.”

She knedled and began to pick up the spells and dip them into her woven bag. Y ou are cruel to me,
Eisengrimm. | am a poor orphan who islondy and afraid.”

He gtifled achuckle. "Y ou shall be lonely no longer, Mayfridh. An old friend awvaitsyou.” He sat on his



hind legs, and watched as she collected the last of the spells, apatient statue in the midst of her agitation.
"S0," shesaid, climbing to her feet, her knees shaking beneath her, 'l supposeitistime.”
"Y es, my Queen. Let melead you into the autumn forest.”

Mayfridh followed him through the misty golden dawn into the woods. The trees were close and dark,
shading out the pale light. Dead |leaves crackled at their feet, and the constant scuff and skitter of soft
fdling made it seem as though the woods were whispering farewd | and farewell, farther and farther into
the gloom.

"Thereisaforest in the center of her city. Do you remember it from the spell we drank?!
"Yes, the Tiergarten.”

"The passage is safest taken there. Fewer witnesses, no traffic. It isashort walk from there to Christine's
home. If you become logt, use one of the spellsasamap.”

"I will "
"Good luck."

Mayfridh bent to kissthe top of Eisengrimm's head, then tried to force a breath down into her
panic-squeezed lungs. She pulled one of the spells from the bag and let it rest on her upturned palm.

"Passage," shewhispered into it, then blew gently. The spell began to dissolve, and in front of her along
ova shape began to flicker.

"Y ou can return whenever you like," Eisengrimm said.
"Promisemel'll be safe”
"l promiseyou.”

The oval shape resolved itsdlf into awatery picture of the Real World. A dark wood, not unlike the one
she stood in. But aready she could hear the distant traffic, smell the odd sharp-sour smells.

"Farewd|, Eisengrimm.”
"Farewdl, LittleMay."

Shetook abreath, stepped forward into the murky half-light between the worlds, and then through to the
other side.

from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.

Writing thismemair is affecting my imagination in odd ways. Just the other night, | started to believethat |
hed afaery living in my own building. One of the girls, the skinny little thing that hangs on Jude
Honeychurch'sarm, had amost revolting faery odor clinging to her. | was Sitting next to her, and she
reached her arm toward me and | could sméll it faintly. Like somebody who has stepped in something
rotten and can't detect it himself, she was bewildered when | shot out of my chair and moved. How could
| have eaten with that smell in my nogtrils? And yet, aday or two later (after many hours pondering how |



could kill her and bone her without Jude knowing), | ran into her again on the front step. No smell at dl.
Of course, | should have known she wasn't afaery. They are usualy confident and glamorous, and this
girl isnot. She has an air of hungry-dog desperation about her, like she expectsto be kicked at any
moment. So what wasit? A momentary glitch in my sense of smel? Or wasit smply that | have spent so
many hours thinking about my own faery soriesto assesstheir suitability for my memoir—the triumphs
and failures of my past—that I'm smelling faeries where there are only humans?

At leadt it relieves me of the problem of killing her. But | must be very certain next time | hunt afaery,
because if my senses can lead me astray in such amanner, | could end up murdering an innocent human.

All thistak of killing faeriesfills me with such awarm satisfaction, likeit's Boxing Day and the clutter of
torn wrapping paper is consgned to the rubbish bin, and there are just shiny new thingswaiting to be
played with. My memories of happy moments. | have hunted many fagriesin my time, but none were so
satisfying asmy firg kill. | wasfourteen and it was Chrigmastime.

The disagreement with my parents over the faery had never truly been resolved. They grew, | am amost
certain, to hate me for my ingtincts. We fought agreat ded, even after | pretended | no longer bore any ill
will toward our faery relaivesin an attempt to win back their love. They looked at me asif they didn't
know me, with asick despair that drove them eventually to consign me to aboarding school. Not for my
own good or for the possihility of reform, but smply because it became too painful for them to look upon
me. | grew into astrong, if somewhat plump, young man and in the sanctuary of their blind spot |
returned to my deepest fantasies about faeries. While the other boys were comparing their wispy new
facid growth, or sharing their sex dreams about Elke Sommer, or forming sportsteamsto fill the
emptiness of being banished from home, or hefting each other's musky ball sacks under the rough
blankets at night, | cultivated azea ous solitariness and drew my pictures. By thetime | wasfourteen, |
had nearly an entire suitcase full.

| was back in Bremen with my parentsthat Christmas, and they took me shopping to alarge department
gore. | smdled him immediady.

Sitting on apedestd, dressed asthe Christmas Man, children climbing al over hislap.

A faery.

| had to play it cool, of course. My parents hadn't noticed him, so | steered them away from him and
alowed the afternoon to pass asif nothing had happened.

But | planned, as soon as| could, to return.

| had an unbearable, deepless night. | knew | should do something about that awful aberration, but |
didn't know what. | couldn't let afaery wander around unchecked in my own city. | fantasized in great
detail about killing the faery, but didn't know if | could. | was riddled with salf-doubts.

| awoke and demanded that my mother take me to my aunt Marta's house. Aunt Martalived within
walking distance of the department store and Aunt Marta had atoolshed in the back garden, where my
uncle Walt had gone to escape her incessant chatter in the years before he died. Mother must have been
surprised by my sudden desire to see Aunt Marta—I had never before shown a particular fondnessfor
her—but my parents were dways eager to be apart from me. | packed my bags and installed mysdlf at
Aunt Marta's until Christmas.

Aunt Martawas astupid old woman who could not stop gossiping. Every morning she made me
breakfast and subjected meto an hour of chatter, made me morning tea and talked some more, made me
lunch and so on. But every afternoon at four she went caroling with the small choir she belonged to,



leaving me donefor three blissful hours.

Uncle Walt's toolshed hadn't been opened in the two years since he died. | crept out there as soon as
Martawas gone, and dipped insde. Snow had fallen the night before, and the air was very quiet and
chilled. I knew by now that it was my destiny to kill the faery, but | was too innocent to know whereto
dart. It was necessarily going to be acrude and primitive exercise. As| looked around me, discovering
toolsthat | thought might help—amallet, asaw, along screwdriver—I wished for streamlined equipment
like dag gersand guns. Every time | thought about what | intended to do that evening, such awarm liquid
rush of excitement would flood my body that | had trouble remaining on my feet. While weighing the
malet in my hands and imagining bringing it crashing down on the Santa hat, | actudly wet my pants. | l&ft
my soiled clothesfor Aunt Martato clean up, took the toolsin a sack, and returned to the department
store to seek out Santa.

Oh, I could smdll him; his reeking bones under hisskin called to me. | hovered nearby at ashdf filled
with toys and watched him. Children climbed in and out of hislap, tdling him their Chrigmaswishes. At
one stage he caught sight of me, and patted his lap invitingly. He probably thought | was too embarrassed
to volunteer my dearest Christmas wish to him, on account of being such alarge boy. | shook my head
and sank back between the shelves, savoring the knowledge that my Christmas wish would be granted
soon.

| watched him all afternoon, then when the store closed, | hid benegath arack of winter coats near the toy
section and waited to see where he went and what he did. He disappeared from my view and | thought |
had lost him. | saw thelightsdim, | heard voices calling good night to each other, and | cursed mysdif for
not thinking more clearly about what to do with him. But then luck intervened. After the store was quiet
and | was considering how to leave now all the doorswere locked, | saw him move back into my line of
vison. He ill wore his Santa suit and went from shelf to shelf in the toy section, from toy to toy, touching
them with hisfingers. I chanced dipping out from behind the coats and creegping closer to watch him. As
he touched each toy, aglimmer of pae light would briefly envelop it, then fade. He was covering dl the
toyswith faery blessings.

I've since learned much about faeries. Blessing objects, especidly for children, isvery characterigtic of
Dutch faeries. | had no ideathen that he was from the Netherlands, but when | did redlize, yearslater,
that my first kill was Dutch, | took acertain satisfectioninit as| have never liked anybody from that
country.

| watched him, horrified that he was putting hisfoul touch on dl those toys. When he had finished two or
three shelves, hetired. | followed him silently as he found aback exit from the department store and
dipped out into an dley. | was two seconds after him, and he looked up and saw me.

"Helo," hesaid smiling, "didn't | seeyou earlier today?'
| glared at him without spesking. If he was unnerved by the fat boy stalking him, he gave no indication.
"Merry Chrismas," he said, and turned away.

Y ou may be surprised to hear that my firgt kill, with those primitive instruments, was so effective and
satisfying that | have never actudly upgraded to the deek equipment | fantasized about earlier that day. |
gill have Uncle Wadlt'stoals, and | ill use them from time to time for the sake of nostalgiaas much asfor
the way the grooves st familiar in my hand. | followed the Dutch fagry, | bludgeoned him to death in the
dley, and | returned to Aunt Maltas. It was aswonderful as| had anticipated, if alittle messy.

But before | left, | took out the saw and | sawed off one of the fagry'sfingers, wrapping it carefully in his
Santa hat. In the privacy of my bedroom back home in Niederbiren on Christmas Eve, | unwrapped my



cherished prizeto ingpect it. With patience, remarkable for such ayoung man, | stripped away the flesh,
careful not to scrape the bone, until | revealed the shining treasure benesath.

Not slver. Although | am color-blind, it was gpparent that this bone was not precious metd as| had
been told. Rather, it waswhiter than anything in my field of vison, and it glowed softly, catching the light
and radiating it at pretty angles. | scrubbed it to remove the repulsive faery smell, and from that moment
on could barely take my eyes off it. That night, after dl thelightsin the house had been switched off, |
pulled out my old night-light, and by its soft glow placed the bone on my desk. | reached for the sharp
knife | used on my mode planesand | began to scratch and scrape, carving a crooked face upon the
bone. Hours passed, and | was deeply immersed in that wonderful thrill of promise and labor known to
al artigts. | have yet to experience a Christmas as splendid as that one.

| still havethat carving today. It Stsin aspecid silver bracket above the window in my sculpture room.
That carving, crude and childish asit is, is unutterably important to me. It represents the finest season of
my childhood, aturning point in my identity, the moment when | knew | had found my lifeéswork.

**k*
Mayfridh hesitated just outside the building where Christine lived. She had come thisfar—acrossworlds,
through traffic—but now she wondered if visiting Christine was an ill-considered scheme. Her old friend

had not been happy to be in Ewigkreis, maybe her unhappiness was something to do with Mayfridh
hersdf? Maybe Chriginedidn't like her?

She glanced around her. It was late afternoon, but not yet dark. The Real World was nowhere near as
scary as she had anticipated. Mayfridh reminded hersdlf that she was anative of thisworld, whatever she
had become | ater, and its rhythms and impressions were dmost familiar. She remembered traffic lights
and train lines and cigarette smoke and electricity. Those memories, added to the spell she had drunk,
made her fed dmogt a homein thisland so distant from her own.

Once more she turned her attention to the intercom at the front door. No point in agonizing about it. If
Chrigtine didn't want to see her, that would be that. But Mayfridh had to give her the opportunity to say
asmuch.

With a deep breath, she approached the door. Eisengrimm had told her which button to push. It wasthe
one marked "Honeychurch." She wondered why Christine had caled her home such addlicious name.

"Hello?" A man'svoice came out of the intercom—that painstakingly faked magic they cdled
technol ogy—and Mayfridh was too surprised to spesk. Had Eisengrimm got the number wrong? Did
Chriginelivein the ungppedingly named "Zweigler” or "Ekman" ingtead?

"Hello?' The voice again. Mayfridh redlized she should say something.
"Er... hdlo. | had hoped to see Christine Starlight.”
"She's not back from work yet. Do you want to come up and wait for her?”

Mayfridh redlized the voice must belong to the man she had seen Chrigtine with. "Yes, yes| would,” she
sad.

"Werein number three."
The door buzzed and then there was silence. She pressed the button again.

"Hdlo?' He wasimpatient, and Mayfridh's heart hiccupped. She wanted Christine'slover to like her.



"I'm sorry, but can | comein?' she asked, warily.

The voice laughed, a soft warm laugh, releasing the impatience. ™Y ou have to push the door open when |
buzz it. Okay?"

"Sorry." Why hadn't that important detail made it into the spell”? She supposed Christine had never had to
ring her own doorbell.

The door buzzed again and she pushed it open, and headed up the sairs. Thislover of Christing's
sounded very friendly. She liked him dready, which surprised her. He had seemed like such an ugly
stocky fellow when Eisengrimm saw him. She found adoor with a"3" marked on it, and knocked.

The door opened. "Hi," he said with asmile. It wasn't the dark, fat man.

Mayfridh stood, stunned into silence. He was beautiful, unspesakably beautiful. His hair was the color of
straw, touded and curling into his neck. His eyes were dark and gleaming under a broad, noble forehead.
He smdled of exotic spices and warm clean skin. And he smiled as though he knew the most intimate
secrets of dl theloversin the history of the universe,

"Do you want to comein?"
"Who are you?' she asked.

His smile dwindled around the corners, and his face took on apuzzled look. Mayfridh was enchanted by
the way his expresson moved, hisfedings shifting like fluid across hisforehead and eyes and mouth.

"I'm Jude," he said, dowly now as though talking to a madwoman.

Mayfridh gathered hersdf. "I'm Miranda," she said, superdtitioudy reverting to her old human name. A
name was a dangerous thing to reved to thewrong person. "I'm an old friend of Chrigtine's."

He held open the door and indicated the sofa. "L ook, go on in and wait for her. I'm going down to the
Sudio."

"Thegudio?'
"I'm apainter.”

Chrigtine had her own painter? Even Mayfridh didn't have a dedicated painter living with her. But maybe
sheld misunderstood the Situation. "How interesting,” she said, stepping insde. His body was so close her
arm brushed his deeve and she felt asudden hot shiver.

"Okay, I'll just be downgtairs. Chrigtine should be home any minute.”
"I'll wait right here.
"Niceto meet you," he said, closing the door behind him.

Mayfridh went obediently to the sofaand sat down. All the details of Christine'slife that Mayfridh had
been s0 eager to witness—the objects with which shefilled her home, the sights and smellswith which
she surrounded hersel f—were suddenly vastly and ever-dwindlingly unimportant.

Jude was a painter. Mayfridh turned the thought over and over in her head, savoring the pleasure that it
gave her. A spinning, faling feding of promise pulled at her heart. With abubble of joy caught in her
throat, sheredized she had just faleninlove.



CHAPTER SIX

Christine shut out the windy street and ran directly into Gerda.
"Hi, how was work?" Gerda asked, unhooking her coat from the rack beside the front door.
"Same as aways. Boring and unrewarding,” Christine replied.

Gerda narrowed her eyes dightly. Chrigtine knew what she was thinking: But you don't need to work,
Christine, you're a millionaire. It had been the topic of one of the first conversations the two women
had shared. Gerda had made it clear that Christing's reason for sitting on her inheritance—her discomfort
about benefiting so greatly from the death of her parents—was sweet, but misplaced. Nobody except
Jude ever understood. Christine maintained that the right time to crack open the account and make
guilt-free use of it would be when she was married and planning children of her own.

"I'm going out for acoffee" Gerdasaid. "Want to come?'

"Maybe another time," Chrigtine said.

Gerda pulled open the door to the gray afternoon. "Jude'sin the studio if you'relooking for him."
"Thanks"

Christine shrugged out of her light coat and hung it up, then ducked around the side of the staircase and
into the gdlery.

The Immanud K. Zweigler Collection was officialy open from one p.m. until eight p.m. Mondaysto
Thursdays. The wallswere painted stark white, and the floor was made of the same broad planks of
unpolished wood as every other floor in Hotel Mandy-Z. The galery was cluttered and overfull: arow of
paintings around the wadls, and sculptures and ingtalations jammed into every corner. Pete's
latest—video footage of eight cats roaming in afast-food restaurant after hours, while eerie Japanese
music played—had a dedicated area marked off with plastic chain. It was Friday, so the galery was
closed. Mandy was nowhere in sight, and the lightsin the ceiling were dark. The Japanese music had
been left on, hissing and shadowy like aradio tuned just off the Sation. A corridor opened off the gdlery,
four doorslined it: one for each of the artists cramped but warm studios. She pushed open the door to
number three.

"Hi," shesad.
Jude turned, semidistracted, his mouth pressed into adownward curve of consideration. "Oh, hi."
"Sorry for interrupting.”

"It'sfine" he said, putting down his paintbrush, then immediatdly picking it up again. On the canvasin
front of him, agray curve. The blue sofabehind him was covered in rags and paint tubes and canvases.
"I'm not surewhat I'm doing here."

"Painting a picture?'

Hedidn't smile; probably hadn't even heard her. "I'm so Sick of the shapes of my own brushstrokes. I'm
tired of Jude Honey church.”



She backed off. Jude got like this periodicaly, and was best |eft done. "I'll leave you to it then.”

"Okay, I'll be up for dinner." Then, remembering something, he turned to her and said, "There's someone
waiting upstairsfor you. Can't remember her name, sorry.”

"Whoisit?" Chrigtine didn't know anybody in Berlin who Jude didn't also know.
"She says she'san old friend of yours. Her name started with 'M.™
Chriginefdt asharp flutter of cold in her ssomach. "What?'

"Miranda, that'sit. She's wearing weird clothes, like she's dressed for amedieval costume party or
something.”

Chrigtine stood rooted to the spot for amoment as Jude started loading up his brush with paint. "What
does she look like?"

"Pretty, long red hair. Why don't you go up and see her? She'sjust waiting in the lounge room.” Jude
sounded s0 unaffected, asif it were the most ordinary thing in the world. "Go on, | can't concentrate with
you here"

Sheturned and left, closing the door behind her, grabbing abregth in the corridor before heading for the
dars—

Miranda

—Therewould be alogica explanation—

like she's dressed for a medieval costume party

—There had to be alogica explanation and the quicker she got upstairs—
pretty, long red hair

—the quicker she would know that explanation and be able to laugh at the blundering panic that now
thumbed itsway up her ribs.

Her hand shook as she reached for the door and pushed it open. She took one step inside and saw the
faery queen from her dream, Sitting on her sofa

Christine yelped and jumped back.
Mayfridh rose and came toward her. "Chrigtine, what's the matter?”

Christine pressed her hands to her head and screwed her eyes shut. " Get out, get out, get out,” she said,
willing the vision to go away. But Jude had seen her too. Jude had spoken to her. How could that be?

"Y ou want meto go aready?' Mayfridh sounded irritated, even petulant. ™Y ou haven't even asked why
I'm here.”

Christine dropped her hands and stared. Mayfridh looked real, flesh and blood, and Jude had seen her
and... A surge of dread and nausea and white spangles whooshed up through her lungs. She fought for
bresth. Thiswasit, she wasfindly succumbing to insanity. "Y ou're not red,” Christine managed to say.
"Get out of my head."



"I'm not..." Mayfridh paused, considering. "Oh, | see. It's not because you don't like me that you want
meto leave, it's because I'm frightening you." And then, before Christine could understand what was
happening, Mayfridh had reached into her hessian bag and pulled out aglowing tranducent ball.

"Believe," Mayfridh said, blowing gently on the ball. It dissolved on her pam, and asheer curtain of
fresh, clear light washed through Chrigtineés mind.

"What the... ?' Suddenly, Chrigtine's dread was gone. She wasn't crazy. Mayfridh redly was here, redly
was the queen of the faeries. Her dream had always been ared experience, and none of these facts
threatened to undo her or overwhelm her. "What did you do to me?' Christine said, pressing her fingers
into her temple.

"| stopped you from being frightened." Mayfridh beamed, pleased with herself.
"You put aspell on me?' The words should have been so ridiculous, but weren't.
"A little spell." Mayfridh held her thumb and forefinger ahaf-inch gpart. 'Y ou needed it."

Chrigtine was annoyed. "Isn't there some code of ethics about putting spells on people? What if | didn't
want you to put aspell on me?"

"l wastrying to help you."
Chrigtine stared at her. "What the hell are you doing here?"
"Looking for you."

"But what..." Chrigtine turned and pushed the door shut with her toe. "But what could you possibly want
withme?'

"Totak toyou. I'd forgotten dl about you until you came, and then | remembered how much fun wed
had as children and | thought you might want to renew our friendship.” Although Mayfridh's noble
posture and dignified voice matched her Satus, her dark blue eyes betrayed a childlike vulnerability, a

longing.
Chrigtinesghed. "Thisisjust too weird."
"Do you want another spdll?!

"No, no more spdlls. Just give me aminute here. It's not every day the queen of the faeriesturnsup on
my sofa." Christine took a deep breath. "What happened to you, May?*

"My name's Mayfridh now."
"Wheredid you go that morning?'

"Two faeries camein the night and took me, adopted me. Queen Liesebet and King Jasper. | forgot the
Real World soon after.”

"Therewasacrow in your bed."
"Probably Eisengrimm.”
"Andthis... faery world of yours. Whereisit?'



"It'sjust Over There." She gestured vaguely around her with both hands. "I think."
"That's not very specific.”

Thisannoyed Mayfridh. ™Y ou explain where your world isthen,” she said.

"It's..." Chrigtine paused. "It's somewhere in the universe," shefinished.
"SoisEwigkras.”

"And why isit dl old-fashioned?| mean, if it exists now like thisworld exists now, why doesit look so...
medievd?'

"Mogt faerylands are smple and rurd; but thanks to Oma Edelheid, my great-grandmother, oursis
particularly antiquated. She was approaching her four-hundredth birthday and wanted time to stop. So it
did, in 1487. But she died shortly afterwards, taking the words of the spell with her. Ewigkreisis stuck
there, cycling through seasons and starting al over again.”

"How did she die?'
"Edelheid? Old age, of course.”
Chrigtineraised her eyebrows. "Of course.

"Look, dl thisisvery boring for me. I'll have Eisengrimm explainit al to you sometime," Mayfridh said,
flicking her long wavy hair over her shoulder. "'l want you to be my friend and | want to get to know
about the Real World—it's my native land, after al—and | had rather hoped you would be as eager as
rrell

Christine shook her head. It was too much, with or without the believe spell. She needed sometime and
gpaceto breathe. "I'm finding it very hard to cope with al this. Can you maybe come back tomorrow?
Givemetimeto degp onit?'

Mayfridh puffed up with indignation. "But—"

Chrigtinefound herself growing amused. "First lesson about the Red World, Mayfridh,” she said gently,
"you're not the queen here.”

Mayfridh smiled sheepishly. "l suppose I'm not.”
"Y ou dwayswere kind of bossy," Chrigtine sad. "Remember?’
"And you dways sulked,” Mayfridh said, laughing.

Asghelaughed, Christine could seein her festuresthelittle girl who had once been her dearest friend.
"Come back tomorrow," Chrigtine said. "We can have coffee and along talk, and I'll take you for awalk
or something."

"Will Jude be here?'

"Jude?' Christine was perplexed. What did Mayfridh care about Jude?
"Jude, your painter.”

Chrigtine laughed. " Jude's not my painter.”



"But hesaid—"
"He'sapainter, yes. But heés my boyfriend.”

"Oh." Mayfridh's eyesflicked downward, and awariness stole into Christine's heart. Could afaery with
believe spellsdso perform love me pdls?

"No, hewon't be around," Christine said. She would make sure of that.

"l see. | shdl return to my home, then. But tomorrow, I'll come back.” She hesitated, her eyes darting
over her shoulder. "Can | use your bathroom?"

The ideathat faeries needed to pee seemed so out of kilter, Christine amost laughed. " Sure.”

Chrigtine waited, hoping that Jude wouldn't return. How was she going to explain thisto anyone? It
wasn't like she had a believe spell to hand out with her explanation. Jude would finally agree that shewas
going nutsif shetried to tdl him the truth about Mayfridh.

Mayfridh emerged from the bathroom checking her hessian bag, and moved toward the door.
"Don't you just disappear into thin air?' Christine asked.

"No, | haveto return to the passage. It'sin the Tiergarten.”

"Do you know the way? Do you want me to come?"

"No, no, | can manage,” Mayfridh replied.

"I'll see you tomorrow, then.”

"l can't wait." Mayfridh gave Christine a spontaneous hug and then, embarrassed, hurried off. Chrigtine
winced. The faery was determined to be her friend, and she was even higher maintenance than Gerda.
She collapsed onto the sofaand let her head fal back, closing her eyes. Her back twinged and her
shouldersfdt Hiff.

A glowing fissure of understanding had opened up in her universe. Until twenty minutes ago, she hadn't
even believed in ghosts. Not even ghosts. But now, an dternative realm full of magic and faeriesand
shape-shifters had become red for her, thanksto Mayfridh's spell. She didn't know whether to sob
uncontrollably or laugh hystericadly. What wonders, what unknown joys and horrors, had been there dl
aong asshelived her gray life, poleto dreary pole, smugly thinking she knew the limits of redlity?

Faeries. Good God, faeries.

And then she opened her eyes, redlization feathering into her consciousness like pale clouds at sunset. No
pain. A place genuinely existed where she experienced no pain.

"Oh, God," she bresthed, "it'sreal."
"Mayfridh? | had not expected you back so soon.”

Mayfridh dammed the door to her bedchamber behind her and flung hersalf on the bed. "She sent me
home!"

"What? Why?'



Mayfridh flipped over and her gaze was drawn to the yellowed leavesin the hazy sunset falling from the
massive beech outside her window. Something about their hesitant descent made her fed melancholy.
"She said she needed time to think. She wants me to go back, though.”

Eisengrimm legpt from the wool rug and joined Mayfridh among the soft white covers. She propped
hersdf on her side, one of her handsidly tangling in the fur over the wolf'sribs.

"That isgood, isit not?' Eisengrimm said. "If she wantsyou to go back.”

"Tomorrow." Even though her visit had gone well, even though she was home safe and sound and
Chrigtine had invited her to return, Mayfridh felt agloomy sense of destiny midaid, of her fingertips
grasping for something wonderful only for it to spin past without her.

"What iswrong, Mayfridh?" Eisengrimm asked. She could fed his degp voice rumbling under hisrib
cage.

"Shehasalover. HisnameisJude."

"And you arejedous of thislover?Y ou wish for her only to be your friend and nobody eses?

Mayfridh shook her head and turned to face Eisengrimm. "I'm jedlous, yes. But not of him. I'm jelous of
her."

"Youmean... 7'

Shesghed, sinking into the bed. "Heis so very beautiful, Eisengrimm. For ten wonderful minutes| hed
convinced mysdf hewould be mine. And then... then Chrigtine came and he wasn't.”

Eisengrimm's golden eyes narrowed, and the ghost of a sneer creased hismuzzle. "Isit not for the best,
Little May? Human men are treacherous.”

"Eisengrimm, | felt so bound to him. My heart pounded. It never has before.”
"But you know nothing of hisheart or soul, only hisface and body."

"l know his soul, Eisengrimm. | fdt it. It touched my own. There was ajolt of recognition, connectedness.
| know hefelt it too."

"Could it not be your imagination?"

"No, it wasred." She sat up. "Eisengrimm, what if he's my soul mate? What if he'sthe only man | can
ever love? Would it be so wrong to fdl in love with him if thewhole of destiny has decided we should be

together?"

"Mayfridh," Eisengrimm replied, awarning notein hisvoice, "do not think to interfere with Chrigtine's
life"

llBut_ll

"Thelast leaf will fall, and it will betimeto go to the Winter Castle, and you will forget Jude soon enough.
HeisChrigine'slover. Do not destroy her happiness.”

"Y ou give good counsd, Eisengrimm,” she said through gritted teeth, "though | sometimes despise you for
it



"One day you may thank mefor it. Enjoy your time with Christine, remembering dwaysthat it will pass.”
He stretched hislegs and legpt from the bed, padding toward the door. "Tomorrow | shal accompany
you into the autumn forest again.”

She watched him leave. When she was sure he was gone, she searched in her hessian bag for the spell,
the specid one she had cast and then recovered in Chrigtine's bathroom—Jude's bathroom—in front of
the shining mirror.

"Hereitis" shesad, cradling it in her pam. Yes, it was stedling, but he may never notice it gone. She
peered closely, looking for Jude's reflection.

** %

A long way away, that's where shewas. Theloud jazz music, the smoke-filled air, the taste of the beer,
the hot itchiness of heeting set too high, al registered on Chrigtings body, but till she felt along way
away. Shelooked around. Gerdawasinvolved in some kind of drinking game with Fabiyan, and Pete
regaled Jude with statistics about roadkill per square mile on Australian roads; the swirl of people
dressed in dark clothes, and the glow of cigarettes being lit and smoked from one end of the bar to the
other; everything wasflat and staged asif she werewatching itinamovie.

| can't tell anyone.

The sooner Mayfridh returned, got her visit over with, and went back to faeryland forever—even though
Chrigtine was looking forward to reminiscing with her—the sooner she would be ableto fed norma
again. Or would she ever completely recover from this shock? How many more thingsin the world were
there to be feared than she had ever imagined? If fagries existed, why not ghosts, aliens, witches, sea
mongters? She looked at Jude—one eyebrow cocked, peering at the end of his cigarette to seeif it were
properly lit—and felt asurge of ... something. Maybe not love, asit wasn't entirely a pleasant fedling.

Y earning and fear as much as desire. One day, perhaps, she would tell him about Mayfridh. In the distant
future, when they had left Berlin behind and life had resumed its reassuringly ordinary dimensions.

"So what's with you today, Miss Starlight?' Gerda asked, breaking into her bubble.
"I'mtired, that'sdl," Christine answered.

"Anoldfriend of Chrigtiné's came by today," Jude said. "An English girl."

"| didn't know you knew anyonein Berlin," Gerda said, stubbing out her cigarette.
"What was her name, Christine?" Jude asked. "Miranda?’

"Yes, Miranda," Chrigtine said, wondering again why the faery queen had given Jude her human name. It
was convenient, because she had spoken at length to Jude about a certain May Frith, and he would
surely have noticed the smilaritiesin the names and asked too many unanswerable questions.

Gerda had tilted her head, was watching Christine curioudy.
"An old friend from when you used to live here?' Pete asked.

Thiswas getting tricky. "1 used to know her family," she said, rising from her seet. " Anyone want anything
from the bar?"

"I'll come," Gerdasaid, springing from her chair.



They fought their way through the crowd to the bar. While they waited, Gerda turned to Christine and
sad, "Miranda, the English girl... 7"

"Not agirl,” Chrigtine said, wondering where Gerda was heading with these comments. "A woman. My
age”

"Anoldfamily friend?"
"What isit, Gerda?"'
"How did shefind you?'
"She...ah..."

"Chrigtine, you've forgotten. Y ou told me about Miranda—L ittle May—the daughter of the English
colond. Thedead girl."

The bartender arrived, saving Christine from having to respond immediately. They took their drinks, and
Gerdadragged Chrigtine away from Jude and the others toward a dark corner near the back of the
room.

"Tdl meeverything,” Gerdasaid. "Isthiswhy you look so pale? Seen aghost?”

"No, redly, it'sal just coincidentd..." Chridinetrailed off, redlizing thiswould convince nobody. " Gerda,
| just... | don't know what..."

"Tell me. I'll believe you. Jude saw her too, right? But he doesn't know she'saghog.”

"She's not aghost. Shedidn't die. Weal just assumed she was dead, but... God, | don't even know
how to dart explaining this.”

"Jud giveit atry.”

Christine opened her mouth, about to spill the whole story to Gerda. But she couldn't. As much as Gerda
was aways on about ghosts and psychics and magic, thiswas just too farfetched for anyone to believe.
Unlessthey had been put under aspell. "I can't tell you, Gerda."

"What do you mean?"
"l waswrong; she wasn't murdered. Shewas... it's private. Family stuff. Not for meto say.”
Gerdalooked skepticd. "How did shefind you?'

"Through acustomer at the bookshop. Starlight's an unusua surname.” Rather than fedling rdieved that
she had thought up a plausible explanation, Christine felt heavy and sad, her chance to share some of the
burden evaporating.

"So she'snot aghost?"' »

Chrigtine shook her head. "Definitely not. | promise you she's not aghost. Sorry, are you disgppointed?’
Gerdasmiled haf asmile. "Not redly. To tel thetruth, I'm afraid of ghosts."”

"Look," Chrigtine said, "don't tell Jude about Miranda. He doesn't know, he doesn't need to know."

"l won't tdl."



"Thanks. It'sal too complex,” Chrigtine said, "and anyway, after tomorrow | doubt I'll ever see her

again.

* k%

Jude did into bed beside her, his skin cool and his hair damp from the shower. "1 drank too much,” he
groaned. "Y ou dways drink too much at Super Jazz."

"I've got to start taking care of mysdlf. | hate everything | paint at the moment, and I'm sureit's because
of dl thejunk | putin my body."

Christine ran her fingers over hischest. "Y our body fedls pretty good to me.”

"And asfor my head... God, | must be so drunk," he muttered, pushing her hand away.

"What's the matter?'

"l could have sworn | saw..." Hedidn't finish, and Chrigtine felt her skin prickle.

"What did you see?'

Jude laughed. "Oooh, boy, | drank too much tonight. Christing, it'swhat | didn't see that's the problem.”
"| don't get it."

"l looked in the bathroom mirror, and | wasn't there," he said. "Jesus, it sounds even crazier out loud.”
"What do you mean you weren't there?"

" wasn't there. Like avampire or something. And | leaned closeto look and amoment later | was there.
V odka-induced hdlucination.”

Chrigtineforced alaugh. This had to have something to do with Mayfridh, of course. "l guess so."
"Wasn't it just last week you were worried that you were going crazy?'
"Yesh"

"Lookslikeit's contagious." He kissed the top of her head. "No more acohol. Not if it's making us
crazy."

"I think were both perfectly sane" Chriginesad. "In fact, I'm sure of it."

* k%

After thefirst hour, Mayfridh's incantation made no sense anymore. It bounced past her ears like abstract
background noise. Perspiration soaked the front of her dress, her hair dripped and clung to her face, and
her eyes stung. Mayfridh kept her gaze fixed on the large square mirror in front of her, the reflection of
Jude captured and il withinit.

Thiskind of magic wasthe hardest. To penetrate another's thoughts and feglings was nearly impossible to
do with thelittle magic meted out to her by Hexebart, and required clear focus and unwavering attention.
The deep complexities of being aways obscured clear pathways to knowledge; to read a person was
akintotrying to digtill the Bible into one sentence. Still, she persisted. If she couldn't have Jude, she could
at least attempt to know what she was denied.



With her eyesfixed on his, shefound that glimmers of understanding were starting to form. Jude loved to
paint. It was the only time hefelt truly disconnected from the petty sorrows of redity. She breathed and
focused, trying to explore more deeply. Jude sometimes despaired about the future. Shetried to follow
that thread farther. Was his despair to do with Chrigtine? But the thread ran out, sent her colliding with
another. Jude wasfilled with compassion, amost to afault. He cared too deeply about the suffering of
others, which made him vulnerable and helpless at times.

"But does he love Chrigtine?' she said, dropping the incantation for amoment to try to direct her
exploration.

Oh, yes, heloved Chrigtine, but there was something half-empty about thislove. He felt sadnessfor her,
and hopefor... something. What wasit? She pushed further, resumed the incantation. Did helove
Chrigine?

Clunk.

Like awindow dropping into its frame. Mayfridh found hersalf shut out, regling back aong the threads
she had explored and out of her trance. Jude'simage dissolved and disappeared, leaving her staring at
her own reflection, pale and wild-eyed and bathed in swedt.

A thrill of hope and mystery seized her. An obstruction of that magnitude, one that could undo her spell
and propel her backward so fast, meant only onething.

Jude had a secret.

CHAPTER SEVEN

from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.

Thismorning, | experimented with my Wife. | was visted by insomnia: my brain wastoo full and too
heavy on the pillow. | arosein the black before dawn, crept up the stairs to my scul pture room, and sat
gazing a her in the gently lifting dark for along time.

My intention has dways been that the Bone Wife will be more than a sculpture. When sheisfinished, she
will be able to wash my clothes, and make my bed, and clean my shoes, and so on. | have no magica
ability mysdf, but | have a secret, tucked away amongst the bones, which hasimbued the whole

scul pture with enchantment. At my command, the boneswill move. But it's not assmple asit sounds.

Y es, they shake. Yes, they jump. Yes, they twitch. It's up to me to make them shake and jump and
twitch in harmony.

My Bone Wife hasthe finest ankles and the most exquisite knees. | refine them congtantly, making the
jointsmore agile and flexible. Thismorning, asthe first week rays of sunlight crept into my room, |
worked some more on thejoints of her toes. Then | stood back and told her to walk.

She shook. She jumped. She twitched. The bones clacked and clattered on the floor.
"Wdk!" | said.
Clack. Clatter.



"Wak!"

Her right knee jerked up, opened out. Her foot came back down, her weight settling onto it. Then her left
knee. Up, out, down, settle. Then her right knee again and | started to laugh, but | laughed too soon, for
then she pitched forward and clacked and clattered to the ground. A shining chip of bone sailed through
the air and scratched my cheek. A fraction higher and it might have cut my eye. Perhaps my Bone Wife
doesn't like being told to walk. It wouldn't surprise meif faeries were as cantankerous dead asthey are
dive

Now, to continue with my memoir.

After | had finished school, my parentstried to send meto university. | refused to go. | knew that |
wanted to spend my life drawing and sculpting and seeking out faeriesto kill and bone. | told my father
that | wanted to travel and see great works of art. They agreed that | could do thisfor two years, but
then | must study at university—something useful, likelaw or business—or they would cut me out of my
inheritance. So | packed my bags and my books, and | strung my carved faery bone around my neck for
luck, and took off into the wide world.

| wanted to go to the place where | would find the most faeries, so | chose Ireland. | know now that,
athough Irdand isfamousfor itsfaeries, it is not because they boast the highest population. It issmply
because Irish fagries areirritatingly conspicuous egomaniacs. They groundlessly believe their race—the
Sidhe—to be the supreme race of al faeries. They love to read stories of themselvesin the books that
humans produce, and often come to the Red World to perform activities they hope will make them
famous. Despitethis, their Shadowland grows less and less popul ous every year. They are adying race.
Y ou may be surprised to know that the largest population of faeriesisin the United States of America.
The faeriesthere prefer the Red World to their own world, and run about in it without ever giving away
the truth about who they are. In fact, | suspect anumber of famous actors and performers are faeries;
rather too high profile for me to hunt them safely (though you can credit me with a couple of unsolved
hitchhiker disappearancesin that great nation).

However, asayoung man | thought Ireland was the place to be, and so that iswhere | went.

| found mysdlf in avillage on the Antrim coast, passing the hours working with marble. | have dways
preferred the discovery and drawing-out involved in carving and chiseling sculpture, rather than the
molding and shaping used with clay or other soft substances. | like to force my will on stone and bone. |
began to produce small sculptures—model s of the birdsand animas| saw daily—reveling in the
challenges of creating something that looked soft and pliable from something so hard and rigid. | grew
adept very quickly, and by summer | was sdlling my sculptures as souvenirs a aloca bookshop. Still,
months had passed and | had seen no fagries. | began to wonder if my two earlier experiences were the
kind of rareluck that is never repeated, and whether | would live the rest of my life, traveling asfar asthe
sky was Ky, never to see another faery. While the thought disappointed me, | took great consolation in
my art. | could truly be happy while sculpting.

And then, astory began to circulate around the pubs and shops, astory inwhich | took great interest.

Sorcha O'Faolain, youngest daughter of the O'Faolains who ran the Merry Myrtle, was seventeen and
very pregnant. Her boyfriend, Conla, had run off to Dublin and abandoned her. Over the past few
months, | had watched the poor girl serving me my dinner and drinks every night in the pub. As she grew
bigger and bigger, her face grew sadder and sadder. | saw her parents exercise their sharp tongues on
her. | saw her wandering alone and friendlessin the village, her shouldersfaling lower each day under the
burden of therest of her life.



The story goesthat one day she woke up with adesireto walk, to walk fast and far, just to move. A
rush of energy had gripped her and to st still wasto fed as though she might explode. So she walked.
She walked down the path and out the gate, and up the road, and over the fields of ragged grass, and to
the cliffs, and right to the water's edge, and up the stony beach for miles, one foot in front of the other,
feding her heart and her lungs and her muscles move.

Then the first wave of pain hit. Starting in her back, spreading up under her like agiant crooked hand.
The child was coming.

Shetook herself back up the cliff path, but just afew steps onto the grass she knew she could go no
farther. A biting seawind had risen, and she took shelter in the roofless remains of an empty stone
cottage nearby. She lay down on the old floor and cried and cried for her poor child, and her poor sdif.

"I will take care of you, Sorcha."

She looked up and saw a beautiful woman, with sharp features and long pale hair, standing over her.
"Who are you?' Sorcha asked.

" am Duanaof the Sidhe. | will take care of you."

And right there, under the wide sky and rotted roof beams, the faery helped deliver Sorcha's baby,
administering faery medicine and faery magic in equa measure, and wrapping the child in astrip torn from
her glowing faery dress. Then she disappeared, and Sorchawalked back to the village with her babe—a
little girl she named Duana—in her ams.

The next morning when she went to look for the scrap of faery fabric, to show her friends, it had
disappeared.

Now, this story spread quickly through the village, and Sorcha O'Faolain was considered by someto be
one of the chosen few with afaery guardian, and by someto be abarefaced liar. Only | knew the truth:
Sorcha O'Faolain was smply in the right place at the right time to take advantage of an Irish fagry's
narcissism. Duana of the Sidhe knew such an act would make her famous. All | had to do was visit the
same place and take the same advantage.

| called in on Sorcha, asked her as many questions as | could without arousing suspicion, then packed
my rucksack with weapons and tools and headed out of the village.

Of course, | could hardly pretend that | was a heavily pregnant woman. | had to feign someterrible
distress. | found my way to the ruined cottage, taking photographs like atourist. When | wasinside and
away from the sun and the eyes of others, | pretended to trip. | cried out, thumped the ground hard,
pricked my pam on my knife and smeared the blood over my forehead. Then | lay, very ill, and waited.

Oné's senses grow curioudy sharp when oneiswaiting. | heard every sound around me: the scurryings
and skitterings of seagulllsin the roof, the crackle and breath of the mogt fragile breeze, the faraway beat
and suck of the sea. And | heard her coming. | heard a gathering of air that hadn't been there before, a
ringing underlying everything else, white and hot and strange. | knew she was nearby.

| moaned. "Help me," | said.
"I will take care of you, Immanue," shesad.

She approached, her footsteps delicate on the moss and stone. Her toes came into my view, dainty and
pale and ringed with jewds. | must have twitched, the excitement overcoming me, because the toes



paused, hesitant, then began to pull back.

| had notimetolose. Inaflash | grabbed her by the toe. She screamed and tried to pull away. | seized
her ankle with aniron grip. Still she screamed. By now | was on my knees, the faery caught in my right
hand. Shewas small and fragile, as Irish faeries are, with sharp eyes and nose and mouth. Oh, | could
sméll her, thefoul smell of the foulest of dl races, and my other hand shot out and pulled her down,
pinned her by her throat and her knees, and her scream gurgled and died but | didn't let go, because
faeries aretricksters and her head would have to be detached from her body before I'd redlly believe she
was dead.

When | had killed her, | took her down to the stony seato bone her. It was very messy, much messier
than | had anticipated, but | |et the seawash the blood and flesh away, and | returned home many hours
later with asack full of faery bones and an ideato start agrand sculpture.

Y ou must understand: my Bone Wife does not ook like askeleton. | cut the bones and shave the bones
and glue the bones together. | make a solid block of gleaming materia, and then | begin to carve, saving
my offcuts to be glued and polished and used later. It isaremarkable materia to work with and one of
therarest, which explainsin part why | am till only hafway finished with that sculpture nearly thirty years
later. | do not consider myself unlucky though. The secret, diffused through all the bones and making
them enchanted, was my greatest stroke of luck. Only one materia bears such enchantment.

Royal faery bones.

* k%

Mayfridh decided that she liked traffic. Sheliked the rhythms of its currents, liked the ponderous metal
dance of itsturns and the hectic weaving of itsflow. She even liked the noise. Sometimes Ewigkreiswas
S0 Slent that she could believe hersalf completely alonein the universe, but here, in abig city in the Redl
World, shefelt asense of belonging, of never-alone-ness. She was S0 busy watching the traffic that she
amost walked out in front of it. At the crossing of Unter-den-Linden and Friedrichstrasse, ayoung
woman grabbed her by the shoulder just as she was about to step in front of avan.

"Oh!" Mayfridh cried.

The young woman said something to her in German, but Mayfridh didn't notice. She was Saring &t the
woman's hair. It was brilliant blue.

"Your hair isbeautiful,” Mayfridh bresthed.

The young woman smiled and shrugged, and Mayfridh redlized that just because Christine poke English
didn't mean everybody esein Berlin did. She struggled for her childhood German, came up with a
clunking sentence that trandated to, "Whereisyour har from?"

"DCs," thewoman answered, and indicated the other end of Friedrichstrasse. "Gaeries Lafayette.”

Mayfridh turned in the direction she pointed, then turned back to see the young woman crossing the road
away from her. She wore a shiny black bodice and skirt, and along red coat. Mayfridh felt apang of
jealousy for how shelooked, striding along in her beautiful colors. In her own world, Mayfridh wasa
gueen, considered the most beautiful, catching the eye of everyone who passed her. Here, shewas an
unknown woman in apae brown dress. Perhapsit wastimeto try this shopping.

She waked up to Galeries Lafayette, ashiny gdlery of stores, and went in search of DCs. Down the
escaator and she found it. She tortured her mind for the German word for color and entered the salon. A



deeply tanned hairdresser looked up from his appointment book and asked her aquestion in German.
"Hdlo... um..." Mayfridh tugged her hair and said, "Farbe?'

"Of course," the hairdresser replied in heavily accented English. He reached behind him and pulled out a
book, bristling with hair samplesin every color of the rainbow.

Mayfridh caught her bresth.

The hairdresser amiled. "Which one?'

* %%

By seven o'clock that evening, Chrigtine found herself pacing. Jude wasin the studio, but would amost
certainly be upgtairs shortly looking for his dinner. She didn't want Jude and Mayfridh to cross paths ever
again. She had expected Mayfridh hours ago, assuming she would arrive a the same time as yesterday.
But Ewigkreisstime probably didn't accord with time herein Berlin. Christinés vist there had taken
place in the space of three minutes.

Chrigtine didn't know what she would do with Mayfridh once she was here, except get her out of the
apartment quickly. Maybe take her to acafe, satisfy her curiosity, and send her home for good. That was
the plan.

Voiceson the sairs. Christine ran to the door and threw it open. No, that was Gerda's voice. But who
waswith her?

"Y ou should come," Gerdawas saying, "youd loveit."
"Will Chrigtine be there?"

It was Mayfridh. Gerdamust havelet her in downstairs and now they were chatting and, oh no, it
sounded like Gerda had invited her out somewhere.

"I'm sure she will be, why don't we ask her?!

They appeared on the landing below. Gerda smiled up at her and waved. "Hi, Chrigtine, | met Miranda
outsde.

And then Mayfridh cameinto view, only she looked totaly different. Gone were the medieva clothes and
intheir place was a dress of layered black lace and velvet, lace-up chunky-heeled boots, and along
purple and gold brocade coat. Her beautiful face and fine skin were unchanged, but somebody had given
her aloving makeover. Her eydidswere painted with glitter and dark kohl, her lipsoutlined and filled in
sheer ruby. Her hair had been cut to her shoulderswhereit curled in loose ringlets, the coppery red now
dyed deep crimson, with fine fuchsa streaks.

"Do you like my new look?' Mayfridh said, bounding up the stairs and grabbing Christine by the hand.
"I've been shopping.”

"Wow. You certainly have."
Gerdajoined them. "I've invited Miranda out to Super Jazz tonight, Isthat okay?"
"I guess s0." It was anything but okay. How was she supposed to keep Jude away from Mayfridh now?

"Gredt. I'll sseyou there”



Gerdaturned and headed back down the stairs. Christine pulled Mayfridh insde.
"I lovedl these colors," Mayfridh said, considering a curl between her fingers.

"It'sstunning. In every sense of theword,” Christine said as she fetched her shoulder bag and checked
for her keys. "Come on."

"Comewhere?'

"Let'sgo for acoffee”

"Now? | thought we'd stay here awhile. Where€'s Jude?’

Christine dready had the door open. "He'sworking. Ever drink espresso?’
"1 don't know. It sounds wonderful "

"Itis. Comeon."

Mayfridh looked around reluctantly, then followed Christine to the door.

Asthey walked down to Georgenstrasse, Chrigtine felt like apale dull shadow next to Mayfridh, who
drew glances from everywhere. She pushed her hair behind her ears and tried to walk very erect, and not
hunched into her coat like she dwayswas. She led Mayfridh to Cafe Sofie, under thetrain line near
Friedrichstrasse Station. The decor was old and scuzzy, but they made better coffee than so many of the
brightly lit, stainless-sted places. Christine ordered two coffees and sat down in aback corner with
Mayfridh.

"Okay," shesad, leaning forward, "did you put some kind of spdll on Jude, or on our bathroom mirror?'

"What do you mean?' Mayfridh asked, her innocence so obvioudy feigned that Christine felt apang of
pity for her. How was she going to function in thisworld if she couldn't lie effectively?

"I know you did, Mayfridh. | just want you to tell mewhy."
"It wasthe mirror,” Mayfridh blurted. "l wanted to see you when | wasn't there. That'sdll.”

Chrigtine was touched by Mayfridh's childlike vulnerability, and tempered the anger in her voice. "Don't
do it again, okay? Jude couldn't see himsdlf. He thought he was going crazy.”

"I'm so sorry. | won't do it again. Did you tell Jude I'm the queen of the faeries?’
"No, of course not. | didn't tell anyone, and you won't tell anyone either.”
llBut_ll

Chrigtine spoke gently but firmly. "If you want to be my friend, you have to respect my wishes. Youll go
back home to faeryland and then | want things here to return to normal. I'm determined.”

Mayfridh's eyebrows lowered in annoyance, but she said nothing. The coffees arrived and Mayfridh
spped hers and then pulled aface. "Ick."

"It'san acquired tagte. Stick withit," Chrigtine said. "Do you want something to eat?"

Mayfridh shook her head. "Maybe later. | could have dinner with you and Jude."



Chrigtine hid asmile and watched Mayfridh for afew moments. "How come you didn't tell Jude and
Gerdayour real name?"' she asked.

Mayfridh glanced up over her coffee cup. " Superdtition. Some faeries swear it's bad luck to tell your redl
name. It can be stolen from you by witches, your identity withit."

"Sowitchesarered ?'
"In Ewigkreisthey are. Hexebart's awitch, remember?”

Christine winced, remembering the experience she had tried to convince hersaf was adream.
"Mayfridh," shesad, "why did | fed no paininyour world?'

"What do you mean?"

Chrigtine redlized that Mayfridnh didn't know about her accident or about her ongoing pain. It had dl
happened well after their childhood years together. She fdlt tears spring to her eyes, but blinked them
back. "I should explain. My mother and father—"

"Finnand Alfa?1 loved them."
"They both died. In acar accident.”
Mayfridh pressed her fingers againgt her bottom lip, her eyeswelling with tears. "Oh, oh. That's so sad.”

"I waswith them. | injured my back and it aches; pretty much dl thetime. Sometimesreal bad. Butin
your world | didn't fed it."

"Oh, that'ssmple. Theinjury isin your bones?'

"Inmy spine, yes”

"Y our bones change. That's how you become afaery."
"I'm not following."

"That'swhy I'm afaery now, though | was born ahuman girl. The essence of theworld in Ewigkreisis
different. It affects the body. Eyes and bones and skin. Say you had been blind, in Ewigkreis you would
have seen. It'smiraculous.”

"So, inthe short time | was there—?"

"Y our body had aready started to change.”

"But when | woke up back here, nothing was different.”

"Y ou weren't there long enough. After afew years the changes would be more lagting.”
"Permanent?’

Mayfridh shook her head. "Not permanent if you come back here. The Real World eventualy turns
faeriesinto humans. If | stayed here now, | would become human again. Of course | never would stay, as
much as| likeit here. I'd lose about three centuries of life. We faerieslive for four hundred years and
don't agefor thefirst two hundred.”

Chrigtinewasn't redly listening. She was thinking about the land of painlessness. "Can | go back there?’



she asked quietly.
Mayfridh smiled. "Of course, of course. | can take you back with me, well have alovey time, well—"

Chrigtine put her hands up. "No, no. Let methink about it. Coming back to the Real World after being
there... it'shard. Especidly if | have to knock mysdlf out like last timeto get there.”

"But you wouldn'. | could give you aspell.”

Movement near the door of the cafe. Christine's eyesflicked up. Jude, Gerda, Pete, and Fabiyan. "Okay,
Mayfridh," Chrigine said quietly, "dl my friends are here now, so no more faery talk."

"Whatever you say," Mayfridh whispered, then turned to the door, beaming widely.

"Knew I'd find you here," Gerda said, beckoning from the door. "Come on, were dl going out to
dinner.”

Mayfridh shot out of her chair and joined them while Chrigtine paid the bill. Mayfridh was aready
dipping in next to Jude, touching his elbow and asking about his painting. As sweet as Mayfridh was,
Christine was going to have to keep a close eye on her new friend.

* %%

Mayfridh coughed for ten minutes upon entering Super Jazz.

"Areyou okay?' Thiswas Gerda, the friendly blond woman.

"I'm not used to the smoke," Mayfridh said. "Where| comefrom, theair isvery clear.”
"Where do you come from?' Gerda asked.

Mayfridh saw Christine shoot her awarning glance. "A village with lots of trees,” Mayfridh said, casting
her eyes around for Jude. He was at the bar buying drinks. Oh, he was beautiful. He wore dark pants
and awhite shirt buttoned down the front. The skin on histhroat looked very warm. "The musicisloud.”

"It getslouder asthe night goeson,” Chrigtine said. "Are you sure you don't want to go home?”

Gerda elbowed Chrigtine. "Come on, Miss Starlight, it's not that bad. Mirandas going to have agrest
time. She's certainly dressed to kill.”

Mayfridh felt hersdf glow proudly. She loved her new clothes so much, and the color of her hair was
beautiful. She pulled acurl in front of her face to admireit. How could Judefall to fal in love with her?
She checked hersdlf. Eisengrimm would no doubt have stern wordsfor her if he knew how fast her
imagination was gdloping. Jude returned and sat opposite her. She stole glances at him while she talked
to Gerda. Christine had disappeared with Fabiyan, perhaps trand ating for him over by the bar. Mayfridh
smiled a Jude.

Hislipstwitched, but he didn't smile back. He looked away, started talking to Pete. Mayfridh leaned
forward, trying to listen to their conversation. She caught thetail end of ajoke, didn't understand it but
laughed anyway. She inched her hand close to Jude's on the tabletop, trying to feel some of the reflected
heet of hisbody. He withdrew hisfingers, searching instead for acigarette.

Gerdaleaned over and spoke very closeto her ear. "Give up, Miranda."

Mayfridh turned puzzled eyes on her. "What do you mean?"



Gerda stubbed out her cigarette and grabbed Mayfridh by the wrist. "Come on, we need agirl talk."
"But I'm—"
"Trusgt me"

Mayfridh could hardly bear to turn her eyes away from Jude, but Gerda had gently pulled her up and was
walking her toward the toilets. Insde, surrounded by grimy tiles and aflickering light, Gerdaleaned back
againg the basins, shaking her head.

"What isit?" Mayfridh asked,

"Okay, two things. Number one, you've got to learn to hideiit better."
"Hidewhat?'

"Your interest in Jude."

"I'm not—"

"Miranda, the only thing that's missing from your expression when you look & him isyour tongue hanging
out." Gerdahung her own tongue out and made a panting noise.

Mayfridh felt embarrassment cregping through her limbs. "Oh no, am | so obvious?"
"Yes Very, very obvious™

"Then what's number two?"

"Youll never get him."

Mayfridh narrowed her eyes. Was Gerda suggesting she wasn't beautiful enough for Jude?"How do you
know?'

"Because he and Chrigtine areinseparable.” Gerda shook her head. "1 know what you're thinking. You're
thinking how beautiful and glamorous you are, and how plain Chrigtineis. | thought that too. | thought that
because I'm an artist and she's not, Jude was bound to like me better. | went through exactly what you're
going through right now. And | got nowhere. If you try to make eye contact, helll look away. If you
throw your arm around him, pretending to be friendly, trying to get afed of hisbody, hell smile at you
coolly and shrug you off quickly. He holdsit dl back. HE's got nothing for girlslike you and me. It'sall

for Chrigine"

Mayfridh felt her heart dide. "Then heredlly lovesher?' she asked. "Jude redly loves Chrigting?"
Gerda smiled, awicked twinklein her eye. "Now | didn't say that.”

"Then why?Why won't helook anywhere ese unless he loves her?"

"Y ou don't know then?"

"No. Do you?' Mayfridh was thinking about Jude's secret. Did Gerdaknow it?

"I think | do."

"Thentdl me"



Gerdadropped her voice to awhisper. "What's the one thing that a struggling artist never redly has, but
always needs?"

Mayfridh shook her head. "I don't know. What?"

Gerdarubbed her forefinger and thumb together, smiling. "Money," she said, "lots and lots of money."

CHAPTER EIGHT

By the following morning, Christine found she had started to relax around Mayfridh. It was clear her
friend was happy playing the part of Miranda, was deft at 3destepping Gerda's questions, and had
stopped ogling Jude at every opportunity. When they had left Super Jazz, Mayfridh had asked to deep
over in Gerda's apartment rather than Chritine's, taking her out of Jude's way. In fact, she found
Mayfridh's manner amusing and sweet as the faery queen determinedly attempted to adjust to asocid
setting where she wasn't in charge: biting her lip when adrunk spilled beer on her, putting up with Pete's
congtant stream of trivia, and good-naturedly trying every toxic substance Gerda offered her. Jude
himsdlf was profoundly unaffected by the gorgeous new interloper, and that was comforting if not
unexpected. HEd never betrayed her, not even when Gerda had turned al her charms on himin their first
few weeks at Hotel Mandy-Z.

Chrigtine fetched Mayfridh from Gerdas place in the morning, and the two of them went walking in the
Tiergarten.

"Did you have fun last night?' Chrigtine asked asthey passed under the Brandenburg Gate.

"Yes, though | couldn't redlly get used to the smoke and the loud music.” Mayfridh was wearing amuch
more sober outfit thismorning, adark blue pullover and black velvet skirt. Her hair glistened in the
morning sunshine.

"Gerdatook ashineto you."
"Yes," Mayfridh said guardedly, "though | don't know yet if | trust her.”

"No, no, Gerda's harmless, beieve me. Degp down she has a generous spirit. Just don't tell her anything
shemight use againgt you later.” They entered the park now. A deep drift of fallen leaves swirled a their
feet. In the distance, church bellsrang from two directions, eerily out of tune with each other. "Ah, | love
the sound of bells"

"Let'sgt here" Mayfridh said, indicating abench under ared-gold canopy of leaves.
"Okay." Chrigtine sat beside her, eyes closed, listening to the bells.
"l remember you always |loved the bells on that church near wherewe lived," Mayfridh said.

Christine opened her eyes on the shady wood. "Y es, that'sright. I'd wake up Sunday morning and just lie
in bed ligening to them.”

"Y ouweresuch agrangelittlegirl.”
III W@'



"Oh, yes. | dwaysthought so, that'swhy [ liked you. I'm sure it was Alfaand Finn'sintention to bring you
up astheweirdest child on the planet.”

"Y ou're probably right," Chrigtine said, smiling. Do you remember that pinafore my mother made for
me?'

"Y es. The paidey onewith thetiny suffed animas hanging off the hem.”
"God, what was she thinking!™

"Asl recdl, you loved that dress."

"Yeah, | wassix. | didn't know better."

"'She offered my mother to make me amatching one—"

"—and your mother looked horrified! | remember. Y ou were aways so beautifully dressed. Y our mother
redlly doted on you. She spoiled you."

"Do you think s0?' Mayfridh asked.

"Y eah, of course. Remember that fresco she painted on your ceiling? Moon and stars and clouds and
colored balloons?'

"I loved that. But | dways loved your house better. It was chaotic and warm and smelled like peaches
and cinnamon.”

"Probably my mom'sincense," Chrigtine said. Mayfridh wasright; her parents had away's been as chaotic
asthey were compassionate. For thefirst timein many years, she was sharing memories of her parents
with someone who had actualy known them. Shefelt afond flush of feding for Mayfridh.

Mayfridh was watching her. Y ou know, Chrigtine, you're amost beautiful when you smile.”
"Um, thanks"

Mayfridh shook her head. "I'm sorry, that was rude.”

"Yeah." Chrigine laughed. "Y eah, it was."

"I'm used to being able to say whatever | want, and do whatever | want."

"It'sokay, | know it'strue. I'm not beautiful "

" hide mugt think you are.”

Christine shrugged. "1 guess so, | don't know. He says he does.”

"Before | came, | sent Eisengrimm to watch you awhile. | saw you with another man, a dark-haired
fdlow, rather large”

Chriginefdt hersdf shudder. "Ooh, Mandy."
llMa.w?l
"Immanue Zweigler. He ownsthe building. Herunsthe gdlery.”



"And you don't like him?*

"He'skind of revolting. Avoid him at al costs. There's about athree-foot gap between the foyer and the
sairswhere he can spot you from the gdlery. Always run past it. Hesweird and he asks strange
guestions and he gives me the cregps.”

"I'll take your word for it and avoid him asbest | can.” They settled into sllence for afew minutes. Two
joggersran past, and awoman pushed a pram up the leaf-strewn path.

Mayfridh turned to Christine and patted her hand. "'l want to give you apresent.”
"A present?’

"Y ou make me happy, Christine. Y ou make mefed lesslondly. | want to take away some of your pain
too." Shereached in her bag and pulled out one of her spells.

"Ah, I'd rather you didn't cast any more spellson me," Chrigtine said.

"No, no. I'll give you something you can use whenever you want." Mayfridh closed her hands over the
gpell, muttered aword Christine couldn't hear—it sounded like "twice" or "wine'—and then opened her
hands again. The spell was gone, and inits placewasaball of golden thread.

"What isit?" Chrigtine asked, gingerly reaching out to touchiit.

"It'senchanted twine." Mayfridh pressed the bal into Chrigtine's hands. "If you come hereto the
Tiergarten, to the passage, hold one end and cast it away from you, then follow the thread, it will lead
you into the autumn forest.”

"Youmean... 7'

"The place where you fed no pain. Collect the twine and walk around to the gate of the castle. If you call
out, Eisengrimm will hear you and cometo get you."

Christine studied the ball of golden twinein her hands. Rdlief, instant relief. She became acutdly aware of
the humming and pressing in her back. In asecond it could be gone.

"All | ask isthat you keep it safe," Mayfridh said, "and keep it near you. Don't leave it where someone
dsecouldfindit.”

"Of course I'll keep it safe,” Chrigtine answered, her fingerstesting the texture of the twine.

"Do you want to go now?'

"Will you come?"

"I'll go back to the hotdl. I'll spend the day with Gerda. I'm having too much fun to go homejust yet."

Chrigtine considered the offer: athough she was unsure whether to trust Mayfridh around Jude, she knew
that Gerdawould keep an eye on her. "Maybe," she said.

"If Jude asksI'll tell him—"

"Hewon't ask. Hell bein the studio dl day.” Jude wasworking hard on anew painting, torturing himself
over it. Hewould be too busy to concern himsdf with Mayfridh. "Don't disturb him."



"l wouldn't."
"Maybe'll just go for acouple of hours."

Mayfridh touched Chrigtine on the wrist. "Keep an eye on your watch. Time doesn't run the samein
Ewigkreis”

"No? Faster, dower?
"Both. Nether. It'sjust different.”

Wonderful relief was caling her. Just acouple of hours. Nothing bad could happen. Christine checked
her watch. It was seven minutesto eleven. "Okay, I'm going. I'll be back at one o'clock. I'll cometo
Gerda'sto look for you."

"I'll be waiting. Come on, let me show you where the passageis.”

Mayfridh led her deeper into the park, away from the road. They approached adark em, itsleaves
gpattered with yellow. "Quickly," Mayfridh said, "while there's nobody to see.”

Chrigtine crouched and rolled the ball of twine away from her, holding the loose end between her fingers.
It glimmered asthough lit from within, and asoft sghing noise accompanied it. She thought the twine
would completely unravel in about ten feet but the ball just kept rolling away.

"Goon," Mayfridh said, "follow it."

Chrigtine stood, hand over hand following the twine that ran on ahead of her. "When will it sop?* she
asked. Mayfridh didn't answer. Christine checked over her shoulder. Mayfridh was gone; the Tiergarten
was gone. She stood amongst the diving golden leaves and danted sunbeams of the autumn forest.

***

Mayfridh watched Christine disappear and turned toward the road. It was good to know that Jude
would be in the studio today, rather than in his gpartment. Mayfridh needed to get in there and collect a
few of his personal possessions—ones he wouldn't necessarily miss—and make Hexebart weave a good
strong mind-reading spell. What Gerda had said to her the previous night played on her thoughts.
Christine was amillionaire, and had vowed not to touch a cent until she was married. Jude wasa
penniless artist who had lived hisadult life so far on scholarships and grants. After hisZweigler
Fellowship ran out he would be faced with teaching art to ungrateful amateursif he were lucky, measuring
fat businessmen for suitsin adepartment storeif he were unlucky. Chrigtine not only provided himwith a
great address, having inherited her parents West Chelseahome, if he stuck around for long enough he
would never have to worry about money again.

"Y ou watch," Gerdahad said, "he will have proposed to her before the end of hisfellowship.”

Mayfridh wandered up Unter-den-Linden, past sausage vendors and coffee carts. She didn't want to
believeit, not of Jude. Surely Jude must possess the most beautiful spirit that had ever found itsway into
ahuman body. Also, she didn't want to believe it for Christing's sake. Then some other instinct engaged,
one shewasn't proud of. Surdly Christines millions must paein comparison to Mayfridh's entire fagry
kingdom? If Jude sought riches, then... She chastised hersdf for wanting anything to do with aman who
could be so deceitful.

If he was deceitful. If Gerdawasright.



So wasit a protective ingtinct for Christine, or aneed to prove to hersdlf that Jude was good, that drove
her this morning? Jude had a secret and she had to know it; even more now than before, with Gerda
poisoning her earswith sories. If she found out through the mind-reading spdll that Juderedlly wasin
love with Chrigtine, then shewould let him go. She would stop turning on her faery glamour whenever he
was around, and she certainly wouldn't be so crud asto sted Christine's happiness.

Or at least she would try her very best not to.

*k*

"Eisengrimm!” Chrigtine stood at the gate to the castle wall, which spanned away gleaming in the golden
light. She couldn't imagine that Eisengrimm would be able to hear her through all the stoneand at such a
distance, so she stretched herself out on the ground and enjoyed the liberation of her back.

"Ahh," she sighed, releasing a deep breath. She checked her watch. The hands hadn't moved. She closed
her eyes, felt aleaf kitter over her legs. A soft breeze blew, and in the distance were the faint, earthy
gamellsof harvest. Thiswasbliss; thiswas paradise.

A flapping of wings. Shelooked up. A crow perched on top of the gate.
"Eisengrimm?”
He fluttered to the ground and, as his feet touched the grass, transformed to Woalf. " Chrigtine?"

She stood, reveling in the freedom. "Hello. Mayfridh gave methis." Her native words were echoed in the
grange Old German of the castle. She held out the ball of twine for hisinspection.

"Ah, enchanted twine. Y ou wish to vist usregularly then?"
"Yes | likeit here

"And ismy queen in good hedth?' No expresson marked hisface, but from his voice she could tell he
had concerns.

"Y eah, in good health, in good company, and in great clothes. She said you would... you know... show
me around.”

"Certainly. Follow me." Heled her through the gate and around the side of the castle. The sunlight was
dappled here, and the stone was covered in lichen and moss. Ahead, they reached the grassy edge of a
precipice. Christine hung back, but Eisengrimm walked al the way to the edge and lifted his snout to the
breeze.

"Comecloser," hesaid, "it'squite safe.”

Chrigtine moved forward, testing the ground in front of her with her toes. A deep, rocky dopefell avay
beneath them.

Eisengrimm tilted hisears. "Behold,” he said, "thisisEwigkras.”

A rurd village spread out far below them. Two wide dirt roads converged on alarge stone well, other
narrow streets sprouting left and right and tapering off into forests and farms. The streetswere lined with
half-timbered buildings and stone cottages with flowering window boxes. Around the well was abustling
marketplace with gtals, vendors pushing carts, and villagers dressed in colorful clothes. Othersworked in
broad, flat fieds, their movements seeming exaggerated and dow at this distance. Puffs of smoke from



chimneys drifted lazy and gilded in the late sunshine,

"How many peoplelive here?"

"Three hundred in the village, eleven in the castle with Mayfridh."

That explained the emptied, hollow feding of the castle. "Ewigkreisissmal," shesad.

"All the fagriesin what you would cal Germany live here. We are one of the smallest races of faeries”

Christine cast her eyesinto the far distance peering into the afternoon haze to see past the forests, and the
river that ran lazy and glittering off to the east. The cliffs, water, and trees dissolved into the misty golden
horizon. "What's beyond it?"

"Weknow not."
Christine was surprised by this answer. "Has no onetried to travel into those forests?!

"Yes. | havetraveled in the Eternad Woods mysdlf. For many days | moved forward, through dark
woods with no clear paths. Then the woods began to thin, aroad spread out in front of me. | thought |
was gpproaching anew village, but | wasn't. | was back in the same forest you first found.”

"It goesaround in acircle?'

"I cannot answer that, for | do not know. It is one of the mysteries of our world, and of every other faery
world. No map can describe them. It isa Red World phenomenon to understand land in terms of
definitive space.”

Chrigtinetried to comprehend this, couldn't, gave up. "And Mayfridh isthe queen of the whole land?"
"Yes

"Unelected, right?It'slikeamonarchy.”

"That'sright."”

"Thevillagersdon't mind?*

"They are not humans. They arefagries, and care about more important things than politics and titles.
They care about the harvest, the swing of seasons, the magica essence of theair." Eisengrimm turned and
began to walk away from the precipice. "Come," he said, "1 will show you the castle.”

Chrigtine once again glanced a her watch. Although it felt as though twenty minutes had passed, the
hands had moved only one minute. She calculated, figured three minutes must pass for every hour, and
decided she had plenty of time. Relax, enjoy.

Eisengrimm led her through the back gate and the wild garden, then into the cavernous stone room where
she had firs met Mayfridh.

"Thisisour great hal. Thereis Mayfridh'sthrone.

"Who are the deven peopleliving in the castle?' Christine asked, looking around at the tapestries and
brass decorations.

"Cooks, servants, and me."



"No guards? Soldiers?'
"We have no real need for them. Thereisaroya guard, but itsroleis officia rather than martid.”
"And youre Mayfridh'sonly adviser?'

Eisengrimm sat on his hind legs and tipped his head back to look up. Chrigtine followed his gaze up past
the long tapestries to the tiny windows at the top of the room. On pedestals carved into the dark stone
sat three crooked gargoyles, their mouths stretched open, their snouts crinkled into sneers, their eyes
hideous spheres on stalks.

"Mayfridh was only nine when she took the throne. Wolfram, Reinmar, and Sivridh were the counsdors
gppointed to her. | blush for the partidity she showed me, smply because | could turn into afox and be
toted around under her arm. They were good counsdlors at first, sound politicians. But when she was
fifteen—"

"That'sthem?' Christine asked, astonished.

"They disagreed with her over something petty. They forced their will on her, greedy now of the power,
and told her shewas just astupid child. But she wasn't a child anymore.

"It happened that avistor from theicy north lands was staying in the castle at the time. He was the court
magician in hisown realm, and avery powerful sorcerer. Sorcery isunknown in Ewigkrels, we use magic
for peaceful purposes. In secret, Mayfridh offered him all of Liesebet's jewery in exchange for aspdl of
sorcery. Then, in the heat of an argument, she turned the spell on Wolfram, Reinmar, and Sivridh.”

"She turned them into gargoyles?’
"Y es. So now they watch the affairs of Ewigkreisfrom adifferent vantage point.”
"Canthey ever... | mean... arethey stuck like that forever?’

"Shetriesfrom time to timeto turn the spell back, but shedid it in such afit of anger—the anger of a
fifteen-year-old girl—that the wrath became part of the spell. She cannot find an equivalent amount of
forgivenessfor areversa spdl, especidly as, | suspect, sheisstill angry with them for calling her astupid
child"

"Will they die?!
"Who knows? Perhaps.”
She was surprised by the lightness of histone. "Islife very crud here?’

"We are mostly peaceful folk. No one need fear crudlty if they work for the smooth turning of the
seasons and pay their duesto Mayfridh.”

"Arethevillagersloyd to her?

"Ohyes, because dl faery magicisroyd magic. It descends only from the queen.” He nudged her hand.
"Come, Chrigtine, | will show you therest of the Autumn Castle”

Hetried to lead her downstairsto awindowless area of chambers and dungeons, but she refused, so
instead he led her up the long narrow corridor, showing her each room in turn—abewildering array of
dusty libraries, empty drawing rooms, cramped state rooms, and adark kitchen. Then they ascended the
north turret—crooked and narrow—to the roya chambers. Eisengrimm led her to Mayfridh's



bedchamber, which was decorated in filmy white curtains and layers of white cloth.

"Youmay liedownif you aretired,” Eisengrimm said, jumping onto the bed and making himself
comfortable.

Chrigtinelay down, sinking into the deep covers with awarm weariness stretching through her bones.
She consdered the celling in the half-light for awhile, trying to process al she had seen and heard. Did it
redly matter if it wasdl too ridiculous ever to be uttered to another human being? Here shefdt no pain;
here she was the Chrigtine she might have been were it not for the accident. She found the castle's
emptiness and gloominess soothing, addictive.

She turned on her side to watch Eisengrimm. His head rested on his paws and his yellow eyes gazed at
her serenely. Chrigtine felt an unusua sense of peace around him, despite hissize and hisstrong jaws. His
warm voice was friendly and his manner was patient, and he possessed a magica tranquillity she had
never sensed in anyone ese. "Eisengrimm, can | ask you something?”

"Measedo. I'll try to answer dl your questions.”
"Can Mayfridh cast alove spdl?!
"A love dl?'

"Y ou know, to make somebody fdl inlove with her?' She hated the quiver of her voice, but the question
had to be asked.

To her relief, Eisengrimm did not probe further, nor did he jump to defend his queen of any veiled
accusations. "No, Christine, she cannot. The hearts of men are not to be bound by the desires of others.
It was ever so, it will ever be."

"That's comforting." She smiled, then ventured, "Why do | fed so peaceful around you? Isthat magic?'
"I'm flattered. It'snot magic.”

"Are there many shape-shifterslike you in Ewigkreis?'

"No, | antheonly one."

"Can you be anything e se but awolf, afox, and acrow?'

"l can beabear. But | rarely take on that form. It causes great stressto my joints and organs.”
"Canyou beaman?'

Hisvoice was suddenly charged with emotion. "l amnot a..." he Sarted.

A long silence best out, and Chrigtine rose up on her ebows. "I'm sorry, did | say something wrong?”

"No, no. Itiscomplicated.” He pulled himsdf up and then paused on the end of the bed, asthough he
were deciding whether to leave, his gray shoulders hunched against the burden of the decision.

Christine was curious now. "Were you once aman? Isthat why you're upset?'
He dumped forward. "Now you have asked, so | must answer you."

"Y ou don't haveto. | don't mean to be nosy or anything.”



"l do haveto. It'saburden on my heart that | have yet to express.”" He turned and sagged down on the
bed next to her again. "Y ou are the only person, in over seventy years, who has asked meif | were once
aman."

"Reglly?

" Shape-shiftersexist in faerylands. Thereisno reason for anyone to suspect | am anything more. Just as
you would never ask abird if she were once afish, so nobody here has ever asked if | am anything other
than | appear. But you, you are from Over There" He muttered, almost to himsdlf, Y ou have different
questions.”

"Tdl me, then. Y ou were once aman?"

"Yes. A fagry man, not a human man. My name was not Eisengrimm. | was being groomed to be one of
Queen Liesebet's counsdors, but | wasyoung and | longed to travel. | had ayearning spirit | burned and
bubbled with imaginings of places and adventures, and the exotic unknown-ness of other folk. | ran away
from theroyad court, leaving it al behind me, but intending to return one day in thefar time. Just aswe
can make passage between our world and the Real World, we can also make passage between this
world and other worlds of faery. | traveled many places. None of them satisfied my desire because, |
have since learned, desire does not exist to be satisfied, only to move men. | moved, | kept moving, and
it wasinthe Savic fagrylandsthat | met Zosa"

Shadows degpened in the room and dust motes hung in the air. Christine felt herself grow very till as
Eisengrimm spoke.

"Shewas afaery witch; not a hideous hag like Hexebart, but afair-skinned, silken-haired beauty. | was
walking through atall-treed forest near the faery village. She was gathering herbs for aspell, the sunlight
shone on her hair, and | was entranced. When she asked me my name, | told her. Something atraveler
should never do.

"We became lovers. | stayed with her for many weeksin her warm stone cottage near theriver. Every
morning we would wake to the bright sunshine in the window, then she would spend her day in making
her spells and potions. | would spend mine admiring her and dreaming about forever with her. And when
night fell there were warm fires and spiced wines and tender kisses enough to kegp me from noticing
what | should have noticed. All was not well with Zosa

"Sowly, it became clear that Zosid's great beauty in gppearance was not matched by a great beauty of
gpirit. She thought nothing of torturing woodland cresturesto stedl their essence for spells, and her magic
was aways directed at acquiring new treasures and supplementing her beauty. Thefirgt timel pointed out
to her that | despised to hear alinnet screaming as she pulled it to pieces, she laughed at me.

"'You aretoo fragile, shesaid. 'Whereisyour bravery and strength when such asmall creature can
soften your man's heart? From then on, she reveled in taunting me about my delicate manner. | tried to
take the mockery in good heart, | loved her ill. But the brutality and the vanity did not abate, and |
braced mysdlf every morning for her next act of selfish crudity.

"The very worst came soon &fter. Y ou see, from time to time, bewildered humans from the Redl World
wander into faerylands by accident. So it was that a Real World traveler crossed into Zosia's woods.
While | was not home—I had goneto the village to collect milk and flour—he stopped at her houseto
ask for help. Poor fool. Zosiawas no doubt delighted to see him. My heart tremblesto think of hislast
moments. By thetime | returned, she had chopped him into pieces.

"When | saw the blood upon the hearth, | felt aterrible sckening hatred growing ingde me. 'What have



you done, Zosia? Have you sunk to murder?

" 'He wasjust ahuman, no worse nor better than the squirrel s and foxes who have given up their essence
for my magic!'

"| found mysdlf backing away from her ingtinctively, my hand reaching for the door behind me.
" 'Where are you going? she demanded, her eyes narrow and flinty.
" 'How can | continue to love you when you are so brutal and vain? | said.

" 'Y ou will continue to love me asyou dways have,' she said, practical asever. 'l see no reason why it
should be otherwise!

"Her confidence angered me, partly becauseit wastrue. | had been adaveto my desirefor her. 'Perhaps
| never loved you, Zosia. Perhaps | was bewitched by your beauty. | can no longer stay here with you.
You are heartless™

Eisengrimm stopped and sighed, his head sagging forward on his paws and his eyes fluttering closed.
"Zosabecame enraged. As| turned to the door to leave, | felt amagnetic net of magic envelop me and
pull me back into the room. Zosafixed me with aglare, and with her free hand reached into the pocket
of her bloodied gpron and pulled out a spell.

"'Zoda, no. Let mego,' | said. Like anyone faced with a sudden horror, | could not believe that it was
truly happening, that she would truly hurt me. | waswrong."

"She put you under an enchantment?”

"My body ran with apeculiar, fluid sensation, as though my skin were milk and my bones were toffee.
"Y ou shdl be changed, she said in alow voice. 'Of thefirst four creatures you see you may take your
choice, and you shall bethat creature until you are foolish enough to love again.™

Eisengrimm opened hiseyes. "'l felt my heart charge. If | could get to the village without seeing four other
creatures,

| could see aman, remain aman. But the woods were deep and too treacherous to close my eyes. As
soon as | burst out the door of the cottage, | saw acrow sitting on a branch peering down onme. |
thought, not a crow, their voices are so ugly. | ran on. Next | saw abear ngpping in aclearing. | thought,
not abear, their bodies are so cumbersome. | ran on. Next | saw afox running through the grass. |
thought, not afox, they are hunted for sport. | ran on, hoping to makeit to the village before seeing
another animd. But it was not to be.

"I saw awaolf, and my body began to burgt its seams. Bones and organs crushed against one another, my
skin ran with tinglesand trembles. | heard Zosafrom far away, her wild voice dark on thewind, calling,
'Choose your new form." But | could not. | wanted to be none of those beasts. | thought perhapsif | did
not choose, | would die, and maybe that would be better.

"I collapsed to the ground and closed my eyes, waiting for death. | did not die. When | arose, | wasin
the shape you see now."

Christine reached out and touched alarge gray paw, fascinated. "A wolf."

"Yes, and | can beany of the other animasas| choose. The only thing | cannot beisaman; the only
thing | cannot beismy true sdf:"



"But the enchantment can be broken?"

"Zosamadeit al but impossible. | returned to her immediately to rail at her, to beg her, to threaten her
with my teeth. Shewasintractable.

"The enchantment will only be broken when you arefoolish enough to fdl inlove again,’ shesaid. "The
woman you love will haveto utter your true name.™

"What isyour true name?"

"I cannot tell you. To utter my own name would mean that the enchantment remains permanent. My love
would haveto travel to Zosiaswoods and find it there, with great danger to herself. Nor can | tell
anyone who has not asked directly that | was once aman. As| have said, you are thefirst person in over
seventy years who has asked.”

"But whenyou fdl inlove can't you—"
"l amdready inlove, Chrigine."
"And she's never asked about you? About your past? About why you are asyou are?”’

"Y ou assume she loves mein return. Y ou assume that sheis not too grand and not too proud to care
about the heart of awalf. Y ou know her, Chrigtine, you know what sheislike."

Chrigtine was puzzled amoment, then gasped. "Mayfridh. Y ou'rein love with Mayfridh?"

"And so you understand, she will never ask me. She hasonly ever known meas| am. Besides, sheis
too... sdlf-involved to concern hersdlf deeply in the fates of others.”

"Can| tel her?’

"No. Any direct efforts by me or by somebody acting for me are bound to make the enchantment stay
forever."

Chrigtine bit her lip, not surewhat to say. ""Could you try to fal in love with somebody with more
potentid for helping you?'

"Y ou know that hearts do not behave rationaly. At least, mine does not.”
Chrigtine sat back, staring a him. "1'm so sorry. How can you stand being around her dl the time?”

"l endureit, Chrigting, asbest | can. | fed love, but none of aman's desire, which isasmal blessing. And
| haven't given up hope dtogether. | may live another three hundred years. Luck may yet be with me."

Christine turned to the window and was surprised to see the sky brightening outside. "That'sweird. |
thought it was afternoon when | arrived.”

"ltwas"

"But the sun's coming up. It must be morning.”

"Itis"

Christine shook her head. "But what happened to night?'

"The Autumn Castleis morning or afternoon. Always ether, never neither.”



She checked her watch. Ten hours had passed. "Oh, my God."
"What'swrong?'

She hurried to her feet. "1 thought time must pass dower there.”
"Time here has no rdaion to timein the Redl World."

"I'll have to get back home. Jude will be worried."

Eisengrimm legpt from the bed and moved to the door, dl dutiful counselor again. "Of course" hesaid. "'l
will lead you back to thewoods."

* %%

Hotel Mandy-Z was quiet when she arrived. She hoped Jude would still be working and hadn't missed
her. She pushed open the door to his studio but he wasn't there. The room was in darkness, but she
could make out the shape of alarge canvas on the easdl, and it appeared to have paint on it. So Jude had
overcome hislatest block. She switched the light on to look at it.

Gray. Black. Brown. And in the corner, at the bottom, on the right, a splash of mingled crimson and
fuchsa

She dtared & it for long moments, then switched the light off and went upgtairs, trying to get used to being
back in her own bones, aching and pulling. No light under the door from Gerda's spartment. Maybe she
had taken Mayfridh out drinking. No light under the door from Jude's apartment. Maybe he was with
them, and hadn't even missed her. She closed the door behind her and went to the bedroom.

Hewasthere, sound adeep, his hair tangled and disarrayed against the pillow, one warm, smooth
shoulder exposed above the covers. She sat lightly on the edge of the bed, <till in her coat and boots, and
reached out to smooth hishair. He stirred, but then settled back to deep.

"MPeasedon't fdl inlovewith her, Jude," she whispered in the dark. And then redlized she had named the
very thing of which shewas most afraid.

CHAPTER NINE

Mayfridh stepped into the long shadows of afternoon in the autumn forest, hoping shewasintime. It
was Eisengrimm’s birthday, and she had given ordersfor abanquet. It had dipped her mind
completdy—the Real World was so intoxicatingly charming—hbut luckily Christine had reminded her with
something she said.

"How well do you know Eisengrimm?’ Christine had asked.

And the light had flickered in Mayfridh's head. Eisengrimm. The birthday banquet. As much as shewould
have loved to stay and explore the Real World more—shopping with Gerda was more exciting than she
could give words to—Eisengrimm'’s banquet was important. He was her most trusted friend.

She hurried up through the castle gate and into the over-grown garden—where the leaves grew weary
and the thorns grew conspicuous—skidding to ahalt near the great hdl. Relax. Hilda had taken care of
everything. Thelong table had been erected, the musicians from the village were tuning their insruments,



branches of evergreen decorated the walls.
"It'sdl ready then?' she asked as Hilda bustled by.

Hilda paused, startled momentarily by Mayfridh's appearance, then said, "Y es, yes, Queen Mayfridh.
Eisengrimmisin your chambers. | have just sent one of the cooksto fetch him. Take your seat, Mgesty.
Yourejugtintime."

There was no time to change out of her Real World clothes, so she sat at the head of the long table in her
red velvet minidress and lace-up boots while others gathered around the sides of the room.

The pipes struck up a solemn tune and Eisengrimm dunk in, his head darting around to take in the scene.
"Oh, abanquet!" he exclaimed.

"Dear friend,” Mayfridh said, rising from her seat to greet him. "Happy birthday."

"What have you doneto your hair?"

"Sit down," shesaid, holding achair out to him.

Hejumped into it. The other guests were seated and Mayfridh took her place at the head of the table
whilethe village musicians played.

"l don't likeit," Eisengrimm said over themusic.

"You don't likewhat?' Mayfridh responded irritably.

"Your hair. It was such abeautiful color before.”

"But now it's even more beautiful, do you not see?' She held astrand out. "Real World colors.”

Eisengrimm harrumphed and put a paw on the table to draw histrencher closer. "Not everything in the
Real World is better than our world."

"Oh, Eisengrimm, be not so gruff. Of course| do not prefer the Redl World. | just likeits colorsand its
noisesanditssmells”

A servant came by and loaded their plates with hunks of roast meet. The musicians changed to alively
tune and voicesin the room grew loud, the roar of the fire grew hot. Mayfridh sipped her wineand for a
moment compared this room to the crowded jazz club her new friends frequented. Now it was hard to
choose. She had dwaysloved her own world so much, but there was a sparkling edge to the Real World
that wasmissing in thisrural place; asense of knowing and presence that was as smooth and astoxic and
as addictive asthe cigarettes Gerda had introduced her to.

And, of course, there was Jude.

"Tdl me of the Readl World," Eisengrimm said, licking gravy from his chops. "What have you done with
your time?'

"I have met dl of Chrigtinésfriends, and | spend my time talking and drinking and shopping with them.
They aredl artists and Jude paints the most wonderful pictures. They capture the very essence of the
Red World."

"Haveyou put asde any sily fanciestowardshim?



Mayfridh thought about the collection of Jude's possessions—artarnished cuff link, an old T-shirt, and a
wad of chewed gum—wrapped safdly in the bottom of her bag. "Of course.”

Eisengrimm fixed her with aydlow sare. "Redly?"
"Why do you ask?'
"Chrigtine wanted to know if you could perform love spdlls. | presume she suspects your interest.”

Mayfridh felt hersdlf blush, Gerdas words of admonishment il stinging. You've got to learn to hide it
better . "I have since learned to control my interest, as| have no intention of acting upon it.”

"Good," Eisengrimm said, "good.”

"But, Eisengrimm, | suspect Jude does not truly love Chrigtine.”
"And why do you suspect that?"

"Because he... he has a secret.”

Eisengrimm’'s snout creased into asneer. "A secret?”’

"Gerdasaid so, Christinegsfriend. Gerda said that he doesn't redlly love Chrigtine and that he hasa
secret.”

"Gossp inthe Red World isthe same as gossip in our world. It should never be listened to, let done

repested.”
Sherolled her eyes. Sometimes Eisengrimm was so righteous.

"l do not find it surprising that Jude loves Chrigtine," Eisengrimm continued. " Sheis gentle and rare and
aways seesthe best in people. It ison Chrigtine that you should be focusing your attention.”

Mayfridh smiled. "Oh, Eisengrimm... but there is someone else in the Real World | wish to make contact
with."

"Who?'
"My parents.”
"Your parents are dead.”

"My real parents. My human parents.” For so many years she had forgotten about them, but now,
running around in Berlin with her old friend, memories of her Real World mother and father had begun to
impress themsdves upon her. I missthem.”

"I would not adviseit, Little May."

"Why not?Y ou advise againg everything. Are you jedous of my enjoyment?' The music paused just as
sheraised her voice, and Mayfridh realized a hundred pairs of eyes had turned to her.

"Oh, go aout your business,”" she said with adismissve wave of the hand.

The music started again and the conversation bubbled once more. Mayfridh sank down in her seat. “I'm
sorry, old friend."



"| advise you for your own good, Mayfridh, not to spoil your fun. Timetickson. The leavesarefdling.”
He indicated the giant birch outside the mullioned window in the degp sunset. "When the last leef falls
from that tree, you will haveto leave your Red World parents behind, perhapsforever. It could be
centuries before these worlds dign again. Y ou will forget them. They will not forget you. Y our mother
and father have suffered enough. Do not make them lose you twice."

"So | am not dlowed to lovein the Red World?' she muttered. "Isthat it?'

"Loveis so permanent athing, Mayfridh,” Eisengrimm sighed, "and your ability to journey thereis so very
temporary. | only want to save you, and those you would love, the pain.”

"Good counsdl, Eisengrimm),” she conceded, her eyes going to the window. In the dark, in the few brief
minutes between the longest shadows of sunset and the pale bath of sunrise, she would go to Hexebart. If
shewasn't to love, so beit. But Eisengrimm had not forbidden her from hunting for secrets.

Look at Hexebart's new stuffs. Oh, they are pretty. Hereisa... a... silver thing. And hereisa...
a...cloth thing. And hereisa... a... sticky thing. The nasty little queen wants them back, but
Hexebart will take her time, yes she will. Hexebart will not be hurried, not for the sulky sow.
Hexebart will save a little bit of the stuffs for herself. Hmm, hmm. Scrape and tear and pull.
Hmm, hmm.

But, oh, there's a strange thing. Remember the pea shell. The pea shell? Where is the pea shell?
Here, here, close by, under the dead frog. Why does the pea shell want to meet the new stuffs?
Hexebart opensit and finds a hair. This hair belongs with these new things; they know each other.
Hexebart stores her new stuffsin the pea shell and shakesit once.

Now to work. The sulky sow wants a mind-reading spell. Ha! Ha! She'll get nothing from these
things. Hexebart breaks a corner off the silver thing and weaves it into the spell. Hexebart pulls a
thread from the cloth and weaves it into the spell. Hexebart snaps a blob of the sticky thing and
weaves it into the spell. But the queen will be sorely disappointed. Ha! This man, to whom these
things belong, is shut up tight, locked down hard. Hexebart laughs, thinking about how the queen
will cry and cry when the spell doesn't work.

Sulky, sulky little sow,
Who is strong and clever now?
Ha, ha! Ha, ha!

Hexebart finishes the spell and sucks the line of blood from her fingers where the magic thread
has pulled through calluses. Ouch! The pea shell catches her eyes. Oh, it's a pretty pea shell, full of
wonderful things. She shakes it again.

And suddenly, knows.

The mixture of stuffsin the pea shell isthe spell the queen really wants, yes. Together, the stuffs
can make the spell. But the queen didn't ask for that spell, she asked for the other, the one
Hexebart has already made and cut her fingers on. Hee, hee. Hexebart will give the queen the
spell she was asked for, and make another for herself. And then Hexebart will know what the
gueen wants to know and that will vex the sow for centuries.

Weave, weave, weave, and spin,



What's the secret, what's the sin?

Hexebart's fingers bleed again but she doesn't care. She makes the spell, she takes the spell, she
sees into the corner. The very darkest corner inside a human heart.

Oh, it'sa nasty business. Oh, it'sa cruel thing.

Oh, oh! Hexebart fills up with singing joy; her heart dances and her fingers play invisible music.
Ha, ha, hee, hee! Hexebart has a secret.

from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.

| barely dept awink last night, though | can't put afinger on what it was that disturbed me so much. My
thoughts were calm, asthey dways are. My bed waswarm, asit dwaysis. My room was sllent and
dark. And yet | fdt dl night asthough there were some vagueirritation in my muscles and bones, anitch
unable to be reached, a sore unable to be soothed. | dreamed strange dreams where abright foreign
object was lodged in my back, but no matter how strenuoudly | tried, | couldn't seeit to pull it free. |
tossed and turned al night and half-expected, on waking, to seethat | was black and blue al over.
Perhaps later this morning, after apot of hot coffee and agood German breakfast, | will try to deep
again. If not, | can dwayswork further on the Bone Wife. Sheisable to walk six paces now without
fdling. Sheimprovesevery day.

| wrote last time about roya faery magic. It has become a science of mine to understand as much about
faery anatomy and faery magic as| can. All faeries are, to some degree, magic, but that magic always
proceeds from the queen or king of their particular race. In other words, al faery magicisembodied in
theroyd family, in their very bones. Within the bones, the magic congtantly replicatesitsdf, likethe cdls
in ahuman body. What | have discovered isthat the magic will aso replicate into the bones near it.

Y ou see, faery bones are never redlly dead. They don't rot, they don't lose their perfect brightness, and
they knit together after awhile. Although al the bonesin my sculpture ‘are glued tight, they have dso
darted to knit to each other, and the magic is spreading through them. | have killed two royal faeries: king
and queen. The king wasfull of magic, the queen was not. | believe she may have stored her magic back
in her homeland for safekeeping before coming through to our world. Very prudent, very clever. Not
clever enough in the end though, was she? Her ribs made afine set of ankles.

After Ireland, | traveled the world in search of the raw materials for my project, dways aware that these
two yearswould pass and that | would have to return to my family, to university and a respectable job.
For me, it was as though atunnel were growing smdler in front of me as my possibilities closed down
and my marvelous, lusciousworld of art and magic was doomed to itsfind limit, just hours and days and
weeks away. Months and months flew by when | neither saw nor heard of any faeries. Beforel returned
home, | killed only two more, both in America—one in the deserts of California, one near the Great
Lakesin Wisconsin—and so my collection of bones on my return was nowhere as grand as | had hoped
it would be. My fate loomed, my art began to dide away. | returned to Germany, enrolled in an
economics degree program in Munich, and prepared to live the life my parents wanted meto. Oh, |
could have struck out on my own, goneto art schoal, traveled farther, but what would | have done for
money? | wasthe sole heir to agresat fortune, and | am essentialy apractica man. It wasn'tin meto
endanger my inheritance.

So | took coursesin my owntimein art history and Germanic linguistics (my memory for languagesis



amost photographic, perhaps another legacy of my ancestry), but for the most part behaved like a
serious and committed economics student. By 1979, | was working for an investment bank in Vienna,
and | hadn't killed afaery infiveyears.

Man cannot be separated from hislovefor long, and so it wasthat | began to sculpt again; with marble,
asmy block of faery bone wasllittle more than afoot high, and | was hesitant to begin carving it. |
sculpted for the sheer joy of it, and I'm sure that'swhy my skill developed so fast. Perhaps at an art
school, where | would have had to produce works on deadlines and for assessment, | might have stunted
that spark within me. But | sculpted smply because | could, smply because nothing felt so wonderful to
me as to impose the contours of my pleasure on such arigid surface. | worked hard at the bank during
the day, and then indulged my love for art in the evenings and weekends. | entered my sculpturesina
number of amateur competitions. It soon became embarrassingly obvious that my work was far superior
to dl others, and | won so many competitions that modesty forbade me from entering any more. Withina
year—only a year —I had caught the eye of the internationa art community, and sold two of my
sculpturesto major galleries. In those early successes were the glimmerings of what would eventualy be
agrand and illustrious career.

Feeries dtill eluded me, until one evening in the middle of that decade, on my way home from work (for |
till maintained my job in the bank as my parents desired), | paused as | often did to read the program
pinned outside the Vienna State Opera. | didn't like operathen, and | still don't, but | was ayoung,
wedthy man and mindful of the pursuits that were expected of me. La Traviata. | thought about buying a
ticket, decided not to, then turned and saw an attractive couple approaching. My nogtrilsitched. | grew
excited. Could it be?

| waited for them to draw closer, pretending to examine the program. They were now just behind me,
just over my right shoulder. | could smell them, both of them faeries. | sneaked aglance. They were
sunning, beautiful: tall and perfectly formed. | started to suspect nobility. Thefemae smiled a me.

"Hello, are you going tonight to the opera?' Her German was studied, overly precise, clearly asecond
languege.

"Yes, | think 0. Shicoff issnging Alfredo.”

"We don't know their names,”" the mae said. He was gruff, suspicious.
"He'swonderful,” | replied. "An American tenor.”

"Were certainly going,” thefemale said, "aren't we, Jasper?"

He mumbled something inaudible and moved her ingdeto buy aticket. | was directly behind them. |
didn't speak to them again, but when it came my turn at the ticket window, | waited until they were out of
earshot and asked for the seat next to theirs. Then | went home to prepare myself.

That evening, | waswaiting in my seat when they arrived. Polite conversation ensued. Isn'tita
coincidence we're seated together? Do you come here often? Where do you live? The femae—she
introduced herself as Liescbet—was very warm; the mae, Jasper, was not, but he became less guarded
when | spoke of my art. It seems he had seen one of my sculpturesin agallery just that afternoon, and
was very impressed with it.

| must expressto you how difficult it wasto St and tak to them casudly until the curtain went up. Imagine
yourself seated next to the very villain who had tortured your child to death, and having to ded with him
rationally and even in afriendly manner. That ishow hard it was for meto hide my revulsion, the smell
was S0 truly awful. But | was determined to lure them into my trap.



"Perhaps after the performance you would care to come to my home and see my latest sculpturein
progress?’ | asked. "l live nearby.”

Liessbet didn't blink. "Yes™"
Jasper blinked, but said, "Yes," dl the same. Faeries are curious by nature.

| waswell out of my depth trying to kill two faeries a once. | rightly made Jasper my first priority, but the
fema e screamed and screamed, and | thought for certain somebody would hear it. When | had them
both dead and in the bath, | covered them with water and left them for atime. | wastoo exhausted to
begin the boning immediatdly, and | had an early start at the bank in the morning. | washed mysdif off,
then crept downdtairsto seeif Liesebet's screams had disturbed anybody. | was living in an apartment on
Wahlfischstrasse at the time, with a septuagenarian recluse downstairs and a dressmaking and mending
sudio above. All in the halway was quiet, my activities had gone undetected.

| wastoo proud of myself.

| boned them on the weekend, but had nowhere to put the other remains. | packed them in bags and
stored them in the deep freezer, supposing | would find achance in the next few weeks to drive them out
into the woods and feed them to the wildlife. | finished work late and collapsed directly into bed, only to
be woken the next morning, Sunday, by loud knocking.

| rose, put on my robe, and went to the door. On the other sde was Ernst Hoffmann, my direct
supervisor a the bank, asmal hairy man with long gray eyebrows.

"Herr Hoffmann?" | said, surprised.
"Morning, Zweigler. | need the L eadbetter reports. He's flying in from London thismorning.”

The L eadbetter reports. | had brought them home to work on the day | met the royal faeries, and
forgotten about them since.

"Of course, of course. Comein. I'll find them immediately.” | spotted the folder Sitting on top of my
bookshelf and grabbed it. "I'm sorry, Herr Hoffmann, but | haven't finished reca culating the projected
dividendsyet."

Hisleft eyebrow shot up. "That's not like you, Zweigler."
"lI've been... unwdl."
"Let'sdo it now, together. They must befinished before | meet him at the airport.”

So | put on apot of coffee and changed my clothes, and we sat together a my dining table and worked
on the reports. After afew hours, Herr Hoffmann asked meto direct him to the bathroom and | gestured
through to the halway, too immersed in the figuresin front of me to remember that | hadn't been in the
bathroom since I'd finished cleaning it the night before. He wasin therealong time.

When Herr Hoffmann emerged, hisface was pae.
"Areyouill?" | asked.

"Here, here, give me these reports,” he muttered. "I'll take them with me. It's not right for meto intrude
on your day off."

As he gathered the papers| felt asudden chill of fear. | had cleaned the bathroom top to bottom the



previous night, but had | left some trace—some blotch of blood, some skerrick of skin—for him to see?
"Certainly, Herr Hoffmann,” | said, trying to remain coal. "'l will see you tomorrow at the office.”

He disappeared quickly. As soon as the door closed behind him, | dashed to the bathroom, eyes
searching everywhere. No, the bath was clean and white. No, the handbasin was empty. No, the floor
was spotless. | sghed in relief. Herr Hoffmann's disappearance probably had more to do with gastric
troubles than with suspecting me of murder. | sat heavily on thelid of the toilet and rested my hands on
my knees.

That'swhen | saw it. Vigble at the angle only thetoilet seat provided, under the handbasin; a stray,
bloodied finger.

| scooped it up. It must have flown off before I'd even started the boning. What did Herr Hoffmann
think? More importantly, what was he going to do?

| told myself not to panic. There could be no murder case where there were no murder victims. Nobody
would report Liesebet and Jasper missing because they didn't redly exist inthisworld. But | had a
freezer full of skin and hair and organsto dispose of, and nothing was stopping Hoffmann from aerting
the policeimmediately.

Sol fled.

| packed up dl | had of value—my sculptures and material s—and loaded them in my car dong with the
bagsfull of frozen tissue, and | Ieft Viennabehind. | drove into the woods and dumped the bags and |
kept driving and found mysdf in Berlin. | withdrew what | could from my bank account and rented atiny
gpartment, and lay low for two years.

Asl havesad, | am apractical man. When | knew my parents had not heard from mein two years, |
began to grow concerned about my inheritance. | had watched the newspapers and the television reports
for dl the long monthsin between, and had never seen my name mentioned as a murder suspect. Herr
Hoffmann, it seems, had decided that aslong as | was nowhere near him, he had no compulsion to report
me for having an errant finger in my bathroom. (Or maybe it was a gadiric problem after dl.)

Findly, | made tentative contact with my parents. | told them | had been very sck—menta illnessrunsin
our family and even though | am perfectly sane, | knew they would believe this—and gradudly | won
back their... "affection” istoo strong aword. | won back their grudging decison to name metheir heir,
aslong as | worked once again in finance and gave up my dreams of being a sculptor.

| did one but not the other. | found Berlin to be the city of my dreams asfar as art was concerned, and
soon my cel ebrated sculptures were outearning my financier's sdlary fivefold. | met no more fagries, and |
longed to travel again, to take off in my van and drive through Europe and hunt and kill and sculpt, but
gtill, I did not let my parents down. | had over abillion reasons not to, in U.S. dollars done.

Then, a the end of 1989, two wonderful, wonderful things happened. Firs, the Berlin Wall fell. Second,
my parents died. My opa, who had long been senile and sat rocking like afool in the corner of my
mother's overdecorated lounge room, took up agun on Christmas Eve and shot them both and then
himself. Themoney wasal mine.

| was quick to buy real estate in the East and lease it out to businesses. | moved into the top two floors
and attic of thisbuilding and began to plan my future. No more close calswith screaming faeries—I had
agpecial room soundproofed. And no more messy bonings. | began to draw up my designsfor a
poisonous boiling acid bath.



My faery-boning vat.
* %%
He had painted it out.

Chrigtine stared at the painting. It was the following evening. Jude was cleaning his brushes, whigtling to
himsdlf. She had come down with the intention of pretending shewas seeing it for thefirst time, of asking
him if that blotch of color had anything to do with Mayfridh. But he had painted it out. A black ova
covered it. She was gone.

"Doyou likeit?" hesaid, dipping an arm around her waist.
"Yegh, | do."
"| fed so good about it. | fed like I'm findly getting there, like I'm findly painting thefeding.”

"That's great." She was gone. That was agood thing, right? It meant he had momentarily been interested,
and then decided that it was wrong. He had covered her up with black.

But was she il under there?

"Okay," he said, organizing his paintbrushes and wiping hishands on acloth, "I'll get changed quickly and
well heed out for dinner.”

Heleft the room, leaving her standing in front of the painting. There was no need to be jedlous. Mayfridh
was beautiful and colorful, and of course she would have caught Jude's eye. She caught everybody's eye.
But no trace of her color waseft in the painting, and that meant it was all okay, right? Right?

Chrigtine sighed. Jude had been so attentive today. A back massage at six in the morning when she woke
with atwinge, acup of teain bed, kisses and cuddles. How could she doubt him? Was thisthat old
feding of inadequacy, returning in adifferent form? Damn dl these supid insecurities, damn her frightened
heart.

Judewas é thedoor. "You like it that much?'

Sheturned. He had changed into fresh jeans and a buttoned shirt. " Sorry, lost in thought.”
"Comeon, I'm starving,” he said, reaching for her hand.

"Jude, do you love me?!

He pulled her close to him and kissed her forehead. ™Y ou know | do, babe."

"Y ou don't love anyone € se but me?!

"I've only got room in my heart for Christine Starlight.”" He gave her aquick squeeze and stood back to
gmileat her. "Redly, Chrigine, I'm starving."

They met Pete and Fabiyan in the gallery, just on their way out for doner kebabs at the local Imbiss. She
pulled her coat on at the door. The Friday night streets were full. Jude and Chrigtine lined up at the
Imbissin the autumn chill, while Pete and Fabiyan went in search of hot glthwein to wash their dinner
down. The foursome found a semiclean table next to acabd of punks.

"Y ou know, we should haveinvited Gerda," Chrigtine said, carefully unpedling her kebab.



"Wedid," Pete said. "She said she wastired. She said she wanted to save her energy for tomorrow
night." He had achunk of |ettuce and tahini stuck to hischin.

"What'stomorrow night?'

"The gdlery party,” Jude sad.

"Had your head under arock?' Pete said good-naturedly.

"Yeah, ared big one. | thought it was next week."

Fabiyan pointed down the street. "There's Gerda. And Chrigtine's friend.”

Chrigtine turned to see Gerda and Mayfridh approaching. Mayfridh waved happily. "So she's back."”
"Back?' Fabiyan said. "Back from where?"

"Back from... | thought she/d gone home for awhile." Of course, the gallery party. Mayfridh had
expressed an interest in going. Christine shot Jude asidelong glance. He was concentrating on his kebab;
he wasn't looking at Mayfridh.

"Hi, everyone," Gerda said as she gpproached. "Y ou started without us.”
"Y ou said you weren't coming," Pete replied.
"Y eah, and then Miss Miranda shows up looking for Chrigtine. How could | say noto her?"

Mayfridh squeezed in next to Christine and gave her akiss on the cheek. "I missed you," shesaid witha
shy smile. Despite her jealousy, Chrigtine felt awash of tender fedling. Mayfridh's affection was so
artless, her warm breath as sweet asachild's.

"Y ou weren't gonelong.”
"It was Eisengrimm's birthday," Mayfridh whispered in her ear. "He was one hundred and nine."

"Hey, don't keep secrets, you two," Gerda said, poaching Pete's gliihwein. "Miranda, do you need
food?"

"Il have whatever you're having," Mayfridh said.

Christine watched her, and watched Jude, and saw nothing pass between them that didn't pass between
any other two people there. She forced her fluttering emotionsto still. She had been paranoid about
Jude's affection for too long; she didn't want to project that paranoia onto Mayfridh. For the last three
months Gerda had flirted with Jude shamelesdy and nothing had come of that. Relax, relax.

Dinner finished, they bought four bottles of wine and headed back to Gerda's apartment for what Pete
cdled "apiss-up.” By midnight, everybody was roaring drunk and tilings were getting rowdy. A knock on
the door calmed the room to urgent whispers.

"Shit, shit," Gerdasad, "that'll be Mandy, for sure.”
Pete turned the stereo down and Gerda went to the door. It was, indeed, Mandy.
"Sorry, sorry," Gerdasad, "we didn't redize how late it was."

"It'sfine" he said, putting hishands out, pams up. "I'm not angry, but | am tired and tomorrow isabig



night."
"Of course," Gerdasaid. "Well shut up. God, I'm so sorry.”

Mandy's eyes swept the room and lighted on Mayfridh. Chrigtine felt hersalf grow uncomfortable. He
focused on her with agaze that was somewhere between desiring and predatory.

"| don't believe weve met," he said, walking into the room, hand extended.
"Miranda," she said, standing up and taking hishand. "I'm an old friend of Chrigtings.”

He kissed her hand and backed away quickly, apologizing with alaugh for spoiling their fun, and closing
the door behind him.

"Wed better get to bed too," Jude was saying.
"And me," Fabiyan agreed.

Christine kept watching the door that Mandy had just disappeared through. So very creepy. She glanced
at Mayfridh, who offered her agrimace and athestrica shudder of repulsion. So she had noticed it too.

In the moment before Mandy had kissed Mayfridh's hand, he had bent to her wrist and sniffed her.

CHAPTER TEN

Christine found herself nursing a hangover the next morning, acup of black coffee pressed between
her hands, as Jude—remarkably refreshed—Ieft for amorning's work in the studio.

"I can't tll you how much | love my new painting,” he said with asdf-satisfied grin as he disgppeared out
the door.

She smiled. Good. When Jude enjoyed what he was doing, she felt the glow of his reflected happiness.
Christine sipped her coffee and rolled her neck, trying to clear away the cobwebs. She was going to have
to go sober to tonight's party.

There was aknock on thedoor. "Comein, it's not locked," she caled. It had to be someone from inside
the hotel or they would have buzzed downgtairs. She braced herself, hoping it wasn't Mandy.

Mayfridh, beautiful without makeup, wearing one of Gerda's outsize T-shirtsand apair of her denim
overdls

"Hi. You want acoffee?| just brewed it."
"Yes, please," Mayfridh replied, "black with no sugar.”

Christine smiled as she poured the coffee. "Hell, you went hard-core red quick. Wasn't it like aweek
ago | could barely get you to drink this stuff?"

"Everything in the Red World is so intoxicating. Epecidly the toxic things." Mayfridh took the cup
gratefully and spped fromit. "Y ou look tired."

"I am. And I'm supposed to work this afternoon. My boss has awedding to go to." She shook her head.



"I'm going to be ared live wire at the party tonight.”
Mayfridh was glancing around her. "Y our apartment's nicer than Gerdas. Why isthat?'

"I think she just doesn't clean up after herself.”" She swept her hand around. " Jude, however, isaneat
freak, especidly when he's got painter's block."

"Would you let me seethe rest”?’

"Sure." Christine led her to the short hallway. " Okay, there's the bathroom; you've already seen that. This
is the spare bedroom.” She opened the door on four empty suitcases and a billion dust motes. "Asyou
can see, we don't, useit. And thisis our bedroom."

Mayfridh entered ahead of her. "It'snice.”

The bed wasn't yet made and the curtains were still closed against the weak morning sun. "We can't
redlly get used to these German pillows. Jude keepstelling me to go buy some regular ones, but | dways
forget." Chrigtine sank down in the chair next to the dresser, and Mayfridh sat on the end of the bed. "I
think he's getting a bit annoyed with me."

"Do you and Jude fight much?* Mayfridh asked.

Chrigtine shook her head. "Hardly at al. HE's very patient.”

"Areyou going to get married?"

Chrigtine perched her coffee cup on the dresser. "Maybe. One day. I'd like to, anyway."
"Have you taked about it with Jude?"

"Oh yeah, of course. It's complicated. Y ou see, | get abig inheritance when | get married, and | think
Judeiswary of what people might think if he asks meto marry him. He told me he wants to wait until
hesfinancidly stablein hisown right. | accept that." And shetried redly hard to believeit, because it was
better than suspecting he didn't want to marry her because he didn't really love her.

Mayfridh was frowning, her head tilted to the Sde.
"What's the matter?' Christine asked.
"Does Gerdaknow dl that?!

Chrigtine knew where thiswas going. "Ah, Gerda. Don't listen to athing she says about me or Jude or
my money. Gerdajust makes up her own version of events and doesn't care about the truth.”

"You don' like Gerda?"

"l like her alot. She'salot of fun, but she'sredly gossipy.”

Mayfridh sank back on the bed. "Humans are something of amystery to me.”

"Y ou mean you don't have gossip in Ewigkreis?' Chrigtinefinished the last of her coffee.

"| suppose we do, though it's less complicated. Come and sit by me, | want to ask your opinion on
something.”

Chrigtine eased hersdlf out of the chair and moved to the bed.



"Isyour back sore?' Mayfridh asked, moving over to make space.

"A little. It'sawaysworseif I'mtired or sick.”

"Lieon your ssomach. | can makeit better.”

"Hon?"

“I'll show you."

Christine turned and lay down on her ssomach. Mayfridh searched the curve of her back with her hands.
"Tdl mewhen| hit the spot,” shesaid.

"Upalbit... there" Chrigtinefelt the warmth of Mayfridh'sfingersthrough her shirt, and then a soft, lightly
penetrating feding like eectricity. It spread the pain apart, making it loseits grip on her bones.

"Wow, that's amazing. How do you do it?" Christine asked.
"Magic often getsleft over in my handsfrom usng spells,” shereplied.

Chrigtine closed her eyes and let Mayfridh'sfingerswork the area. The pain was till close by, threatening
to swoop back into place the moment she took her hands away. It wasn't the same genuine freedom she
fdtin Ewigkreis, but it was awonderful rdief anyway. Much more effective than the drugs, which merdly
dulled the pain, dulling dl her other senseswith it.

"S0, can | ask your advice about something?”

"Sure, go ahead.”

"It'sabout my Real World parents. Do you think | should vist them?"
"Why do you want to visit them? | thought you'd forgotten about them."

"It's coming back to me, Chrigting, just as my memories and fondness for you came back. The longer I'm
here, themore | think of them." In her distraction, Mayfridh had taken her hands from Christine's back.
The pain returned.

Chrigtine willed Mayfridh to continue the massage. "How would you explain what happened?’
"I'djust explain."

"They'd never believeyou."

"You believe me... remember?'

"l don't know if it'sagood ideato go around putting spells on people.” Christine turned her head, saw
that Mayfridh was sitting back, biting her lip, looking like she might cry. "Hey, don't listen to me, I'm just
tired and sngppish.”

Mayfridh'sfingers resumed their massage. "No, youreright. | can't go around putting spells on people. |
didnt redlizeit before. Sorry."

Chrigtine let her head hang forward again, taking comfort in the sweet soothing eectricity. "L ook, forget
what | said. Y ou probably really want to see your parents, and they'd be so happy to know that you're
alive and well, whatever you've become. Maybe you should go. | cant seetheharminit.”



"Eisengrimm seesmuch hamiinit.”
IIWI,V?I

The magic was fading now as Mayfridh's last reserves were spent. "I'm sorry,” she said, her fingers
withdrawing. "'l have no magic left.”

"Don't be sorry. Thank you, it was great." Christine turned over and looked up at Mayfridh. "So what's
Eisengrimm's problem with you seeing your parents?”

"Oh, he'sjust agrumpy thing."
"Y ou once told me he was awise counsglor. HE's got to have areason for advising you againgt it."

Mayfridh hitched a sigh and sank down on her belly on the rumpled covers. Chrigtine curled afinger into
her hair and pulled it playfully. "Comeon, tel me."

"It'snot forever, Chrigine.”

"What's not forever?'

"Thisfavorable dignment. It'sso rare.”
"| don't follow you."

Mayfridh sat up. "Y ou know | can't tell you where Ewigkreisis. Nor can | tell you whereit will be next.
It moves every season, to other places, other times. And wherever it arrives next, theres no way of
contacting you even if | remembered you. Any passageis binding—it restricts mein afarly narrow
arde”

"So you mean... that this passage between my world and your world..."
"Istemporary. Only until the last leaf fals on the birch outsde the greet hall.”
"And you'l disappear.”

"No, you'll disappear,” Mayfridh said solemnly, "and I'll forget you."

"I'll forget you after awhiletoo, | guess.

"No, no. You misunderstand. I'll forget you immediately. I'll wake up inthe Winter Castle, and everything
will be asit aways has been in Ewigkrels, and my memory of you will be so far distant in the corridors of
my thinking, that | will never trip over it and remember you. Unless, of course, our worlds aign so closely
agan, which | very much doubt they will."

Chrigtine started to redlize what this meant: she had only limited time to escape from her paininthe
autumn forest. " So we don't havelong.”

"No. Perhaps until early December. I'll be gone by Christmas.”

"Eisengrimm—he doesn't want you to form arelationship with your parents that's doomed to end so
soon, right?'

"That'sright."”

Such alonging filled Chrigtine then, such arolling, overwheming desire to be thirteen years younger, to



tell her parents not to take the shortcut, to keep her body whole and unbroken. Relief was dipping away
from her, she was consigned back into her materid limits. "He'swrong, Mayfridh," she managed to say.
"He'swrong. Even the scantest moments of joy are worth the pain that follows."

"Youredly think s0?'
"l know s0. | know it with my whole heart. Y ou should definitely try to find them.”
Mayfridh beamed, threw herself on top of Christine and folded her in ahug. "Thank you, you'reright.”

"Just be cautious, okay?" Chrigtine said through amouthful of crimson hair. " They may have moved back
to England. They may not be around anymore.”

Mayfridh sat back. "1 aready looked in the phone book. Thereésalisting for Frith at my old address at
Zehlendorf." Her face grew serious. "Though it Only listed my mother'sinitias, and not my father's. Do
you think that means he's dead?"

Chrigtine thought that was exactly what it meant but didn't say so. "Just prepare yourself for any
eventuaity. That way, you won't get hurt."

Not that it really mattered if Mayfridh got hurt; she would soon forget it dl when her miraculous, luscious
faery world swung away forever. Christine struggled with this new despair; the journey had only just
dtarted and already it was coming to an end.

***

When Chrigtine left for work, Mayfridh went looking for Gerda, but she was not in her gpartment. She
crept down the stairs and dunk through the galery before Mandy, who wastalking to aman in asuit,
could see her. She knocked at Gerda's studio door but nobody answered. She knocked again, then

pressed her ear to the door. Sometimes Gerda used electric tools and couldn't hear anything else. But all
was quiet within,

"Gerdas not there."

Mayfridh looked up. It was Jude, leaning in the doorway of his studio, his head tilted to one side. Jude,
impenetrable Jude. The spell Hexebart had given her had been utterly useless. There was no way into this
secret of his, and she was unconvinced that Gerdawas right about him, especialy after what Christine
had told her thismorning.

He amiled. "Sorry, didn't mean to sartle you.”
"Whereisshe?'

"She went shopping, | think."

"Without me?"

Jude wiped a paintbrush on acloth in his hand. "Maybe I'm wrong. Maybe she's somewhere else. Has
Chrigine goneto work?"

"Sheleft about five minutes ago." Half a second too much silence intervened between his sentences and
her responses, too greet afraction of her mind was directed to admiring his dark, smiling eyes. "Sorry,
I'm probably disturbing you while you're working. I'll go back upstairs.”



"No, it'sfine. I'vefinished."

"Thepanting?'

"Yeeh, | finished it just now."

Shefelt her tongue hesitate, could imagine too clearly Eisengrimm's stern voice. Then said, "Can | seeit?”

He seemed genuindy pleased. "Y eah, yeah. Of course. Comein." He held open the studio door and
ushered her ahead of him.

She gasped. 1t was Smply the most beautiful painting she had ever seen. Such an ache of clarity where
dark swirling gray whedled over bright white. Such somber, serious melancholy where brown and black
collided. The colors so perfectly mixed that it looked as though a bright distant star pulsed weskly over
the claustrophobic unions of gloomy shapes.

"Youlikeit?' hesad.
"Oh, it'sthe most beautiful... beautiful thing..."

He stood next to her, gazing at the painting. She felt the warmth from his shoulder. "Thanks. | think it's
the best I've ever done."

"Youreagenius," she breathed.
Jude laughed. "I wouldn't go that far."

"No, no. Look at it, look at where this shape meets this patch of gray. It takes my breath away. It's o
profoundly... sosad..."

Hewasgazing & her very serioudy now. "You redly meanit."

She met his eyes—such beautiful eyes—and had to swalow hard. "Of course| redly meanit.”
"You seeit, don't you?" hesaid, filling up with tension. "You redly seeit.”

Mayfridh nodded. "I redly seeit.”

His mouth was open a fraction—surprise. She was overwhelmed with the desire to kiss him, but an
instant later he waslooking at his painting again. "What else? What else do you see?' He was agitated,
alive with what appeared to be a desperate excitement.

She turned to the painting, feding the pressure to say theright thing. "1 see... thisswirl of brown..." She
touched the painting, felt immediately that the paint was till wet. "Oh, oh no!"

Hewaslaughing, dl the sudden intendity gone. "Hey, it's okay."
Her fingers were sticky and brown. "It's not okay. I've ruined it. I've ruined your painting!”

"No, redly, it'sokay." He was dready picking up abrush, repairing the tiny blob of damage. "L ook, it's
fixed dready."

"I'm so sorry, so very sorry." She could fedl tears prick at her eyes. All she had wanted was for Jude to
like her, and now she had smudged hisfavorite painting.

"Don't be sorry, it'sdl right. Y ou weren't to know it was till wet. Besides," he said, smiling at her with



that wicked, knowing smile, "it'skind of nice that your fingerprints are under there now, seeing as how
you loveit so much.”

She smiled back. "Thank you for being so sweet.”
"All part of the service. Hey, you've got paint al over your hand.”

In her distress she had balled her hand up into afist and smeared the fingertip of paint everywhere. "Oh,
dear," she said, moving to wipe the paint on Gerda's overals.

He stilled her hand. "No, no, don't do that. Y ou'll never get it out.”

Before she could appreciate the touch of his hand on hers, it had been withdrawn. He went to the rickety
table where his paints and brushes were kept, and returned with adirty piece of cloth that smelled of
chemicds. "Here," he said, "hold out your hand.”

She did s0, and he began to rub the paint off.
"You'l haveto wash up afterwards. This stuff istoxic.”
She couldn't answer, was struck dumb.

Hefinished wiping her padm and then turned her hand over, examining it for more paint. "L ooks pretty
clean.”

"Thanks," she said, knowing it sounded forced.

Hisfingerslingered on her hand amoment longer, adow brush of hisindex finger from the base of her
pam, right up her middle finger, then, agonizingly, departing at thetip. A jolt of white heat. Had he done
that purposday? So dowly, so sensudly, the pad of hisfingertip againgt hers, ectricity. A big breeth
stopped in her lungs.

"There," he said softly. "There, that's better."
"Thanks" shesaid again.

"Anyway," hesad brightly, "I might just... work alittle longer on this" He wasn't looking a her now, he
was folding the rag, organizing his brushes. "1 want to make sure al the shapes are how | fed them.”

"Certainly. I'm sorry to disturb you."
"l guess I'll seeyou at the party tonight," he said, over his shoulder, not meeting her eye.
"Yes. Yes, you will." And then when he said nothing further, "Good-bye, Jude."

Hedidn't reply. She backed out, closing the door behind her. The eectricity was withdrawing now, and
she felt mildly foolish. Confused. And besotted.

* %%

Mayfridh could hardly believe how many people had fitted into Mandy's gdlery for the party. They
jostled past each other to look at the art, glassesin hands, cigarettes on lips, a bubbling hubbub of
conversation swelling the room.

"I'd bet everything | had oniit," Gerdasaid, her words dightly durred from an afternoon's preparatory



drinking. "Mandy's got a crush on you."
Mayfridh turned to her and shook her head. "I'm sure that's not true.”

"Every timel look at him, he'slooking at you." Gerda glanced over her shoulder. "There! He'slooking at
you now."

Mayfridh cautioudy lifted her eyesto find him. Gerdawasright, but she denied it anyway. "No, he's not.
Hée'staking with Jude and Chrigtine.”

"What do you think, Fabiyan?' Gerda asked.
"| think helooks at you, but it ismaybe just an artist'sinterest.”
Gerdarolled her eyes.

Pete dipped an arm around Gerdaswaist. "I'm with you, Gerda. HE's got the hotsfor Miranda." He
made agrowling-dog noise.

Gerda shrugged him off. "Get off me, you o&f."

Pete laughed and it a cigarette. " She doesn't like me," he said. "Gerda, look at the stats. There are too
many gay men in Berlin for you to be so picky."

Gerdadidn't laugh, pulling her cardigan tighter around her. "I wonder what Mandy's talking to them
about."

Mayfridh found Jude and Chrigtine again. Jude had hisarm tightly around Christineswaist. She was
leaning away from Mandy as he told them adetailed story. Jude swigged from abeer bottle and tried to
look interested. Just seeing his fingers wrapped around the bottle brought back the memory of histouch
from that afternoon. She shook her head to dispel thefeding. "It doesn't look like they're actualy
interested in whatever he's saying,” she sad.

"Nobody ever is" Gerdasad with awry smile. "He's universaly despised.”
"They'reagood couple,” Pete said, his cigarette dangling from his bottom lip.
"Who? Jude and Christine?' Gerda asked.

"Y eah, they're dwaystogether. They'reredly into each other.”

Gerdaoffered Mayfridh araise of her eyebrows. "I don't know that they're such agood couple. It seems
unbalanced to me."

"What do you mean?' Fabiyan said.
"Jude's very good-looking and she's..." Shetrailed off meaningfully.
Pete sneered. "What are you taking about? Christings dl right. And Jude's not exactly amovie sar.”

"What do you dunk, Miranda?' Gerda said, turning on her suddenly. "Honestly, do you think they're well
matched?'

Mayfridh was startled by this question. Gerda was becoming unpredictable. "I don't know what to say.
Chrigines aclose friend whom | love very much, so—"



"Okay, forget | said anything.”

Fabiyan said in aconsidered tone, "I think you are too hard on Christine. She is maybe not so glamorous,
but sheisvery kind and very nice"

"Okay, okay!" Gerda said, thrusting exasperated hands upward. "1 didn't mean she'sugly and I'm not
denying she'sanice person. Shejust doesn't look like histype.”

"He obvioudy loves her, so perhaps you just don't know what his'type redly is," Pete said heatedly.

Gerda gave Mayfridh atap on the shoulder. "Come on, Miranda, let's check out the digible bachelors.”
Then she was dragging Mayfridh away from Pete and Fabiyan, farther into the warm crush of bodies. At
every step shetook, Mayfridh could fee Mandy Z's eyeson her.

* %%

One moment, Christine was safely settled in the crook of Jude's arm enduring one of Mandy's
interminable stories of gossip in the art world, the next Jude had been swept away by an American buyer
who wanted a painting explained to him. Before she could move off with Jude, Mandy's hand closed
around her wrist and pulled her nearer.

"l wanted to ask you something,” he said, those small teeth bared in asmile.
"Um, sure, what isit?'
"Your friend Miranda... whereis shefrom?"

Chrigtinefollowed his eyes and redlized that his distracted gaze hadn't been monitoring attendance, it was
checking out Mayfridh. "England,” Christine said warily. "Somewherein Kent, | think.™

"Have you known her long?'

"Wewere friendsin childhood. She lived next door to mefor ashort time. Why? Isthere a problem?’
Another smile. "No, no problem. Y ou two are close?"

"We... | guesswe're getting that way. But she won't be around for long."

Hiseyesgrew anxious. "No?'

"No, she hasto go home in amonth or so. Mandy, isthere some reason you're asking me al this?'
"l... well, yesthereis" He swalowed, it washard to say. "I wonder if shehasa... you know..."
Chrigtinefelt her skin crawl. "A boyfriend?’

"Y es, aboyfriend." Helaughed at himsdlf. " Such an old-fashioned word."

Christinetried to process thisinformation. Mandy had a crush on Mayfridh? Was that why he looked
paeand dightly sick whiletaking about her?" Thereis someone," she said &t lagt, thinking of Eisengrimm.
"l would say she's definitely not avallable.”

"l see" he said, not sounding particularly disappointed. Bravado, maybe. "And thisboyfriend... ishe
herein Berlin with her?'

"No, he's back in her hometown."



"She'sheredone?!

For indefinable reasons, this question unsettled her. Perhaps it was the dmost imperceptible eagerness,
thelight shine of perspiration on hislip. "She's here with me," Christine said, "that's not done."

"Indeed it isn't,” Mandy said, nodding. "Indeed it isnot.”
"L ook, if you want to talk to her, just go up and talk to her."
"No," hesaid quickly, "no, | won'. I'll leaveit awhile. She'svery pretty, Christine.”

Christine sought out her friend again, brightly colored and flawlesdy beautiful . Just the kind of girl who
would turn up in apainting. She smiled. "Y eah, she sureis. Makes me fed about as dtractive asa stick
insect.”

Mandy laughed out loud now, and the tension between them eased. "Beauty is more than surface effect,
Chrigtine. Every artist knows that. Jude knowsthat." He indicated across the room at Jude, who was
being administered acigar by me American buyer. "I'll let you join him. Thank you."

"Y ou'rewelcome," she said, not sure what he was thanking her for, but glad to escape anyway.

She weaved through people, narrowly avoiding acollison with adrinks waiter. Shetried to skirt around
the edges of the crowd, only to trip over one of theiron polesthat kept the viewers from getting too
closeto the paintings. She put her hands out, not believing for asecond that she was actudly going to fall,
and next ingtant found hersdlf crashing to the ground on her right hip. The streek of pain wasinstant and
intense, setting her back throbbing.

"Chridting, areyou dl right?" Thiswas Fabiyan, helping her up.
"l... ouch, that redly hurts." Her hands went to her back, and then Jude wasthere.
"Chridine?'

"| fell over." Shewas as embarrassed as she was sore, seeing how many pairs of eyeswere trained on
her. "I tripped on the stupid..."

Jude's hands were on hers. "Are you badly hurt?"
"No, I'vejust st it off. It'snot too bad.”

Gerda, Pete, and Mayfridh were dl there now, crowding around her solicitoudy. She waved them al
away. "I'm okay, redly. Don't make afuss. It's embarrassing me.”

"Don't be embarrassed,” Gerda said.

"Y eah, easy for you to say," Christine snapped back, regretting it ingtantly. " Sorry, Gerda, I'm just—"
"It'sdl right,” Gerdasad.

"Do you want meto take you upstairs?' Mayfridh asked.

"I'll just seeif | can..." Shetried afew steps; pain jolted into her spine. "Um, yeah. I'm going to haveto
go liedown." Sheturned to Jude. "I'm so sorry, Jude. I've ruined your evening.”

"Don't worry about it. I'll take you upstairs.”



"No, Mayfridh can doit. Y ou go back to your buyer. Make uslots of money.” She smiled weskly and
patted hisarm.

He gave her akiss on the forehead, and then Mayfridh waswalking her out of the galery and up the
stairs—each step ajarring shudder of pain—and to her gpartment. She fetched Christine's painkillers and
put her to bed.

Once she had turned out the light Mayfridh sat on the bed and leaned over Chrigtine. "Don't forget the
twine" she said, her breeth tickling Christing's cheek. "Y ou il haveit?"

"Yeah. | keepitinmy purse. But I'd better lie dtill for awhile.”

"If you need somebody to help you out to the Tiergarten...."

"Sure, I'll come knocking.”

Mayfridh gave her akisson the cheek. "I'll keep an eye on Jude for you."
"Thanks, good night.”

"Good night.”

A moment later she was gone. Christine closed her eyes and tried not to fed anything.

from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.

My hands are shaking so much | can bardly write. Thereis one of thefilthy thingsright herein my own
building. No wonder I've had so many deepless nights of late. They have been hiding her from me,
thinking I might prove to be too stern alandlord and charge her rent. | can't believe | didn't know before
now.

So many problems, though. Thisisthefirst time I've met onewho isafriend to others of my
acquaintance. It isnot like | can march down there to Gerda Ekman's apartment and drag her screaming
into the hallway, cut her up, and dip her in the vat without expecting any consequences. It's so very
tricky. | can't rightly discern either whether or not Christine Starlight knows her old childhood friend is
from another world. She spesks of her returning home soon (not too soon, please), but without aflick of
an eyelash that might give away adarker secret.

But then, Americans are such good liars.

Stll, I know this much. Sheis here without other faeries, her friends don't expect her to stay for long, and
there will be amoment, an unguarded moment, upon which | can prey. | need only be patient and clever.
And | am nothing if not patient.

| am nothing if not clever.

CHAPTER ELEVEN



Christine woke in the night, the pinching and pulling in her back flaring into life. Sherolled over and
tried to make herself comfortable, but the pain wasinsgstent. In me dark, Jude was fast adeep, his
relaxed, regular breathing a mocking reminder that deep, unfettered deep was never to be hers.

For afew moments shelay on her Side, gazing at the muted streetlight through the curtain. It would be
cold out there; she could hear the wind gusting in the ems at the bottom of the street. But therewasa
place where this pain could no longer find her.

She checked on Jude again. He didn't stir, deep under the layers of deep. In the three am. gloom, she
did out of bed and dressed, gathered the ball of twine from her purse, and dipped out into autumn
streets. One block from home a blustering wind tore up the road and whipped her scarf from around her
neck, sending it fluttering away behind her. She nearly turned back, but the pain was too stubborn and
relief was more important than an errant scarf.

A hdf-emptied feding inhabited the city at night. Rows of shop fronts, stoic and mute, were occasionally
punctuated by the warm sounds and trickling crowds of nightclubs, or the yellow lights and greasy smells
of fast-food restaurants. But as she drew closer to the Tiergarten, the blended scents of damp earth and
rotting foliage compl eted the emptiness. She tramped through piles of fallen leavesto the dark, deserted
corner where the passage lay. Leaves skittered around her like tiny insistent footsteps, and she felt very
done.

Chrigtine spun the ball of twine out in front of her. It glowed faintly in the dark. She checked her watch,
determined not to be gone more than an hour or two. Hand over hand, she began to follow the twine,
and an eyeblink later, found hersdlf in the dark twilight of afternoon in the autumn forest.

A few breaths, firgt, enjoying the freedom. Then she began to search for the golden twine among the
driftsof falen yelow leaves. Shereded it toward her, gaveit atug, and redized too late that the end was
caught on abranch nearby. It sawed over the rough surface and nearly snapped. She gasped, gently
released it from the snag, and ingpected it. The twine was frayed dmost al the way through. Did this
mean she wouldn't be able to get home?

"Eisengrimm!™ she cdled, carefully winding the twine around her wrist o she could find the fray easily
again. She began walking toward the castle gate. "Eisengrimm!”

A flutter of wings. A crow perched before her on atree. Christine fought down her first sartled reaction
and remembered her manners. "Eisengrimm?sthat you?'

"Of courseitis"
She hdd out thetwine. "I think I've broken it."

He hopped down afew branches and peered close. "I canfix it. Bring it insgde." Hefluttered to the
ground and transformed to Wolf. "Follow me."

A gentle breeze moved the forest around her. More and more |leaves descended from the branches
above them, spinning and diving in random patterns toward the ground. Christine's eyes were constantly
drawn upward to watch the branches shaking themselves bare in the long shadows. She thought about
what Mayfridh had told her, about autumn ending and their worlds moving apart.

"Eisengrimm, what's the Winter Castlelike?!

Eisengrimm did not look back, but his voice took on awarm fondness. "Ah, the Winter Castleismy
favorite. It is gleaming white, and outside the branches are bare and glittering with frost and ice, and the



world isburied in snow. We stay insde, and we have games and long dark nights of tale-telling and
drinking by the fire and midwinter music.”

"But | don't understand why you move from one castle to the other."
"Why does one season change to another anywhere? It justisasitis”
"So why do you haveto forget everything?'

Eisengrimm stopped and turned to look at her. "We don't. We remember each other, we remember
eventsthat have taken placein Ewigkre's, and everything fedsright and fresh and asthough it has
purpose. We smply don't remember the Real World and its people, if we have made contact in the
Season.”

"Why not?'

"That | know not. But perhapsit is so that we do not grow too sad, knowing that many decades may
pass before the worlds dign again, knowing that our human friendswill grow old and die while we stay

young.”
"I think it's sadder to forget them."

Eisengrimm turned and the castle gate swung open in front of them. "Come, I'll bring you to the spell
chamber."

Heled her insde the castle and along the main corridor, but when he started down a deep staircase she
hestated.

"Eisengrimm...."

He paused on the stairs and looked back. "What is the matter?"

" Arewe going underground?’

"We are going to the spell chamber.”

"I'm... | haveaphobia." She wondered how that word would trandate into their language.
Eisengrimm registered no confusion. "We're not going dl the way to the dungeons.”

"But still—"

"Chrigtine, the spell chamber isbelow the ground, yes, but only barely. Thereisawindow up near the
caling, you can seethe garden throughit.”

Chrigtine swallowed hard, trying to fight thejitters. "Redlly?"
"Y ou can seefor yoursdlf."

"Can we |eave the door open?”

"Of coursg, if it makesyou fed better.”

Chrigtine hesitantly moved down the Sairs behind him.

"Could you bring in that lantern hanging on thewa|?" Eisengrimm said with anod of his head.



Chrigtine unhooked the lantern. 1 thought you said there was awindow."
"It'sonly tiny. Well need morelight.”

He nosed the door open and Chrigtine followed him insde. There wasindeed awindow up highinthe
wadll, and through it the long grassin the garden blotted out nearly dl of the deep twilight. She dragged
her eyes away from it amoment to examine the rest of the room. Dark, bare walls, along tablein the
center of the room. Her breathing was shalow. Sheforced it to dow and degpen. Eisengrimm
transformed back to Crow and hopped up on the table. He clicked his beak.

"Come, Chrigtine, put the bl of twine here."

Chrigtine carefully unwrapped it from her wrist and laid it down, indicating thefray. "Here," she said.
"L ook, it'samost worn through.”

"Butit'snot broken. | canfix it eadly," Eisengrimm said. With one claw he held the twine, and with his
beak he began to work the frayed threads.

Chrigtine glanced up to the window again. " So, Eisengrimm, you said there are dungeons under here?”

"Yes. If you follow the stairs down further below the crypt, there's adeep, doping corridor. The
dungeons are very far benegth the castle.”

Chrigtines skin crawled. "And are there people in them?”

"Rardy. We havelittle use for them. They're empty now." His beak kept working, pulling threads and
winding them. "Why are you afraid of being beneath the ground?"

"My parents were both killed in a car accident. | was with them. It happened in atunne.”

He cocked his head, his golden crow eyesround. "1 find it very peaceful beneath the ground. The earth
muffles out cares and concerns.”

"It weighson me, like being buried while youre dill dive.”

Eisengrimm went back to work. "Now | understand why you didn't want to see the dungeons on your
lest vist."

"Y eah, and why | won't use underpasses, tunnels, or subways. Sometimesit makes life complicated.”
Shelooked up at the window again. Even thinking about it had made her bregth fedl short and her fingers
twitch.

"There," Eisengrimm said, "it's nearly finished. | just need to reba ance the spell.”

He transformed to Wolf and as he did so, hisfront paw knocked the twine from the table so that it rolled
away fromhim.

Chrigtine bent to gather the threed. "Clumsy. I'll getit."
"Chrigtine, dont—"

Chrigtine was about to say, "Don't what?* wondering why Eisengrimm hadn't finished the sentence, but a
sudden heavy blackness greeted her eyes, causing panic to flutter in her chest. Had the light gone out?
Had the window been blacked by evening? She scooped up the thread and turned, but Eisengrimm was
no longer there, and she redized with horror she was no longer in the spell chamber.



"Eisengrimm?" she caled, her hand searching in front of her. Everything was blackness. Shetook a step,
then another, her fingers found awall, searched farther, found rough iron bars.

Chrigtine screamed. She was in the dungeon.

"Eisengrimm!” Sheran afew steps and came to another wall, her hands frantic upon it. "Eisengrimm!
Helpme" You're so far fromthe light, you're so far beneath the earth, your heart is thumping,
your ears are filling up with the ache of your pulse, you don't know where you are, you're locked
in, you 'll never get out, your head isfilling with white noise, your skin is buzzing, your pulseis
throbbing in your eyeballs, you can't see a thing. "Eisengrimm!™ You'll probably die, your head will
burst open and madness will pour in, your body will fall apart, you can already feel it falling
apart, that's what the pounding sound is, you can barely breathe anymore anyway, you should just
sit down and wait to die.

"Chrigine! Whereareyou?"

Oh God, oh God, oh God. "Eisengrimm, | don't know where | am," she sobbed.
"l can hear you, I'm coming."

"l can't seeathing.”

"I'm nearly there. It soundslike yourein acdl. Isthere adoor?

"l don't know."

A grinding, creaking noise and Eisengrimm'’s voice was in the room with her. Her eyes had started to
adjust to the blackness, and she could faintly see his pale gray shape, but only if shelooked just beside
him. "Follow me, Chrigtine."

"Y our breathing sounds strange. Try to bresthe regularly.”
Sheforced air into her chest. Eisengrimm was here, he was going to lead her out. Let go of the panic.

"Follow me, follow my voiceif you can't see me. I'm sorry, but | haven't the ability to hold atorch. But |
know my way around here." He was walking ahead of her now, hisvoiceleading her in the dark. "We're
lucky the dungeons are empty and unlocked. South gate.”" Iron creaked ahead of her, and they started to
turn to the east. "There are four gates. If you follow the dope up and don't take one of the paths deeper
into the dungeons, well find dl four.”

"How far are we from daylight?'
"Not far. Can you fed it? We're moving upwards now."
She could fed it, her legs growing tired. Another gate creaked ahead of them.

"I'm sorry we don't have lamps burning here al thetime. Y ou must have been very frightened. It wasthe
twine, you see. | had been working it, but hadn't rebal anced the spell. 1t took you to the last place | had
spoken of." Another gate. "I should have warned you, I'm sorry.”

"Arewe nearly there?'

"Onemore gate. Y ou'll seethe glow of lamplight from me stairs around the next bend. Ah, thereitis."



She ran ahead of him, up the dope and up the stairs, and farther, into the main corridor of the castleand
aong it until she reached the garden. Shethrew herself down, gazing at the late afternoon sky, gratefully
sucking in bresths of air. Eisengrimm appeared next to her amoment |ater.

"l amcurious," hesaid.

"What about?'

"About how your body remembers the fear and reproducesit.”
"Um, yeah. | guessyou haven't had Freud here yet, huh?"

He curled up next to her, hisface resting on her ssomach. Do you till think forgetfulness such aterrible
thing?' heasked in hisrich, mdlow voice.

She stroked his ears, her breathing returning to normal. "Don't ask,” she said. "I can't answer that.”

* %%

Mayfridh woke in the dark, wondering what had roused her. She waited afew moments, began to drift
off, then the knocking started again.

"Yes, yes, I'm coming.” Thiswas Gerda, her voice muffled through the bedroom door. Mayfridh dipped
out of bed and pulled on the clothes she had been wearing that evening. She leaned her head out. Gerda
was at the front door, fiddling with the lock. Another few sharp raps.

"Yes, okay, I'm here," Gerdasaid. She opened the door and Jude stood, dimly lit by the security light, on
the other sde. "Jude! It'sfour inthemorning.”

"Have you seen Chridine?"
Gerda shook her head, confused. "What do you mean?"

Jude forced hisway in, switched on thelight. "I mean, have you seen Christine?| don't know where she
is" Hiswords were quick and bregthless.

Mayfridh emerged from the halway, shutting her bedroom door behind her, creeping closer.
"l don't understand, Jude,” Gerdasaid. "Wasn't she with you?"

"Y eah, she was with me," Jude said, hisvoice growing louder, "but | woke up five minutes ago and she
wasn't there.”

Mayfridh knew exactly where Christine was. Shejust wasn't dlowed to tell. " Perhaps she went for a
walk, Jude," she said, trying to imbue her voice with a reassuring tone.

Jude turned on her. "A walk? At four am. the same night she fell over and hurt her back and had to be
helped to bed? A wak?'

"Jugt asuggestion,” Mayfridh mumbled.
"So where else could she be?" Gerda asked.
"I don't know. | thought she might be here."

Gerdaturned him around and faced him toward the door.



"Go check with Fabiyan and Pete. I'll put a pot of coffee on.”
Jude disappeared, and Mayfridh joined Gerdain the kitchen.
"Hesworried," Mayfridh said.

"He's overreacting. | doubt she's been abducted by a psychopath.”
"Héesfrantic."

Gerda spooned coffee into the filter and switched the machine on. "All the more reason for usto keep
our coal.”

Mayfridh pulled out achair and sat down, dropped her head into her hands.

"Hey, I'm sorry,” Gerda said, her hand on Mayfridh's neck. "1'm so sorry. That comment about
abduction... | forgot about..."

Mayfridh looked up, took a moment to understand what Gerda was saying. "Oh. Oh, don't worry about
rre.ll

"No, it wasinsengtive. Chrigtine told methat you were... you know... taken from your bedroom..."
"It'sdl right, Gerda. I'll tell you about it one day."

Jude burst back in, trailing Pete and Fabiyan. " She's nowherein the hotd "

"Did you check with Mandy?'

"Yes," Pete said. "He said wait until daylight and call the police.”

"I'll go crazy before daylight,” Jude said, pacing now. "Whereis she? What if she's wandered off
somewhere and is hurt or—?"

"Cadm down, Jude," Gerdasaid. "Do you want coffee? It'll be ready in afew minutes.”
"No, | don't want coffee. | want to go out and look for her."

"Jude, you're panicking. Why would she bein any danger?’

" She was drinking tonight, and then she had painkillers. What if she woke up confused?”’
Fabiyan put ahand on his shoulder. "Would you fed better if we went looking for her?"
Judeturned to him. "Y eah, yeah | would.”

"Okay, you boys go off and take awalk round the block, but don't get too worried, Jude. I'm sure she's
fine." Gerdabundled them out the door and closed it behind them, then turned to Mayfridh. " So, where
do you think sheis?'

Mayfridh shrugged. "Nowhere dangerous, I'm certain.”

"Itiskind of weird for her to wander off in the middie of the night." Gerda checked the coffeepot. "Want
acoffeg?’

"Yes, please”



Gerdaplaced amug of coffeein front of her, and arranged four empty cups on thetable. "I'm guessing
they'll al want something hot to drink when they bring Chrigtine home," she said.

"l suppose s0."

Gerda sat across from her. ™Y ou could tell me now if you like."
Mayfridh was momentarily confused. "Tell you?'

"About when you were taken from your bedroom asalittle girl.”
Mayfridh smiled. "Gerda—"

"Go on. We've got sometimeto kill before they come back." Sheleaned in close. "I've dways wanted to
know."

"Chrigtine said to beware of your questions.”

"Chrigtineisgood & avoiding them too."

Mayfridh sipped her coffee. Gerda's eyes hadn't |eft hers. "It wasn't abig dedl, Gerda”
"Y ou were abducted and it wasn't abig ded 7'

"| was abducted by people who thought they were my parents.”
"Likereatives?'

"Not exactly... they were... it'shard to explain.”

"Like one of those messy custody cases?"

"Yes, just likethat. They loved mealot.”

"And they treated you wel|?

Mayfridh laughed. "They treated me like a princess, actudly.”
"How long were you with them? Do you still seeyour red parents?”

"|—" Before she could answer, the door dammed open and Jude, Fabiyan, and Pete burst in. Jude was
pae

"What isit?' Gerdaasked, and Mayfridh could tdll that for the first time she actudly thought Christine
might bein danger.

Jude held out apae brown scarf. "Thisis hers, isn't it?" The awful tremblein hisvoicetouched
Mayfridh's heart. He was suffering. She couldn't bear his suffering.

Gerda nodded. "It looks like the one she hangs by the door with her coat. Where did you find it?"
"About ablock away."

"It might not mean anything—"

"I'm cdling the police”



Pete interjected. "Maybe you should wait until daylight, like Mandy said. She could turn up.”

" She could be dead!" Jude shouted. " She could have got up and gone somewhere and be dead, and it'l|
be my fault because | dept through it and didn't care enough to..." Hetrailed off, his shoulders dumping
forward. "Guys, if anything has happenedto her... I'd..."

Mayfridh knew she could fix it dl. In an ingtant, in asentence, she could end hispain.
"I'm sure nothing has happened to her,” Gerda said.

"Areyouredly sure?' Jude asked. "Admit it, you're not sure. I'm calling the police. I'll go mad if | don't
do something."

Mayfridh stood up, knocking the table and rattling the collection of empty coffee cups. They all turned to
look at her.

"Jude" shesad, "don't worry."

He stared at her asif he didn't even recognize her. It was soicily different from the warmth and
excitement of the previous afternoon that a sob amost stopped up her throat. He loves Christine, not
me.

"How can | not worry?" he shouted.

"Because..." she said, then licked her lips. Chrigtine would be angry. But what could she do? It was
within her power to make him fedl better, and beyond her control to stop hersdlf trying to please him.
"Because | know where sheis.”

** %

Christine checked her watch as she unlocked the front door of Hotel Mandy-Z. Five am. Good. She
was getting the hang of it. Only two hours had passed and Jude would till be fast adegp. As she pushed
the door gently with her shoulder, she assessed the twinge in her back. Could it be that it was actualy
easng? Or wasit just that the few hours of relief had made it easier to bear? If that were the case, how
was sheto go back to living every minute in the Real World once Ewigkreis had moved on itsway? She
shook her head and refused to think about it, hung up her coat, and—

Noticed there was light spilling from Gerdals room onto the landing. And quiet voices, Jude's among
them.

"Oh no, ohno," she said, hurrying up the gairs. What excuse was she going to make? An early morning
walk to clear her head? A sudden craving for afoot-long at an all-night Imbiss? Moments later she stood
at the threshold of Gerda's door. Fabiyan, Pete, Mayfridh, Gerda, and Jude were al there, drinking
coffee and talking quietly. She knocked softly on the open door. Jude looked up, and a second later had
hisarmsaround her.

"Youidiot," hesad fondly, "I was so worried."
"I just went out for—"
"Chrigting, | told him." Thiswas Mayfridh, stlanding next to her, touching her shoulder.

Chrigtine shrugged hersdf out of Jude's embrace. ™Y ou told him what?*



"Thetruth. | told al of them.”

Chrigtine smiled, hoping that Mayfridh meant she had come up with abrilliant, plausible excuse for her
absence. "Oh. Thetruth? And what. .. what isthe truth?”’

Mayfridh looked far too solemn, her hand a serious, cool pressure on Christinesarm. "Thered truth,
Christine. About who | am, and about where you've been.”

Chrigtine glanced around at the facesin the room.

Gerdascowled at her. "'l should have thought you'd at least tell me | had faery royalty staying in my
apartment.”

Christine shook her head slowly. "Surdly you didn't, Mayfrich?"

Jude had his arm around her again. "Come on, cometo bed. Thisistoo much excitement for mefor one
night.”

"I'm sorry, Chrigtine, but you would have done the same," Mayfridh said. "He was so worried, | couldn't
gand... | wanted to let him know you weredl right.”

Once more Chrigtine shrugged Jude off, tugging Mayfridh into the halway with her. "Just giveusa
moment," she said to the others, closing the door behind them. She turned to Mayfridh, who gazed at her
with guilty eyes. " Believe spelsdl round?'

"Y es. Though in thefew minutesit took between when | told them and when | enchanted them...."
Mayfridh trailed off and giggled in spite of hersdf. "Oh, you should have seen their faces.”

"Mayfridh, you've made life so much more complicated for al of us."

Mayfridh snatched her hand away from Chrigting's. "That's not true. How can that be true? If anything, it
makesthings easier for you because you don't haveto lie”

The door opened and Jude stood there, his eyes mistrustful. " Christine?"

Chrigtine ran her hand through her hair. "I'll talk to you later, Mayfridh."

"Hey, Mayfridh." Thiswas Pete, beckoning to her. "Come and tell us more stuff about faeries.”
Mayfridh glanced from him to Christine and smiled sheepighly.

"Popular al of asudden?' Chrigine said.

"The novdty's bound to wear off."

"Go on. I'm going to bed."

Mayfridh entered Gerdas gpartment, leaving Jude and Christine on the landing together.
"Bed?' hesad.

"Yes, please”

They lay for long silent moments awake, then findly Jude spoke. "I was till worried,” he said, "even
when | knew where you were."



"l was safe. | waswith Eisengrimm.” She frowned as she thought about the dungeons, but he couldn't see
inthe dark.

He hesitated before answering. "Chrigtine... | want you to be happy, but | also want you to be safe. |
aso want you to be where | can look after you if you need me.”

"I'm ssfein Ewigkrels™
"Y ou don't know that for sure. We don't even know if we can trust Mir... sorry, Mayfridh."

"She'sredly swest, I've known her since | wasachild.” What would she do if he stopped her from going
back? She had so littletime.

"We know nothing about her, or her kind. Until two hours ago, Christine, | thought the only people who
believed in fagrieswere children and madmen. Thereésalot for meto digest here.”

"But, Jude, it's so wonderful there. | fed nopainat dl, | fed... likeyou fed every day."

He grew quiet, sighed deeply. "Chrigting, | can't stop you going, not if it brings you so much relief. But
Mayfridh said that one day soon faeryland will move on. There's so much we don't understand about her
and her world. It frightensme. What if you're stuck there? What if | lose you?"!

She didn't answer, though shelay awake for along time. Jude, she suspected, wasn't deeping either.
Was heright? The way that time moved there, out of sync and unexpected. .. could she guarantee she
wouldn't be trapped in Ewigkreis, avay from Jude forever? And was it hazardous to get used to the
feding of being pain-free, when it wasn't real? For thirteen years she had assiduoudy taken every
precaution to avoid addiction to her painkillers, and here she was, after only three doses, addicted to
Ewigkreis.

"I'll try," she said in the dark, not even sureif Jude could hear her, "I'll do my best to go without it."

***

Mayfridh thought she was being so careful. That tiny gap between the bottom of the stairs and the foyer,
the only place where Mandy could spy her, had been crossed with speed and success. But just asshe
was pulling open the door to the gray and yellow autumn day outside, he was standing therein front of
her, key in hand.

"Good morning, Miranda," he said, baring arow of smal round teeth. "I've been to fetch apaper. There
isareview of our gdlery party.”

"I've got atrain to catch," she mumbled, head down, trying to push past him.

"Would you like alift somewhere? | can take you in my van." He didn't move so she had to brush against
hisbely.

"I'm going to Zehlendorf. It'salong way."

"It'snot too far."

"I'drather... | don't want to keep you from your work."

"Nonsense, the gdlery doesn't open until one o'clock. Please, dlow meto drive you to Zehlendorf."

A door opened above, and Pete called down. "Mandy, is that you? What does the paper say about my



ingdlaion?’

Mayfridh dipped past Mandy and into the cool air outside. "Go on, Mandy, Pete needsyou. I'm just as
happy onthetrain."

"But..."

Pete was coming down the stairs, hands reaching for the paper. "Come on, Mandy, I'm dying here. Did
they likeit?"

Mayfridh hurried off, not looking back until shewas at the end of the street. The door was closed,
Mandy was gone. She redlized she had been holding her breath, and let it go with asigh. Alonewith
Mandy in acar? Shed sooner st in thewdl with Hexebart.

Mayfridh tried not to look like a confused foreigner standing in front of the Berlin train map a
Friedrichgtrasse Station, but finally asked an English-speaking passerby to help her find Zehlendorf
Station, and show her how to use the ticket machine. Within minutes, she was off, changed trainswith
confidence at Zoo, and settled down for the journey to her mother's house.

Strange how she had dready accepted her father must be gone. Why ese would her mother list only her
owninitias? D. K. Frith. DianaKathryn. No "J. M." for James Matthew. Mayfridh redized she was
jiggling her right leg so violently it was making the seat shake. Shetook deep bresths and told hersdlf to
be cam. Look how easy it had been to make dl of Chrigtinesfriends believe.

Mayfridh watched as people got on and off the train, her mind so occupied with hopeful anxiety that she
could barely distinguish between them—so distracted she nearly missed the stop. With gpprehension, she
stepped off thetrain.

She could ill find her way from the station to her old home. Everything had changed, but she had
walked this street so many times with her parents, down to the bakery and the markets, past the church,
around this corner and...

Thereit was.

The house was shut up tight; not like she had remembered it, with windows open and curtains fluttering in
the breeze. Except at night, of course, when her bedroom window had to be checked and checked and
checked athird time before her mother went to bed. The garden had once been open and bursting with
hedges and flowers. Now the hedges were overgrown, guarding the door, creating shadow where there
once was sunshine, thorns wreething the gate, and grass growing over the cobbles.

"Mother," she said quietly, feeling her heart beating in every nerve. A swell of sadness. She crossed the
road, opened the gate, walked up the path, lifted her hand.

Knocked on the door.

Moments passed. She waited.

Findly, the door opened acrack. A thin, gray face peered out.

"Helo? Diana?' Mayfridh said warily. Thiswas her mother? This pinch-lipped, sad-eyed creature?
The door swung inward. Diana Frith stepped back and stared at her.

Mayfridh held out her hand and tried asmile. "Hello, thisis probably unexpected but—"



Suddenly, her mother's eyesrolled back in her head and she did to thefloor in afaint.

Mayfridh hastily made her way inside, knelt over the woman, and touched her face with frantic fingers.
"What happened? Areyou dl right?'

Dianas eyes fluttered open. Her hand stole out to grasp Mayfridh's, her fingers cold in her daughter's
warm pam. "Little May," shesaid, "I knew you'd come back."

CHAPTER TWELVE

Diana served tea in the lounge room. Mayfridh assessed the threadbare sofa she sat on, and the
chairsand the dining table, and recognized them al, faded and worn though they were, from her
childhood.

"Would you like sugar and milk?" Diana asked.
"| don't know. I've never drunk tea before.”

Dianasmiled and fiddled with the teatray amoment longer, before handing her acup. "Try this. It'show
| haveit. Perhapsyoull likeit the same, aswere family.”

Mayfridh spped the tea. Too swest. "It's perfect,” she said, wary of her mother's fluttering anxiety. No
need for a believe spell. Dianadready believed it al.

Dianasat opposite her and pulled her teacup and saucer into her lap.

"Doyou... live hereaone?' Mayfridh asked.

Her mother frowned. "1 expect you're wondering what's happened to your father.”
"es"

"He's not dead. But he's not here.”

"Whereishe?'

Diana shook her head. "It's such along time since you disappeared. How old are you now?
Twenty-five?'

"Thirty-one. I've been gone nearly twenty-five years.”
"Thirty-one. A grown woman!"
Where Mayfridh came from, she was considered barely out of adolescence. "I suppose | am.”

"But now you're back. | knew you'd be back, just as soon as you could be." Dianasmiled, revealing
stained teeth. The years had been unkind to her. The skin on her face was as dull and lined as old paper,
her eyes gray and hooded. Her smile disturbed Mayfridh. Eisengrimm's words were wiser by the
moment. Your mother and father have suffered enough. Do not make them lose you twice.

"How did you know I'd be back?' Mayfridh asked gently.



"Because | prayed for it every day, and because God iskind to those who are patient.”
"How did you know I'd been taken by faeries?"
"Because | knew the faery who took you. Queen Liesebet.”

"Y ou knew my mother?" As soon as the question was loose, Mayfridh wanted to recdl it. Dianas face
crumpled.

"Yes. | expect you think of her asyour mother now."

"She'sdead. Both my... faery parents are dead.”

"|sthat why you cameto find me?

"I cameto find you because | missed you," Mayfridh replied, and it wasthe truth.
Diandsface glowed with pleasure. "As| missed you, dear child. As| missed you."
"Whereismy father?'

"Back in England. Married to avet named Ruth. They have two teenagers, boys."
"Heleft you here?!

"| choseto stay.”

Mayfridh shook her head, setting her teacup on the table. "Mum, you'll haveto explainit dl.”
"About your father leaving?' she asked, with afurrow of her weary brow.

"About meleaving. About Liescbet.”

Dianadipped her head sadly. "Yes, yes, | should explain. | was cardless, May. | didn't meanto lose
you."

"Of coursenot." Then, when her mother remained silent, Mayfridh prompted her softly: "Go on."

Dianatook adeep breath, leaned forward. "Do you know the reason your father and | brought you to
Balin?'

Mayfridh shook her head.

"Of courseyou don't. Y ou weretoo little. James was very ill, May. He was being eaten dive by somach
cancer. The doctors back in Maidstone had given up on him, told him to expect six months at the most.”

Mayfridh was aghast. "How could | not have known this?!

"We kept it from you. We protected you. We still hoped that he would live, and... we couldn't tell you.
What wordswould | have used? How much of your beautiful spark would | have extinguished by telling
you? May, wetried for yearsto have you. And wetried for years after to have abrother or sister for
you. But we were only blessed once. Y ou were so precious, your smile kept your father's spirits up. We
couldn't havetold you, it would have ruined you."

"So you cameto Berlinfor Dad's heath?!



"Yes. A doctor here was famed for his experimenta cancer treatments and his promising successrate.
James | eft the army, and we sold everything to move. At fird, it was worth every penny, every trouble.
Y ou settled in quickly and found afriend next door, and James responded well to the trestment. For
nearly sx months, my heart lifted every day. Soon &fter, it began to Sink again.

"A routine test revealed the cancer had spread to his pancreas. The situation was dire." Dianashook her
head. "1 believed it might be al over. Y ou may remember this, May. Y ou walked into our bedroom one
Saturday morning, early. Y our father wasin pain and dept poorly, so we were often awake before the
sun had risen. We were lying in each other'sarms, crying, and you came in and you took one look at us
and started crying too."

Mayfridh nodded dowly. "Yes, | remember that.”

"Y ou were S0 distressed and you wouldn't stop asking uswhat waswrong and if everything was al right.
So Jamestook you for adriveto—"

"The pet shop! That was the day we bought Mabe!."

"Y es, James bought you a puppy, hoping to take your mind off us. It gppeared to work. Y ou soon forgot
seeing us crying, and your father was so cheered by your delight with Mabd that his pain eased for a
week or so.

"But | had so little hope left in me by thistime. | had prayed and prayed, and my prayers had been
ignored and time was running out. | was desperate; | was clinging to athread, trying to be agood mother
to you, agood wife to James. | was drowning."

Dianafdl slent, and Mayfridh watched her for long moments; her deeply lined face, her dull gray hair,
her cheerless eyes. Mayfridh said nothing, waiting. A clock ticked in the kitchen, aflat thin pulsein the
dusty room.

"One Wednesday afternoon,” Dianasaid dowly, raising her head again, "you were next door at the
Sarlights house, and | was vacuuming the carpet. | came downgtairsto find your father motionlesson
the sofa. | thought the terrible moment was upon me, that he was dead. But no, there wasthe dow
movement of his chest, and | found myself saring a him, imagining his breeth tilled forever. The awful
redlity of hisapproaching mortdity fell on melike aweight. The horror was so acute that | nearly
screamed. | struggled to befree of it, but | was mercilesdy trgpped inside my mind and inside my body.
Jameswould die. Inescapable.

"I had to do something. | couldn't just stand there looking at him, losing my mind. | dropped the vacuum
cleaner and | strode out of the room and to the door and out of the house and to the front gate where
Mabe danced about my feet, thinking | wastaking her to the park. | |eft her behind the gate, whimpering
and yapping indignantly. | was a soul trapped in the eectric moment of horror, and | walked away from
the house and the street. A short timelater, | found mysdlf in the big park near your old kindergarten. |
don't know if you remember it?"

"Yes | do."

"It was empty. The sun was close to setting, and people werein their homes, cooking their mesls,
watching their favorite television programs. Not another soul in sight. | sat on the grass and then
collapsed forward, and | sobbed and sobbed and sobbed.

"I truly believe | would have kept crying, perhaps until my lungs burgt, if it hadn't been for the sound of a
soft breath nearby. | gathered myself and looked up. Standing before me was a beautiful blond womanin



awhite sparkling robe, and her hair braided with white ribbon.”
"Liesebet,” Mayfridh said, fondly remembering her faery mother. " Shed come from the Winter Castle.”

"She came from nowhere. | hadn't heard her approach. And the otherworldly smile on her face... May, |
thought shewas an angel. | thought God had sent me an angdl.”

"Wheat did she say?'

"Shesad, in hesitant German, "Tell me your woes, and it may bein my power to easethem.” Diana
smiled. "I'd hardly expected one of God's angelsto speak German. | always assumed they were British."

Mayfridh laughed. Outside, the clouds had parted and awesk ray of sunshine probed the window,
lighting on astained-glass bird hanging from the sll.

Diana sighed and steepled her handstogether. "I told her everything. While | spoke, she watched me
with avery fixed and piercing gaze."

"I know that gaze," Mayfridh said. Liesebet had possessed a specia tdent for mind-reading. Inthe
moment Dianawas describing, the faery queen had been pulling thoughts from her mind.

"When | had finished, she said, 'l will grant you your husband's returned health, but in payment, you must
promiseto give methefirg thing that greets you when you return home.' | considered thisfor afew
moments. Y ou were with the Starlightsintending to Stay the night, James was adeep on the sofa, and
Mabd waswaiting at the gate. Did | dare to promise her this payment?

"'l grow weary of waiting for your answer,’ she said. 'Do you agree to the terms of payment?

"l nodded. | said, "Yes," and she smiled and told me that my husband would be well very soon, but that |
must return to her at the same time the next day to pay her. | agreed, and | ran home. | ran through the
park and down the main road and up our street and... and | saw movement near the gate of the
Starlights house and began to panic. | knew | needed to get home while Mabd was ill waiting, beforel
saw you or James or the Starlights little girl, Christine, or anyone but the dog. Then | saw you... you
were coming home to fetch your favorite teddy. | saw the back of your head. Y ou hadn't seen meyet,
and | began to sprint, to get to the gate and the puppy before you turned around.

"Just as | reached the edge of our garden, you turned. Y ou saw me. Y ou smiled and put your arms out
and you ran toward me and grabbed me around the hips and said, 'Hello, Mummy, where have you
been?" Dianas eyes had filled with tears. One of them spilled over and ran down her dry cheek, pausing
onthetip of her chin. "Dear child, you weren't to know."

Mayfridh listened, entranced.

"I bundled you insde, and | promised myself that | wouldn't give you up, that | would find away to keep
you. | even gtarted to think that perhaps the woman in the park was ordinary and mad and the agreement
with her meant nothing. But before that evening was over, color returned to Jamess cheek and his
appetite grew, and he declared he was fedling very well, and | knew that the angel was real and that
James would recover.

"l didn't deep that night, though James dept soundly next to me. | decided that | would take Mabd to the
park the next afternoon. The puppy wasal | intended to give away, and that would be the end of it. The
woman in white hadn't seen me. She couldn't know that you were thefirgt thing that greeted me." She
paused, her lip caught between her teeth. "Foolish, | suppose.”



"Liesebet knew," Mayfridh said softly.

"Oh yes, she knew. Yes, | understand that now. | returned to the park with the puppy, and sat in the
same spot and waited for her. She arrived moments later, thistime with a crow perched on her forearm
asthough it were apet, a splash of black against her dazzling white dress. She wore such alook of
triumph and disdain that | started to suspect she wasn't an angel at al, but something vastly different.

"'Here, take the dog,' | said, not giving her a chance to speak.
"'Isthisthefirst thing that greeted you on your return home yesterday?
"'Yes'| sad, avoiding her gaze.

"Then the most incredible thing. The crow parted its besk and spoke. 'She lies, Liesebet. Thefirst thing
that greeted her on her return was her daughter. | saw her.'

"'Isthistrue? Liesebet said, fixing mewith her cold eyes.

" "Takethe puppy, | said, holding out Mabe who wriggled and whimpered. ‘| won't give you my
daughter.’

" 'We made an agreement,’ Liesebet said.
"'l no longer wish to be part of the agreement.’
"'l have cured your husband.'

"| took a deep breath. | had been afraid it would come to this. "'Then take back the cure. My daughter is
more precious to me than my husband.'

"Liesebet pointed afinger a me and stood very till for several moments. | didn't breathe the whole time.
Then she sad, "The cure will not be taken back. Y ou will fulfill your part of the bargain.'

"'l won't give up my daughter.' My heart raced and my hands shook, and Mabel wriggled her way free
and dashed across the park.

" 'Why not?

" 'Because she's my daughter.’

"'No, shesad, very codlly. 'Sheis my daughter. Eisengrimm, do you agree?
" "Thegirl isclearly your daughter, Liesebet. Our kingdom isvery blessed.’

" 'Y ou hear that? My little girl, who will be heir to my throne. Bring her to me tomorrow, here at the same
time. Good-bye." She turned and strode off, the crow flapping behind her. | watched them go, and |
vowed | would never give you up.”

Here, Dianastopped speaking for long minutes. Outside, the sun disappeared behind acloud. Mayfridh
placed her empty teacup on the table and curled her legs underneath her. Her mother's face was a sad
record of years spent alone, never expressing thisstory. Y et it was aso the bel oved face of her mother
remembered from childhood, cherished unconditionaly. Shefdt her heart swerve. To forget Dianaagain
was to render this story once again unheard, to reiterate every line of sorrow that etched her mother's
face. When time spun out and still Dianadidn't spesk, Mayfridh prompted her: "How did they get me?”



Dianashook her heed, asif shaking herself out of adaze. She smiled, asad eager smile. "Y ou're back,”
shesad. "That'sdl that matters.”

"No, tdl me."

Diandsthin, cotton-clad chest rosein asigh. "'l didn't go near that park again. For weeks, | heard nothing
from Liesebet. James recovered. It all seemed like abad dream, something my mind created at itslowest
ebb. | became obsessive about you, of course. | wouldn't let you out of my sight; | locked your window
every night. | even wanted to lock your bedroom door but James put astop toiit. If | tried to tell him
about Liesebet, he would shake his head and say the shock of hisillness had addled me, and that | would
be fedling well enough soon. | urged him to return to England, but he inssted that it was the experimentd
trestment he was receiving—rather than magic—that was making him better. Hewouldn't leave, he was
too afraid of growingill again.

"| tried to behave normdly. | tried to believe James when he said | was suffering anervous problem, that
| wasafraid of an halucination. Until themorning | saw that... thing."

"The crow? Eisengrimm?' Mayfridh was tempted to defend Eisengrimm, to blurt out that he was her
closest friend in Ewigkreis, but perhapsthat could wait for later.

"Y es, the crow. | wasin the front garden. Y ou were with the Starlight girl next door. | could hear you
laughing at the top of your lungs, and | was thinking about what a beautiful sound it was. | swept the
previous night's light snowfal from the path, singing asong in my head. A shadow passed over me, and |
looked up to see acrow stting on alow branch. My heart jJumped. | watched it for afew wary moments,
hoping it was just an ordinary crow. .. but then he spoke.

" 'Diana Frith, you owe Queen Liesebet something.'
"'l owe her nothing.'

"'If you pay her what you owe her, she will give you this pouch.’ He reached his beak under hiswing,
and with aflash there gppeared ared velvet pouch, strung on silver thread. He hung it from hisclaw in
front of me.

"'l don't want anything from her.’

"'Inthis pouch ismedicine. The smdlest grain will cure any illnessingantly. When you hand over your
daughter to Queen Liesebet, this pouch will be yours!

"l dont want it,' | said. | blocked my earswith my hands and ran inside, locking the door behind me.
When | peered out the window, hewas no longer inthe tree. | breathed asigh of rdlief, but an instant
later he was at the windowslll, and he called out, '‘Be sure that | will come again.’

"| stopped going outside. | stopped letting you play at Christine's. Remember? | made her come here
instead. Alfa Starlight began to mink | didn't like her. | tried hard to keep mysdlf together. | couldn't
gpeak to James about it, | couldn't speak to you about it. | had to keep it all inside and protect you from
me Crow.

"Early one morning, while you were upstairs ngpping and James had |eft to go to the doctor, | was
sweeping me front room when | heard atapping at the door. | presumed it was Christine, she was dways
inand out of our house. | opened the door and amad flapping of black wings sent me stumbling back
into the room. The crow perched on the hanging light. Pale sunlight and a bitter winter breeze stoleinto
the house, and the curtains swayed gently.



" 'Get out!" | hissed. | didn't want to attract your attention and have you ran downstairsto seewho | was
takingto.

" 'Diana Frith, you owe Queen Liesebet something.
"'No, | don't. Leave me done!’

"'If you pay her what you owe her, shewill give you this pouch." Just likethe last time, he reached his
beak under hiswing, and thistime pulled out a blue velvet pouch. ‘In this pouch isgold dust. The smallest
granwill transdform ingtantly into any amount of money you name. When you hand over your daughter to
Queen Liesebet, this pouch will beyours'!

"'l don't want it, | don't want it. Now get out. May's my daughter.’ | brandished my broom and shooed
him outside, but as he flew away he called, 'Be surethat | will come again.’

"Moment by moment, | felt astrange rdlief. He had come twice, enticing me with treasures, and he had
been unsuccessful. Unsuccessful.” Dianahdld her index finger up, astrange smile of wry cynicism on her
lips. "I thought, May, that | had won. For certainly, if it werein her power to steal you from me, she
would have doneit by now. That'swhat | thought.

"Weeks passed. | grew more and more confident. Then, late one night, | was awoken by the sound of
Mabel barking in the back garden. Y ap, yap. Something had disturbed her. | knew instantly it was that
crow. And | knew too that | wanted to go down there and tell him | wasn't afraid of him and his stupid
queen. Jameswas beginning to stir, so | said, 'I'll go down and quiet her.' | dipped out of bed, and into
my dressing gown and dippers. | crept downgtairs, and through the house, and out the back door. Mabel
ran to me and cowered behind my legs. | scanned the cold garden in the dark, looking for the crow, but
couldn't see him. Then hisvoice came from above me.

" 'DianaFrith, you owe Queen Liesebet something.’

"I looked up. He was perched on the gable, another pouch hanging from his claw, hiseyesgleamingin
the dark. 'l owe her nothing,' | said boldly, ‘and you know that.’

" 'Queen Liesebet wants the child.'
"I scooped up Mabdl. ‘Let her havethe dog. That'sdl | ever intended to give her anyway.'
" "My queen has no shortage of dogs. It'sachild she wants. Sheisbarren.’

"'No! I'm not giving you my daughter, and | don't care what you've got in your magic pouch thistime.
Y ou can't take her, and you can't convince meto give her up. So just go.' | released Mabel and scooped
up ahandful of pebblesto throw at him.

"He flapped hiswings and rose up, dropping the pouch, and took to the sky. | quickly seized the pouch
and peered ingde. It wasfull of nothing but crumbs. With aswoop and aflutter, he dived past me and
snatched the pouch with his claws. '‘Be sure," he called as his shadow passed the moon, 'that | will come

agan."

Dianaclosed her eyes. The vertica furrowsthat surrounded her lips deepened. "And, oh,” she said, "he
came again. And he took you."

"How soon after?"

"Three weeks. Long enough for meto think | had won. Long enough for meto think that you would stay



with meforever. But you didn't..." Her voicetrailed off to awhisper.
Mayfridh leaned forward to take her mother's hand. "Mum. I'm here now."

"But for how long?" Dianas head snapped up, her gaze locked on Mayfridh's. "1've been, watching you
sinceyou arrived. Y ou're nervous, yourewary. Y ou don't intend to stay, do you?"'

"|... don't have long. I'll have to go back to my ownworld."
Dianashook her head and said softly, " This isyour world."
"Not anymore. I've become... something different. Tell me about Dad.”

Dianadropped her gaze to her handsin her lap, her fingers obsessively smoothing her faded skirt over
her thighs. "He left me, May. After you had disappeared, when | kept ingsting you had been taken by
faeries, it al became too much for him. Hisillness was declared cured and he wanted to return to
England. But | didn't want to go, because | thought you might still come back." She smiled apained
smile. "So he went without me, but | wasright to wait, wasn't 1?1f you had come looking today and |
hadn't been here..."

"I'm glad you were here.”
"Wasit awful, May? Wasit awful for you being in another world, so far from me?*

Mayfridh chose her answer carefully. She and her mother had so little time together, there was no point in
trying to explain to Diana how quickly she had been forgotten. "Liesebet and Jasper trested me very well.
They loved me, and | grew to love them.”

"How long have they been dead?"
"A very long time now. Many years," Mayfridh said solemnly.
"Then why didn't you come back earlier?!

"l didn'... it'snot dways possible to make a passage between your world and mine." Mayfridh didn't
want to reved that Diana had been forgotten.

"Y ou're determined to go back, then?
"I have no choice. I'm the queen.”

Diands expression was unreadable; somewhere between heart-wrenching disappointment and beaming
motherly pride. "Of course," she said, "you're the queen.”

"But I'll gay aslong as| can," Mayfridh said quickly. "I'll stay until the last possible moment.”

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.



| have only once boiled afaery divein my vat. | had beenliving in Berlinfor eight years, enjoying every
moment that | drew breeth. | set up the gdllery and then the Zweigler Fellowship fund, and found that
more and more of my sculptureswere sdlling to gdleries and private ownersdl over the world.

Beyond my wonderful public life, | had adelicious secret life that saw me drive off in my van two or three
times ayear to scour the forests of Germany and the newly opened countries of eastern Europe for
faeriestokill. | often came back empty-handed, but | didn't mind so much. The disgppointments served
to intensfy my enjoyment of those rare and specid kills. | would kill them quickly, bundle them into the
van, then bring their fresh bodies back here to my apartment, back to the vat for boning.

Thevat iswell hidden—upstairs through the scul pture room, beyond asmdl door and up another flight of
dark narrow stairs—in aroom | had purpose-built in the attic. The gabled windows are painted black,
but two bright hospital-strength fluorescent lights areingtalled in the ceiling so | can dways be certain of
what I'm doing. The vat takes up haf of the room. If | wereto walk around it, I'd need eleven big paces
to arrive back where | started. The vat itsdlf isat hip height, constructed of thick black metal. Theliquid
ingde—acocktail of ghastly chemicas, which I've refined over the yearsto be perfectly suited to
gripping faery bones—takes an hour to reach its optimum boiling temperature. When the motor that
heets the e ements starts up it can be frighteningly loud, so the room is soundproofed floor to ceiling.

Aboveit dl, on the celling, there are two meta struts with auminum cable running through them, attached
to aniron cage. | took my timein designing the cage. It'slarge enough to fit abody bent or cut in two,
and ingdeit is spiked with iron hooks to catch the smaller bones so they don't escape and fall through the
holes. | load the body at the side of the vat. There are two large rubber buttons there. When | pressthe
top button, the hydraulic mechanism pulls the cage into position above the vat; when | press the bottom
one, the cageis dropped directly into the boiling acid. Because the room is soundproof, because it takes
s0 long for the vat to reach bailing temperature, and because there is adanger of overboiling (if the vat
overflowed into the shell and hesting dements| could very well be eectrocuted in my own home), | have
two lights positioned above the door to the boning room. The top one flashes when the boiling
temperature is reached, the bottom one if the temperature becomes critically high. (Thefool who installed
the lights and buttons for me made one of red and one of green so | could distinguish them. Me! | can't
tell red from green any morethan | can tell yellow from purple.) Four or five hours after immersion, |
have acagefull of faery bones, stripped of their flesh and robbed of their scent. When they cool, they are

ready to begin working on.

The faery who deserved boiling alivewas arareloca find. | was out a Kreuzburg, enjoyingamed ina
tavern, when he walked in alone and bought a beer. | was Sitting so far at the back of the tavern that at
first I didn't know what he was. | noticed him only because he was very beautiful, even for afaery. | kept
glancing a him, wondering if he were amovie star or amodel. It wasonly as| paid for my med and
collected my coat that | smelled him—that horrible, wonderful smell. He noticed me staring at him, and
gavemeaninviting smile.

"Good evening,” he said, his accent thick and French. "I'm Octave.”

| was astonished that he was so forward. | know | do not possess afriendly countenance, and | was
amost certain that my stare had not been amiable or pleasant. Then, a half-second later, | redlized he had
mistaken my gaze for sexua desire. And he was encouraging that desire.

How easy, then, it wasto get him back to the hotel. He was afagry on an erotic mission, not afraid of
breeding with humans (the results can be disastrous) because his sexud proclivities were toward the mae
of the species. Filthy, disgusting creature. When | brought him to my apartment, he fawned and preened
like ateenagegirl inlove, and | endured hisfirst caresses and his gooey-eyed gazes without shuddering,
only by reminding mysdf in every moment that earning his trust would mean he would soon be materia



for my sculpture. Within minutes | had him blindfolded, with promises of eratic play, and | led him
through the door and up the sairsto the vat, which | set to boiling with aclunk of thelever. | had a
number of toolsat my disposal to bludgeon him to deeth first, but | was so inflamed with rage by his
sexud advancesthat | wanted to punish him.

| pushed him into the cage and now he started to panic and flail about, but the door on the cage was
snapped shut, and then he began to scream. | wasn't afraid of his screams;, the room is perfectly
soundproof. | [eft the cage suspended over the vat and went downgtairs to bed to doze for awhile until it
reached boiling temperature. He was till screaming when | returned an hour later. | amost changed my
mind and recalled the cageto silence him, but | was curious asto what it might fedl like and sound like to
boil afaery dive. Instead of hitting the top button, | hit the bottom one and the cage descended into the
val.

The screamsintengfied and were dmost too much for meto bear, but then they stopped abruptly and |
found myself strangely disappointed. My earsrang. The vat bubbled and boiled. | switched off the light
and went to bed.

When | findly harvested the cool bonesaday later, | was still plagued by theringing in my ears. What |
first assumed to be an effect of listening to Octave's deafening screams | now deduced must be an ear
infection, and | phoned my doctor for an gppointment the following day.

| cut and shaved and glued the bonesinto ablock, which | then glued to the Bone Wife. This block was
the origind waist for my Wife, sculpted in awhite heat while my earsrang and | congratulated myself on
such an unexpected and successful Kill.

It was only the next day when | returned home from the doctor—he gave me antibiotics a my insstence
but was unconvinced there was anything wrong with my ears—that the trouble sarted. | wasin my
gpartment, making phone calls and ordering suppliesfor the studios, when | heard the sound of someone
crying far away. | barely registered the sound at firdt; | thought it was a child on the street, crying for
something logt. The crying intensified into long gasps of anguish and finally shrieks. It jangled my nerves
so | went to the window to look down on the street and call out to the child to stop.

There was no child on the street, but with my head out the window, | could hear far more clearly where
the shrieking was coming from. Directly above me, from the open window of my sculpture room.

| ran upstairs and pulled down both layers of glazing, looking around wildly for the cause of the shrieking.
It was coming from Octave's bones, half-lumpen, half-scul pted, at the top of the scul pture.

| stood in front of the Bone Wife, my hands unable to find a solution. The screaming grew louder. It
broke my heart, but | knew | couldn't keep these bones. A grand sculpture is not much useif it screams
likeahurt child. | reached for the saw and began to saw away at the join, knocking off the portion of me
scul pture made of Octave's bones and bagging it quickly to muffle the shrieking.

But worse was to come. Magic spreads between bones. | knew this and counted on it to enchant the
whole sculpture. Almost as soon as | returned to the scul pture, other bones started ringing, gethering
volume,

| took the saw and cut off another layer.
The screams collected themsalves lower down.

| sawed again, despairing now. Was my whole sculpture infected? | sawed lower down, right through her
thighs, hoping by this sacrifice of painful inchesto save the whole sculpture.



And | did save her, but not before she had been reduced almost to her knees. | lost years of work.
Damn Octave, damn him. | could weep just remembering it. My Wifeisbuilt to the waist once more
now, but if it were not for Octave | may very well have been planning agraceful throat for her, and
growing excited over what kind of face | might give her (it'smy plan to give her my mother'sface, but
with the hard lines removed).

The bones kept screaming, and had to be driven miles away to awood near the border of Poland for
buria. For al | know, they're still screaming in the rough sack two feet below the ground. Maybe
someday someone will find them and be completely puzzled by it al. Or perhaps Octave has had his
revenge and is now happy to rest in a peace he doesn't deserve.

| am very tired. Reminiscing isn't helping to take my mind off the problem at hand. It has been avery long
two weeks. Mirandais gill hereand | cannot get my hands on her, and | cannot get her out of my mind,
and it'storturing me. | see her darting past the gallery—like the others, shethinks| haven't noticed, that |
haven't seen the flash of movement out of the corner of my eye—but | can't touch her because she'swith
Chrigtine or with Gerda or with agray-faced woman | don't recognize.

What alife she'sleading! A fagry, Germanic if the pronunciation of her (very weak) German is anything
to go by, let loose on Berlin with some magicaly bottomless credit account to buy herself an endless
procession of lace and brocade and velvet outfits, somein colors so bright | can amost see them. She
sometimestakes plain little Christine Starlight with her, and brings the poor girl back dressed in acoat or
apair of bootsthat seem oversized and showy and make me feel embarrassed for her. Sometimes| hear
her and Gerda giggling through the front door, returning from abeery lunch and no doubt making plans
not to be heard or seen by horrible me. | even imagine sometimes that everyone sein Hotd Mandy-Z
knowswhat sheis, and that they believe it secret from me.

Most digtressing of dl, | think she may be amore important faery than | origindly believed. Last Friday,
when she and Gerdawere out, | went into Gerda's apartment (I have keysto every apartment) and
searched for some of her thingsto examine. The clothes were mostly new, but | found in the bottom of a
drawer adress woven through with fine bronze thread. Such craftsmanship speaks of faery nohility,
maybe even royalty. She certainly isn't acommon village faery. | pressed the dressto my face and sniffed
it, drawing the faintest smell of her bones from between the threads. It was barely there. | bit aholein the
materid in frustration, and dmost decided to come back here at night while Gerda dept, and bludgeon
Miranda and drag her up the stairs and cut her to pieces and pull out her bones and forget all
consequences.

But I will not forget consequences. Mirandais known to too many people. | cannot spend my great
fortunein prison. | cannot sculpt in prison.

Petience, now. | must have patience and wait for my chance. It will come. It must come.

* %%

Astheleavesfel down aong Unter-den-Linden and Christmas decorations went up in stores, asthe sky
grew paer and the city grew grayer, Christine became increasingly fond of Mayfridh. It wasn't just her
artlesswarmth, her childish affection, or her bottomless credit card that made her good company. It was
aso her rapidly returning memories of their shared childhood. Hafway through asentence, Mayfridh
would often interrupt hersalf and say, "Ooh, remember when Alfa cooked those scones with st instead
of sugar?' or "Didn't Finn have acoat exactly that color?" Chrigtine hadn't realized how many memories
of her parents she had buried with them; now Mayfridh was warming her cold afternoons with sunny
recollections.



Chrigine till felt insecurities over Jude, but he gave her no reason for them to grow: if anything, he was
offhand with Mayfridh, or ignored her. If Christine mentioned her, Jude would raise his hands defensively,
claim he couldn't get his head around the fact that she was afaery; it was easier not to think of it.
Chrigtine reminded hersdlf that he had painted Mayfridh out; been attracted to her colors, then obliterated
them for the monochrome he was more comfortable with. No couple went through life together, she
supposed, without jealousies. Christine refused to let hersinterfere with the sweet moments she and
Mayfridh shared.

"What now?"' Mayfridh said asthey stepped out of the heated department store on Kurfirstendamm and
into the autumn chill. Do you want more clothes?"

"Um... no. I'mfinefor clothes" Christine had aready accepted too many presents from Mayfridh that
she knew she would never wear. " Sorry, | know I'm not as much fun to shop with as Gerda."

"That's not true. Gerda gets bossy,” Mayfridh said. "Asfor my mum... you've never seen someone take
50 long to make up her mind about a pair of shoes.”

"Let's get coffee. | know agood cafe near wherel work. | can stop in and check my roster.”

They walked through the bustling crowds, past shiny shop fronts and shedding trees, down side streetsto
an Itdian cafe. Its outdoor tables drowned in yellow and red maple leaves. Christine ordered while
Mayfridh considered her from acrossthe table.

"What?' Chrigtine asked asthe waiter returned insde. "Too cold for you out here?"
"No, | likethefresh air.”

"Why thefrown?"

"l saw you wince aswe sat down. Y our back's hurting.”

"It'sdways hurting.”

"It's hurting more than usud today. I'm tiring you out."

Chrigtine smiled. "It's not you. It'sjust a bad-back day. | get them from time to time.”
"So why don't you go to Ewigkreis?'

Chrigtine hung her head, watching her hair trail over her shoulders. I don't know..."

"Y ou haven't been for ages. Not since the night | told Jude and the others. Is something wrong? Did
Eisengrimm offend you in someway?"

"No, no. | like Eisengrimm, he makesmefed... safe”

Mayfridh pushed acrimson curl behind her ear. "Then what isit?"
Chrigtine bit her lip. "'l kind of got afraid.”

"Afrad?"

"Y ou say that when the last legf falls the worlds change.”

"Yan



"What if I'm stuck there?"

Mayfridh reached across the table for her hand. "Chrigtine, the last leaf won't fal until December...
amog Chrigmas"

"But you know timein your world and mineisdifferent. What if | migudge?' Chrigtine pointed at
Mayfridh. "What if you migudge? Will you be stuck here?’

"No, I'll be pulled back through the passage.”

"But if | wasin Ewigkreis and me worlds changed?'

"You'd be stuck, yes. The passage only anchors and retrieves faeries.”

Their coffees arrived and both fell silent until the waiter [eft.

"See?|'d be stuck."

"But that's not going to happen for ages. It's barely November.”

Chrigtine gtirred sugar into her coffee. "I don't know..."

"|sthere something else?'

"Jude doesn't want meto go.”

Mayfridh lifted her eyebrows. " Jude? But surely he wantswhat's best for you?"
"He'sworried I'll never come back. He doesn't know what it'slike and... hey, can | take him with me?

Mayfridh was shaking her head before the question was out of Christing's mouth. " Eisengrimm would
have afitif | brought another human through.”

"But you're the queen.”

"I'm aqueen who takes good counsdl. Having more than one human at atime in Ewigkreis starts to upset
the rhythms of our world, the balance of the seasons.” Mayfridh smiled brightly. ""He could come through
aone. Eisengrimm could show him around. Or | could go back for aday or two.” Thesmileturnedto a
frown. "Lord knows, Eisengrimm’s probably wondering wherel am.”

"Judewould say no," Chrigine said. "I think the whole concept frightenshim.”

A chill breeze siwept down the street, driving aflurry of spinning leavesin front of it. Chrigtine pulled her
scaf tighter.

"Chrigting," Mayfridh said, "how well do you know Jude?"

"I've known him for four years. Weve lived together for three. Why?' What aweird question, and
something about the guarded way Mayfridh asked it unsettled her.

"I'm not implying anything,” Mayfridh said, blue eyes wide-open innocent. "'Y ou don't have to snap.”
"Did | sngp?’
"Youdid."



"Sorry. It'sjust astrange thing to ask me.”

"Anyway, after four years| suppose you would know everything about someone, wouldn't you?"
Mayfridh finished.

"Maybe, maybe not." Chrigtine drained the last of her coffee. "Do you think you know everything about
BEisengrimm?’

"Yes, of course. HEs my closest friend in Ewigkreis." Chrigine fdt astrange shift in her somach.
Mayfridh didn't know Eisengrimm's secret; Christine could be equally obliviousto some mystery of
Jude's heart. Wasthat why she dwaysfelt he didn't redly love her? Or were those fedingsjust the
clumsy imaginings of agirl who knew her lover was far more beautiful than she?

* % %
"Chriging"

Jude's voice reverberated around the gpartment, the door dammed behind him. Christine emerged from
the bedroom, sheetsin hand ready to take to the laundry.

"What's up?' she asked.

He brandished asheaf of papersin front of her. His cheeks were flushed. "How would you like to go to
Audrdia?'

"Um..."
"Come here, look." Helaid the papers on the table and beckoned her over.
Sherolled the sheetsinto aball under her arm and approached warily.

"Pete gaveit to me. It'safdlowship with the Nationa Gdlery in Melbourne. They want an oversees artist
to come spend ayear there, from June next year. I'm perfect for thisone, | know it. And it startsright
after thisfdlowship finishes. | tell you, it's meant to be."

"Audrdia?’

"Y eah, Mebourne. It'swhere Pete lives. Better than Berlin. WEIl know the language and have someone
to show usround.”

"At least Berlin'sin the same hemisphere as home. Don't you want to go home?”

"Weve got plenty of time to go home when we're old and gray. Come on, Christine, what do you say?
Canl gpply?’

Chrigtine stared at the application form as though it could provide her answer. Jude was a painter, he had
agift. It wasn't her place to hold him back, even if it did mean following him to the other end of the
planet. "I suppose you should."

Jude grabbed her inaquick hug. "Yes! | knew you'd say yes." He turned his attention back to the forms.
"Thisclogng dateis very soon. Chrigtine, can you ring the post office and see how long their expressair
to Audrdiatakes? My German's not good enough.”

Christine dumped the sheets on the sofa and did as he asked. The answer wasn't encouraging.



"Badgcdly," shesad, returning to the table where Jude was dready filling in blanks, "if you want it there
by the due date welll haveto post it today. This afternoon.”

"Today!"
"Canyoufax it?'

"No, look..." He pointed to abold-type line on top of the form. "Faxed applications not accepted.”
"Maybe you can cdl them and—"

"No, I'll just get it done today.” Hewas out of his chair now, rummeaging in the drawer under the
bookcase. "I think I've got photos somewhere.”

"My paintings. They haveto see my paintings.” Old letters, travel documents, and bank statements were
dumped on thefloor. "Damn! | can't find them. Only these." He flung out a handful of photos that |ooked
perfectly fineto Chrigine.

"What's wrong with these?"
"Thelight's bad, the color'sdl wrong."
"Do you want meto—"

"Mandy," he said, suddenly whirling around. "Mandy will have my best photos from my gpplication for
thisfdlowship."

"Y ou sent Mandy your best photos? He's color-blind.”

"I didn't know that at thetime." His eyes darted from the photos on the floor, to the gpplication form at
thetable, and then to Chrigtine. "' Christine, would you mind going up and asking him for them?I've got to
write thisentire gpplicationin, like, two hours.

Chrigtine cringed. She till hadn't forgotten Gerda's description of Mandy's unexpectedly naked body:
molded by preschoolers out of old dough and copper wire. But Jude was looking a her with pleading
eyes. "Yeah, okay," she said.

"Thanks. Thanks so much.” He returned to the table, his head bent over the forms, his brow furrowed
with concentration. Chrigtine Ieft the gpartment and headed up the stairs. The lamp in the sairwell was
out, and Mandy's door waited in dim gray light. She raised her fist and knocked sharply. Please let him
have clothes on. She had never been to Mandy's apartment before. He had amonthly mesting for his
artisss—where they drank champagne and ate expensive hors d'oeuvres—to which she had never been
invited. Artists Only. Very Important Artists Business.

Mandy didn't answer the door. She knew his apartment was large, extending up into the attic. She
rapped harder, thought about going back to Jude empty-handed, and decided she couldn't. Shetried the
door; it opened inward. She stepped inside and cdled out, "Hello? Mandy? Are you here?’

Mandy's gpartment was lavishly furnished in such an array of mismatching colorsthat Christine amost
laughed. He had no ideathat he'd thrown an orange rug over a blue sofa on agreen carpet. Sheimagined
for amoment what this room must look like to him: black and white. How sad that somebody who loved
art so much couldn't appreciate color. The heavy scent of sandawood hung inthe air. A set of sairsled



up to the next floor. Perhaps that was where he was, so involved in sculpting something that he couldn't
hear her.

"Mandy?' Shetook the stairs dowly, feding guilty and gpprehensive and strangely curious. But he must
be home, or at least not far away, because he'd | eft the door open. "Mandy, are you around?’ She found
hersdf standing in hisworking studio. Half-finished scul ptures leaned unevenly on each other around the
walls. A large mahogany desk sat under the window. In the center of the room, one particular sculpture
caught her eye. She approached, forgetting momentarily about Jude's photos as she admired the work.

It was the bottom half of awoman, so exquisitely carved Chrigtine felt certain that if shetouched it, it
would fed like warm flesh. But, no, it was cool and smooth. What wasit carved from? It was neither
stone nor plaster. The substance gleamed like nothing she had ever seen before. For an instant, al her
averson toward Mandy disappeared. It was unbdlievable that he could carve something so beautiful and
ddicate from a hard substance. Christine knew nothing about art, especiadly not Jude's abstracts, or
Gerdas bewildering "ingtdlations,”" or Pete's videos, or even Fabiyan's distorted clay nudes. Mandy's
work was different; sheer beauty, pure perfected craft. Chrigtine found hersdlf tracing the contours of the
woman's knee with her fingers, before redlizing that Mandy wasn't here.

"Mandy?" she called again. Shelooked around her. A narrow door faced her, painted with black glossy
enamdl. Two lights—one red, one green—hung aboveit. Three deadlockslined its edge. Shetried it
anyway. Of course it was locked. Where did it go? To the attic? If so, why did it have three deadlocks
onit? Was he keeping his billionsin barrels up there? She ran her fingers over the edge of the door.

A creak from downgtairs startled her. Mandy. And here she was snooping around his apartment. She
dashed to the stairs and started down, only to find Jude standing in the doorway.

"I wondered where you'd got to," Jude said, holding up ahandful of photos. "I found them.”
"Mandy's not here"

"Then what are you doing up there?' Jude smiled hiswicked smile.

"Poking around. Come on, we should get out of here.”

They were hafway down the Sairsto their own gpartment when they ran into Mandy heading in the other
direction.

"Hello, Jude, Chrigtine. Were you looking for me?"
"We were, but we're okay now," Jude said.

Christine couldn't meet his eye. What had come over her, snooping like an eight-year-old? His
eccentricity didn't preclude hisright to privacy.

"I'm sorry that | wasn't homefor you," Mandy replied with anod of his head. "I was downgtairsin the
laundry." Then he continued up the Sairs.

"See, you should have just let me wash the sheets. | would have found him anyway,” Chrigine said as
they let themsdvesinto the gpartment.

"Then you wouldn't have got a chanceto seeinsde hisplace,”" Jude said, flinging the photos on the table.
"I've never been up to hisstudio, what's it like?"

"Likeabig roomfull of sculpture. He does nice work, doesn't he?!



"Not particularly adventurous,” Jude said dismissively. "He's not an explorer, he follows well-worn
peths”

"Oh... well, | like hisstuff. Maybe I'm not an explorer either.” Jude wasn't listening; he was arranging his
photos and Christine found herself wondering again where that narrow black door in Mandy's apartment
led.

**%*

Mayfridh woke to an empty apartment. Gerda had |eft a note saying she had been struck by early
morning inspiration and was going to exorcise it in the studio. This, despite her having promised to go
shopping for new boots today. How unfair! Still, Mayfridh wasn't queen in thisworld and had to get used
to people occasiondly letting her down. Even though Christine wasn't as much fun to shop with, at least
shewas good to talk to on the bus. Maybe they could go out to Zehlendorf together and visit Diana. She
dressed in her favorite blue lace blouse and black velvet skirt, put on her makeup—she was an expert at
applying it now, and had determined to take alifetime's supply of liquid eydiner back to Ewigkreis—and
headed upstairsto Christing's gpartment.

She knocked. Waited. Knocked again. Heard footsteps inside. Then the door opened, and a
deepy-eyed Jude stood there.

"Sorry, did | wake you?' she said, taking an embarrassed step backward.

"Um... yeah. But it's pretty late. | should get to work." He was wearing loose-fitting gray track pantsand
apaeblue shirt, unbuttoned. His feet were bare.

"IsChrigtine here?'
"She's at the bookshop.”
"Oh. I must have my days mixed up. | thought she was off today."

"' She was supposed to be. Somebody's sick.” He ran ahand through hisblond hair. "Do you want to
comein?| can make coffee.”

Mayfridh knew she should say no, but found hersaf nodding anyway. No Gerda, no Christine. What else
was sheto do with her morning? ™Y es, thank you."

He closed the door behind her, then scuffed into the kitchen, buttoning his shirt and yawning. She moved
to the table where a handful of photos was strewn. Jude's paintings. She picked one up and studied it,
astonished by its dark beauity.

"They're the bad photos.”

Mayfridh turned around. Jude was very close, hisdark eyesflicking from her face to the photo. " Sorry?*
shesaid.

"| sent the good ones away with afellowship application. The colors didn't come out in these.”
Sheleafed through them. "I think they're beautiful "
"Weve only got ingtant. Y ou have milk and sugar?' He shook a haf-full coffeejar in front of her.

"No, black, thank you."



"Sit down," he said, returning to the kitchen bench. "I've got an old Danish in here, if you want to share. |
know it's not much to offer aroyd faery but..." He laughed to himsdlf, uncomfortable.

Mayfridh bardly noticed. "Hmm? No, I'll have brekfast later. I'm never hungry in the mornings.”
"Meneither. But if | don't eat | can't seemto paint.”

One by one she studied the photographs. Every single painting was a masterpiece, a shadowy
enchantment. How she longed to see them for redl.

Jude set down acup of coffeein front of her, then sat beside her. ™Y ou like them?”
"I lovethem. Where are they all?' she asked, placing the photos carefully on the table.

"Mostly in New York. In gdleries. A couple arein Washington. I've got onein London but it's not
hanging. Two downdairs, and... I've forgotten where the othersare. Oh, yeah. Onein auniversity in
Barcelona, and four in some merchant bank officein Texas. They put them in glassframes. | hatethat. It
changesthetexture.”

Sheraised her eyesto stedl aglance at him, but he wasn't looking at her. He was concentrating instead
on his Danish. His hair was messy and his hands |ooked warm.

"Could ... buy one of your paintings?' she asked. To take with her; to hang in the great hall so she
would have some small piece of Jude forever, even though winter would obliterate any memory of his
face and voice and persondlity.

"Redly?Y ou want to buy one? They're expensive.”

"I havealot of..." Shewas bragging and she knew it, but couldn't stop hersdlf. "Money isn't aproblem.”
"Red money? Not magic faery money that will disappear when you do." He was smiling, teasing her.
"Yes, red money," shesaid. "I'd pay any priceto own one of your paintings.”

"Well, sure. But I've dready sold the two I've done here. Y ou might have to wait for the next one."

"l can wait." She felt embarrassed now, as though she had said too much. She bent her head to the
photographs once more, spreading them out on the table in front of her.

A few moments passed, then Jude said to her softly, "Which one do you like best?!

Mayfridh caught her lip between her teeth. Thiswaslike atest she had to pass to make Jude like her.
From the corner of her eye, she could see him finish the Danish and dust hisfingers off. His hand stole out
and he plucked one of the photos from the spread.

"Thisone?' heasked. "Thisis Chrigingsfavorite."

Mayfridh shook her head. Christine's favorite. He belongsto Christine. "I think | prefer thisone." She
reached for the picture that had touched her heart, a scratchy white line not perfectly centered on a
canvas of dark swirling colors.

"Redly,” Jude sad, hisvoice gentle. "Thisone?"

"Why? Don't you likeit?' Her gaze met his. His eyes were dark and deep.



"The oppogte. It'smy favorite too.”
Encouraged, she continued: "Can | tdl youwhat | seeinit?!
"Of course. I'd love to know."

"It remindsme... it reminds me of how | fed back home at an officid banquet, when I'm surrounded by
people and they're dl teling me how much they love and admire me, but | fed completely and utterly
adone" She pointed to thewhiteline. "Thisisme. | hear them saying my name, but | don't even know
who | am and why that name should fit me. I'm aslondly asadigtant star." She indicated the swirling gray
and brown patterns around it. "Thisisthem, and they're al pushing at me and wanting something from
me, stripping me bare, and never knowing the ddlicate core of who | am. Never caring that they're
obliterating it in every second.”

Sheventured aglance at him. His expression was unreadable. At first she thought he wasin pain, but
perhapsit was confusion. " Jude?"

"Mayfridh, thet's exactly it."
Mayfridh repressed a sdf-satisfied amile. "Redly?!
His hand reached toward hers on the table, then drew back. She glanced from hisfingersto hiseyes.

"Mayfridh, can you promise me something? If | ask you what I'm going to ask you next, will you promise
that you'l tell me absolutely the truth?”

The weight of hiswords sobered her. "Y es. Of course.”
"Doyou really seethat, or have you used some kind of faery magic to read my mind?*

Her heart fell. He thought she was trying to manipulate him. "It's not possible for meto read minds," she
said, knowing she sounded irritated. If only he knew how often she had tried to get insde his head
without success.

"I didn't mean to offend you, but it'simportant,” he said. ™Y ou see, | spend my wholelifetrying to put a
feding into an image. Most of the time, nobody can see what that fedling is. But you seeit, you know it.
It'slike, my work hasfindly reached its audience.”

"It has. It redly has" Electricity was growing in the two-inch space between her hand and his on the
table. "Jude, I'm not lying. I'm not tricking you."

"| fed likethat," he said, nodding toward the photograph she fill held. "That'show | fed."
"Londy?Yourelondy?'

"l am," he breathed, barely audible, "sometimes.”

"And sad?'

He nodded once, his eyesfixed on thetable.

A tide of haf-confused fedings and half-formed questions washed through her. Danger had twined with
the blood in her veins. Shefdt hisfingers move, glanced down. The back of hishand, hisknuckles,
brushed the sde of her index finger. Deliberatdly, dowly. Her whole body was a held bregath.



He belongsto Christine.

Mayfridh snatched her hand away and shot out of her chair, dropping the photo on the table. The
bewildered guilt on Jude's face stopped her from running out as sheld intended. She stood tensed in front
of him. Helooked up at her, that same expression of pain and confusion on hisface. Thelonger she
stood there, the harder it wasto pull hersalf away.

"Jude..." His name came out strangled and breathless.

Jude reached for her hands and pulled her one step toward him. He closed his eyes, his thumbs stroking
her fingers. Then he leaned forward and—d owly, so dowly—ypressed hisface into her belly, kissed her
through the blue lace and black velvet. The heat of hislips expanded through her, snging in her somach
and her lungs and her heart, gliding like eectricity up her throat and into her brain. She gently shook of f
his hands and touched his hair, an avful pain of desire coiling between her ribs. His own hands curled
around her hips. It was al she could do to keep breathing. Bliss, utter bliss,

Then his shoulders hitched, and sheredized he was crying.
"Jude, what'swrong?'

Suddenly, hetore himsdlf away, turning from her, legping from his chair and hurrying from the room. She
stood in empty space, her body and heart bereft.

He belongsto Christine.

She had to go. She had to get out of here, go home where she couldn't hurt people, couldn't hurt herself.
In her hurry to leave, shetipped over achair, left it lying on itsSdein Christing's kitchen.

Thiswouldn't happen. Shewouldn't let it happen. Her heart ached, but al would be forgotten soon if she
could just get home and wait quietly.

Winter was coming.

PART TWO

Ohlift measawave, aledf, acloud! | fal upon thethornsof life! | bleed! "Odeto the West Wind,"
Percy Bysshe Shelley

"Aye, granny, what are you doing there?'

"I'm scraping intestines, my child. Tomorrow | scrape yoursaswell!™
"The Cadtle of Murder," Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm

CHAPTER FOURTEEN



Heedless of the cold air outside, Mayfridh threw open her bedroom window and let the fresh wind
bite her cheeks and nose. A gust moved the gauzy canopy and curtains, which fluttered white like
desperate flags around her face. Four deep bregths later she was buried in the white layers of her bed,
sobbing and sobbing. Leaves torn from the trees outside skidded into the bedroom.

She cried for Christine, who loved Jude and whom she had betrayed. She cried for Jude, who was lonely
and sad and whom she had led to didoydty. But mostly—as the red and brown and yellow leaves
pattered onto the floor like rain and settled on the white blankets and pillows and caught in her crimson
hair—she cried for hersdf. And no matter how many times Eisengrimm bumped on the door to her room
and pleaded with her to let him in, she called out "No" and continued to cry until the room wore a carpet
of dead leaves and her face was flushed and hot despite the autumn chill.

"Mayfridh."

Hisvoice was close thistime. She sat up and looked toward the window, where Eisengrimm perched as
Crow.

"Leave medone," she said, her voice hoarse and her own language heavy on her tongue. She palmed
tearsfrom her cheeks.

He hopped to the floor and transformed to Wolf, placed his paws on the sill, and pushed the windows
closed with hisnose. Y oulll catch abitein your lungsby letting al thiscold air in."

"l don't carel”
He jumped up onto the bed next to her. "Mayfridh, what has happened? Why are you so distressed?"

Even though she knew he wouldn't approve, her heart ached to tell somebody her sad story. She threw
her arms around his neck and confessed the whole tale, even found some moretearsinsde her. When
she had finished, she sat back and waited for his stern lecture.

Instead, he gazed at her with soft Silent eyes.

"Well," shesad, "say something.”

"I'm sorry, Mayfridh. It hurts me to see you so unhappy.” His deep, honeyed voice was tender.
"Y ou're not angry a me?'

"I flunk you behaved unwisdy, but love makes people unwise."

"I do love him, Eisengrimm," she said, choking on the words. She took a deep shuddering breath to try to
regain her composure. "And he loves me, there can be no doubt.”

"He hasn't said helovesyou.”
"Eisengrimm, | felt it Heloves me, and he can't bear to love me.”
"Does he not love Chrigtine?"

"Yes, | think he doeslove Christine. But not as he loves me. Perhaps he once loved her as much, but
now he loves her as a brother might love asister. She doesn't understand him or hiswonderful paintings.
They aren't agood match for each other, and now that he hasfalen in love with me—"

"Wait, wait. Do you know al thisfor afact?'



llYall
"But he said nothing to you about Chrigtine.”
"Words aren't everything," she sngpped. "'I'm right, Eisengrimm. He doeslove me."

Ei sengrimm paused and seemed to be choosing his response carefully. "Mayfridh,” he said at ladt,
"humans are... humans can be driven by fedings other than love.”

"What do you mean?"
"Do you understand what sexud desireis?'

Mayfridh grew annoyed. Now hewastregting her like alittle girl. Of course she understood sexual
desire; shefdt it hersdlf. "Do you think that because | am avirgin | an acomplete fool ?*

"Be not angry, Mayfridh. | only suggest that perhaps Jude's fedlings are not love, but desire. A man can
love one woman and desire another. Desire quickly turnsto distaste once an attempt to fulfill it is made.
Loveremains. Love endures.”

Mayfridh closed her eyes and dumped back on her bed. Leaves crackled and turned to dust beneath

her. She should never have expected Eisengrimm to understand. She knew that Jude loved her, as
certainly as she knew that the sun lived in the sky. Eisengrimm curled up next to her, and she put her arms
around him, suddenly bone-weary.

"| fed | haven't dept for days," she murmured.

"Then deep now, and | shal keep you warm.”

"My heart hurts, Eisengrimm.”

"In just afew weekswell move to the Winter Castle. Y ou will forget.”

"But it's so sad to forget things that matter." She thought now not just of Jude and Chrigtine, but of her
mother, Diana.

"Imagine how much worseit could be, Mayfridh. Imagineif you loved somebody in thisworld and
couldn't have that person. No change of seasons could ever make you forget.”

"Hush, Eisengrimm, don't make me even sadder. What aterrible thought." She curled on her Sde against
hiswarm back, her fingers spread in the fur over hisribs, and fell into adeep dumber.

Eisengrimm was waiting when she emerged the following morning, the golden chain and meddlion of his
office as counselor fastened around his neck. Mayfridh took a step back.

"No, not official business. Not today."

"My Queen, you have been absent for anumber of weeks. There are angry questionsin the village, and
Hilda says the domestic staff have started to doubt your fitnessto rule us. Y ou must make an appearance
thismorning, you must show that you are ill the queen.”

"Of course | am till the queen!™ she sngpped. "How dare they question my activities?'



"Because you have not been here, Mayfridh," he replied forcefully. "The seasons must turn soon; me
citizens of thisworld require your magic and your blessings. They grow worried that you aren't preparing
them sufficiently for winter." He dropped hisvoice, gentle now. "Little May, to be queen involves

responghilities”
Damn Eisengrimm and damn the rest of the world! The change of seasons never fatered. Plenty of time

ill remained for her to distribute the magic and make the blessngs. Were they dl nervous old ladies?
How could she even think abouit officia dutieswhile nursaing abroken heart?

"My Queen?'
"Yes, yes, I'm coming.”
"Officid robes, Mayfridh. | doubt the otherswill deem your current attire... appropriate.”

Now she wanted to cry. The Red World was dipping farther and farther away from her every moment.
"But Eisengrimm....."

"Pleasg, Little May. It will make matterseasier.”

She retreated to her bedroom and dammed the door, pulled off her tartan pinafore, replaced it with her
yelow gown and bronze robe, hung her keys about her waist, and scraped her hair beneath ascarf. With
as much dignity as she could assemble, she descended the stairsto the great hall and took her place on
the throne. Thiswas where she had sat that first day, when Christine had unwittingly wandered into her
world. What atwisted and miserable path life had taken since then.

"Mgedy," Hildasad with acurtsy.

One by onethe othersin the gloomy hal acknowledged her: Thorsten the village mayor, the three village
adermen (she never remembered their names), Brathr the hatchet-faced reeve, and Eisengrimm.

"Well then," Mayfridh said, "why the sudden mesting?"

"Magesty," Thorsten began, "we are only weeks away from the turn of season, and haven't received our
winter magic yet."

"Wedill havetime,” shesad, irritated.
"The villagers grow restless,” one of the ddermen said.

"Y ou may fed thereis plenty of time, Queen Mayfridh," Hildasaid, "but the opinion of your subjects and
your staff isnot to beignored.”

How petty thiswas. She fantasized about enchanting them dl into silence, then remembered she hadn't a
sngle spell left. Damn Hexebart.

"Eisengrimm,” Mayfridh said, turning her attention to him, "do you not think we have plenty of time ill?"
"Your Mgesty, | agreethat the opinion of your subjectsisapressing issue.”

"But we have many weeks, do we not? And the magic and the blessings can be administered in aday.”
"That istrue," Eisengrimm conceded.

Thorsten turned hogtile eyes on the wolf. " Perhaps another issue we might discussistheissue of counsd.”



"Counsd?' Mayfridh asked, watching Thorsten carefully. "What do you mean?”

"Theissue, my Queen, of an adviser who sees no harm in your being from your home and duties for
weeksat atime.”

Mayfridh quickly examined the faces assembled around her. Each had turned suspicious gazes on
Eisengrimm, and she was gripped by guilt. Had Eisengrimm been fending off their questions and
accusations dl thistime, while she enjoyed hersdlf in the Real World?"Eisengrimm's counsdl isnot in
question,” she said firmly. "It was my own decision to spend timein the Real World. In fact, Eisengrimm
discouraged me from being away for so long. But now | am returned.”

"For good?' Brathr asked.
"l... | bdlieves0."

"Mgesty," Thorsten said, taking a penitent step forward, "be not angry with us. We have all been bearing
the weight of the many questions asked of your behavior. Y our subjects are not happy, but they remain
loyal. Some gesture must be made to reward their continued loyalty.”

Mayfridh nodded. Outside, afresh wind from the west rattled branchesin the dawn hdf-light.
"What do you havein mind?'

"A royd autumn parade, Queen Mayfridh," Hildasaid. "Y ou can distribute the winter magic and the
blessings, but more importantly, you can be seen by your people. They will be reassured by your
presence.”

"Wedl recommend this plan, your Mgesty,” Thorsten said firmly.

The thought made her weary. Dressed in royd garb, waving and smiling and meeting the villagers, when
al shewanted to do was curl up in adusty corner with her fervent imaginings of Jude until the winter
erased him from her mind. She turned to Eisengrimm, knew her voice sounded plaintive. "Eisengrimm?
Do you aso recommend this?"

Hetook afew pacesforward, transforming to Fox and jumping into her lap. "Yes, Little May. It will be
for the best” Then, secretly, in her ear, he added, "And it will take your mind off other matters.”

"Very wel," she sighed. "Make the necessary arrangements.”

The gathered assembly exchanged relaxed smiles.

"l will go to Hexebart for spdlls. Eisengrimm, will you come with me?"
"Wewill need Eisengrimm for the parade committee, Mgesty,” Hildasaid.
Mayfridh groaned. She hated dealing with Hexebart alone,

"Just befirm and don't lose your temper,” Eisengrimm said to her softly.

Mayfridh placed Eisengrimm on the floor and stood, smoothing her skirt. Today was dready growing
more complicated than she could endure.

* k%

The temporary twilight of evening and morning twined about the garden with the thorns. Mayfridh



lingered amoment to watch a spider spin aweb amongst the branches of an elder bush, its silvery thread
gligening inthedim light. The air was chilled, and degp in her bones she could fed winter nearby. Soon.

Hexebart'swell cast along shadow across the grass. Mayfridh approached and called down to her.
"Witch, come up here. | need blessing spells.”

Mayfridh was expecting the usua stubborn refusal's and abuse but, to her surprise, the cage hoisted itsalf
up immediately. Hexebart sat among theiron bars, smiling a crooked smile.

"Why areyou smiling?' Mayfridh asked, her eyes narrowing indinctively.
"Perhaps I'm happy to see my queen.”

"Isthissometrickery?'

"I have afew spelsfor you. Hold out your bag.”

Mayfridh paused. Hexebart had never been this compliant.

"Go on, Queen." She spat the word like an insult. "Hold out your bag.”

Suspicious, Mayfridh held out the woven bag. Hexebart gathered up ahandful of spellsand tipped them
in.

"It's not enough for al the winter blessings, but I'll make more soon,” the witch said, al sweet-voiced
again.

"Thank you," Mayfridh said, grudgingly, moving to tie off the top of the bag. As she did, Hexebart's bony
hand dipped out and clamped around Mayfridn'swrist. Mayfridh gasped and tried to pull away.

"What are you doing?"'

"Shh, fool, | shan't hurt you," Hexebart said. "Where's dog-chops?”
"Eisengrimm isback at the castle. Let me go, what isthe meaning of—"
"l know his secret.”

Mayfridh was shocked into silence. Surely she couldn't mean Jude.
"Well," Hexebart said, "what do you say about that, little sow?”

Maybe she/d misunderstood. Maybe Hexebart was talking about a secret Eisengrimm was kegping from
her. "What are you talking about? Whose secret?’

"The boy you lovein the Red World."

"But you gave me amind-reading spell. It didn't work."

"Y ou asked for thewrong spdll. | made the right spell. And | know his secret.”

"Thentdl me"

Hexebart bared her crooked teeth and replied in asingsong voice, "No-oh, | don't believe | sha-all.”



Mayfridh's somach clutched tight with anger and frustration. "Tell me, you hideous cregture.”

"And why should I? Why should | do you asinglefavor?Y ou are nothing but a cuckoo inthe nest, a
dirty little changdling, a pile of perfumed puke. Why, | should be ddighted to see you suffer for the rest of
your daysfor what you have done to me, and what you did to the rea queen.”

"l am the real queen. Liesebet disappeared.”
"Conveniently for you."

"Tel me, witch. It isnot for you to keep secrets from the queen. Y ou are my servant. You are at my

"Even the thoughts of daves arefree," Hexebart spat. Then she leaned back in her cage and closed her
eyes. "Hmm, I'm thinking about his secret this very second. Hmm, hmm. What aterrible thing he's done.”

Mayfridh could fed her blood growing hot. "Tell me!™ she shrieked. "Tdl meimmediatdy.”

Hexebart opened her eyes. "We could, of course, strike some kind of adedl." Her voice was cool and
measured in contrast to Mayfridh's.

"How dare you be so—" Mayfridh stopped abruptly. Shouting never got her anywhere with Hexebart.
Although it undermined her role and her dignity, she clenched her teeth and said, "What do you want in
exchange for Jude's secret?’

"lamsck of livinginthiswell."

Mayfridh dmost laughed. "Witch, | am not setting you free. Y ou have the roya magic. Y ou are doomed
to be imprisoned until you returnit.”

"I will return it when Queen Liesebet asksfor it."

"Then youwill beinthewd| until you die"

"Perhaps | don't mind being imprisoned so much as| mind being inthewell," Hexebart said dyly.
"What do you mean?"

"Perhaps the dungeons would be more comfortable. Fewer frogs.”

Mayfridh considered. Hexebart had been confined to the well asacrud punishment for her recalcitrance.
She could do her spell weaving and be safely incarcerated just as eadily in the dungeon, though she hardly
deserved the space and shelter. And yet, granting the witch some comfort wasasmal priceto pay if it
meant Mayfridh would findly learn Jude's secret.

"Therewould be conditions” Mayfridh said dowly.

"Likewhat?'

"Y ou would be forbidden to tdl Eisengrimm why we have struck this agreement.”
"l wouldn't tell him athing, the pompous dog's breeth.”

"And I'd need some guarantee that you'd keep your side of the bargain. A magica oath that you would
tell methe secret.”



Hexebart's hands emerged between the bars once more. Her fingers danced against each other as she
spun aspdl. When it was complete, she closed her fingers over it and said, "'l swear that as soon asthe
dungeon door islocked behind me, | will tell you the secret.” When she opened her hand, the spell had
disappeared. Hexebart was now magicaly bound.

Mayfridh couldn't help smiling. "We shdl organize the trandfer immediately.” Sheturned to leave, but
Hexebart's croaking voice called her back.

"One other thing," the witch said.

"What?' Mayfridh said, turning back with afrown.
"I should like to see the whole dungeon.”

"What do you mean?"

"Y ou swear that you don't have the real king and queen imprisoned. | should like to prove that for
mysdf.”

Mayfridh shook her head. "No. The agreement is| transfer you from the well to the dungeon and that's
that."

"Perhapsif you can prove they aren't there, you might not need to imprison me at al. Perhapswhen | see
with my own eyes, | might be prepared to give the roya magic back."

Mayfridh peered at Hexebart closdy in the morning gloom. "Are you serious?”
"Of course. Why would | waste my bresth otherwise?!

"Wemight arrange it after you've been moved to the dungeon. | will consider it.”
"l won't tell you the secret.”

"You're sworn to tell me the secret.”

"Only after you've locked mein the dungeon. | can refuseto go. | can tell dog-chops what's redly going
on and hell let me stay herein thewdl.”

Mayfridh wanted to grab the cage and shake it until Hexebart bounced around inside. "Y ou can't add a
condition after you've sworn to something.”

"I can. What difference doesit maketo you? | expect I'll be bound and you'll have guards all around
rrell

Mayfridh pressed ahand to her brow. Hexebart was right. She would be bound, there would be no
chance of escape, and for years the witch had accused her of imprisoning her parents. Jude's secret was
s0 large and pressing in her mind, it hardly mattered to Mayfridh whether Hexebart peered into the empty
cdlsor not.

"Very well, then," Mayfridh said, "but you will be bound.”
"l want you to swear onit, as| swore on my end of the bargain.”

Mayfridh reached into the bag for aspell, held it gently in one hand while considering.



"Go on," Hexebart said. "'l swore. You'll get your precious secret.”

"l swear, then," Mayfridh said, quickly in case she changed her mind. "I swear that you will be dlowed to
view dl the dungeons before we lock you in one." She opened her hand to show that the spell was gone.

"Good," Hexebart said. "I look forward to you returning soon.” The cage began to lower itsdf into the
well. Inthefirst glimmer of sunrise, Mayfridh thought she saw Hexebart smile, and wondered if she had
donetheright thing.

* k%

Eisengrimm’s face never gave much away, but Mayfridh could have sworn he looked completely
bewildered.

"But why?' hesad, for thefifthtime.

Mayfridh watched him pacein acircle around the bedroom. "Because she's been living in the well solong
itsmaking her difficult and bitter,” she said. "Because if we take her to the dungeons we can show her
once and for al that my parents are not there.”

He stopped and turned to face her. "She will smply say that we have them imprisoned e sewhere.”
"She said she might congder returning the roya magic to me.”

"Hexebart is dangerous and hostile. | don't trust her.”

"It'stoo late. | sworeto it."

Eisengrimm's ears pricked up inaarm. "Y ou swore?'

"I didn't want her to change her mind. She seemed very serious. | thought it would be a chanceto regain
the magic that'srightfully mine."

"If you have sworn, we have very little choicein the matter," he said gruffly. "I should never havelet you
go to Hexebart done.”

"What do you mean by that? Do you not think | can manage her done?'
"Y ou have done avery foolish thing. | would have counsded you againgt it."
"I am not bound by your counsdl, Eisengrimm. | am the queen and may do as| please.”

Eisengrimm fdl slent and bowed hishead. "That istrue, your Mgesty. Meet meinthegardeninten
minutes. | will assemble some guards to accompany Hexebart to her new home.”

He dunk out, leaving Mayfridh sitting on the edge of her bed, fiddling with the keys on her belt. Her heart
was hammering and shefdlt unsafe and unsatisfied. Why did Eisengrimm have to put so many doubtsin
her mind? She moved to the window and peered down through branches to the leafy dope behind the
castle. Thewdl sat sllent and remote like a painting. Hexebart wasin there, no doubt singing to hersdlf
and preparing for the move to her new space. Mayfridh went over the detailsin her head. Hexebart
would be bound so that her hands couldn't perform magic; Eisengrimm would organize at lesst four
guards; the dungeons were as inescapabl e as the well. Nothing could go wrong.

She pulled herself away from the window and headed down the stairs to the garden. At the end of all
this, in that moment when she locked Hexebart's dungeon with her own fingers around the key, she



would know Jude's secret. She was both thrilled and terrified. Hexebart had said Jude had done
something terrible. What if she couldn't bear it? What if he had dept with Gerda, or with amillion other
women?Wheat if that intense passion she had sensed he felt for her was nothing more than lugt, as

Ei sengrimm suggested? Perhaps Hexebart was lying, and his secret was of some pure and noble nature.
Mayfridh would only remember it for little more than amonth, but at least she would know it. She would
tuck it away with the dark sweet ache of her love for him; the love that could not be redlized.

Eisengrimm was waiting for her with four roya guards. They greeted her dourly and she led them out the
gate and down the dope to the well. Hexebart must have heard them coming, for the cage was aready
above ground when they arrived.

"Hexebart," Eisengrimm said in astern voice, "you must cooperate with uséat al times.”
She nodded solemnly.

Eisengrimm turned to the chief guard, aburly fellow with abright yellow beard. "When the queen unlocks
the cage, pull the witch out carefully. Never let the fingertips on one hand touch the fingertips on the
other. That's how she works her magic." Eisengrimm nodded at Mayfridh. "Go on, Little May. Open the

cage.”

Mayfridh unhooked her belt of keys. Unlike ordinary keys, they did not correspond to particular locks
and doors. Each key was enchanted, just as each lock in the castle and dungeons was enchanted. No
ordinary lock could hold Hexebart. Ironicaly, it was the witch's own spell that held her captive; she had
built dl the enchanted keys and lockswhile il in Liesebet's service many years before. Mayfridh stilled
her hands as she approached. The cage hadn't been opened in decades and the lock was flaked with
rus.

"Hexebart, soread your arms apart,” Eisengrimm said. The witch complied.

The door to the cage sprang open, and two of the guards roughly bundled Hexebart out, keeping her
arms spread wide gpart. Eisengrimm instructed them asthey twisted her arms behind her back, turned
her hands knuckle to knuckle inward, then tied ablock of wood between them. Then her hands were
bound tightly from her fingersto her wrists. Mayfridh watched anxioudy. The knots were secure.
Hexebart endured it dl in angry sllence.

The burly guard gave Hexebart a shove. "Come on, witch," he said, "time to inspect your new home.”

With Eisengrimm in front, two guards on either Sde of Hexebart, and Mayfridh following them and never
taking her eyes off Hexebart's bound hands, they made their way back through the trees and the garden
and down the stairstoward the dungeons. Thefirst gate swung open. Hexebart's feet shuffled and scuffed
obediently, acounter-rhythm to the marching guards. Mayfridh's skin itched with tension; the danger, the
secret. The party continued through the other three gates, and findly arrived at the cells.

"Walk her past them dl, one by one," Eisengrimm instructed. He let the guards go ahead of him with
Hexebart, hanging back with Mayfridh.

"Yousee" shesad, "it'sal working out.”

Eisengrimm's eyes were following the progress of the witch up the corridor asthe guardslit each cell for
her to peer insde. He returned his attention to Mayfridh. " Sheis suspicioudy slent.”

"Perhaps sheredly is consdering giving my magic back. Perhapsit's the penitence we've dreamed of for
solong." Mayfridh was till hopeful that thiswould prove true; then Eisengrimm couldn't [ook at her



gternly and think her foolish.
"Perhaps,” Eisengrimm said, sounding not in the least convinced.
"Wevelooked in al the cls, your Mgesty,” me burly guard caled from the other end of the corridor.

"Very well, bring her back and welll lock her up.” Shetook akey between her trembling fingers. As soon
as the others were gone, she would know. She would know.

Guardsflanking her tightly, arms bound behind her, the hag shuffled down the corridor with her head
hanging down.

"So, witch," Eisengrimm said. "Y ou have seen dl the cells and they are empty. What do you say now?"

Hexebart lifted her head and parted her lips. Mayfridh saw the glimmer of light on her tongue too late.
Therewas ahorrid spitting noise and aflash of blinding light, and then she was on the floor, confusion
and darkness and shouting dl around her.

"Whereisshe?'

"What happened?

"Run &fter her!"

"It'stoo late. Weve dl been deegping for an hour.” Thiswas Eisengrimm'svoice.
Mayfridh opened her eyes and rolled over. Eisengrimm stood above her.
"Areyou hurt?' he asked.

"I... fed alittle bruised."

"She had aspdl in her mouth.”

"l saw it. At thelast moment."

"She'sgone, Mayfridh."

Mayfridh sank back on the cold floor and groaned. No secret of Jude's; no magic for the winter
blessings, Hexebart on the loose. She didn't want to be queen anymore. 1t was dl too hard. She wanted
to go shopping with Gerda and drink coffee in Christine's kitchen.

"My Queen?' Eisengrimm said.

"Send out asearch party,” shereplied. "We haveto find her quickly.”

*k*

Hee hee hee, Hexebart isfree! Slly little queen. Did she really think Hexebart would be well
behaved? Did she not remember how despised she is? Hexebart laughs and laughs, nearly doubles
over. Into the Eternal Woods she plunges. They could search for weeks and never find her in here.
Hexebart checks all around. There! A hollow in a tree. Hexebart squeezes herself in, leaving her
bound hands dangling out behind hen Damn them for the block they tied between her fingers. Just
the lightest touch of fingertip to fingertip and Hexebart could work her magic. But the bossy wolf
istoo smart, too smart.



And yet not smart enough. Just a stupid dog in the end. Hexebart is free.

It won't take long to fix. Hexebart is clever and Hexebart is patient. See? If she rubs the ropes on
the rough edge of this hollow, they will eventually wear right through and drop off. Then
Hexebart will clap her hands with glee and make magic with her fingers, and who can stop
Hexebart then? Nobody. Certainly not a smelly little changeling princess and her dog.

Ha, ha, la, Ia, Ia,
Hexebart is going far.

My, that's a cold wind. Brr! Hexebart tries to wriggle her fingers. They areicy on the tips, poor
things. But never mind, because Hexebart won't be here for long, no. Hexebart is going
somewhere where the houses are warm and the windows don't let in drafts and people don't have
to livein cages. Hexebart is going to the Real World.

Over There, Over There,
Who but Hexebart would dare?

Hexebart isn't afraid. Hexebart knows people there and will be sure to visit them. Especially that
girl with the long brown hair... her nameis... Christine, that's right.

Hexebart has a little story to tell Christine.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

"Where's Miranda?"

Christine took awary step back from Mandy, who stood outside her door, wild-eyed and with his shirt
only half-buttoned. His pale, hairy belly was exposed. "I don't know,” Christine said, "I haven't seen her
for nearly aweek."

"Gerdatold me sheleft. Did she say she wasleaving? Is she coming back?"

A thread of unease curled in her ssomach. Mandy sounded desperate. Chrigtine had no idea he had fallen
s0 hard for Mayfridh. She dso had no ideawhy Mayfridh had gone. She hadn't |eft anote and the
suddenness of her departure made Christine wonder whether the seasons had changed early back on
Ewigkres, and whether her friend had disappeared forever with them. Already she had fielded three
frantic calsfrom DianaFrith, who also suspected the worst.

"Mandy, she could be goneforever,” Chrigtine said, hoping thiswould end the conversation definitively.
"It was dwaysapossbility.”

"Forever?' Hisvoice wasforlorn, achild who'd seen hisfavorite teddy washed out to sea.
"I'm sorry, | didn't know you'd grown so fond of her."

He turned away without answering and started up the stairs. Christine gratefully closed the door, leaning
back on it with asigh. Mandy was becoming weirder and weirder. It made her wonder if there was more
to him than amply afew disgusting habits and alot of money.



And if so, what more was there? She shuddered. What an unnerving thought.

* %%

Gerdawas relaing the name and physical dimensions of every man she had ever dept with—an
astonishingly full and thorough lis—when Chrigtine redlized she had lost Jude.

She stopped Gerda mid-sentence and turned to check the dark, dick street behind her. "Where are the
boys?"

Gerdaturned with her, kegping the umbrella steady overhead. "They must have stopped to buy cigars.
Remember we were al talking about it at dinner? Come on, let's keep going. | don't want to stand out
hereintheran."

They set coursefor home, and Chrigtine said, "Go on, Gerda, you were saying?'
"I've forgotten where | wasup to.”

"Lars, seven-and-a-haf inches," Christine reminded her.

"I'mtired of it now."

"I wish they'd told us they were stopping somewhere. The rain's getting heavier."

"Wewouldn't have dl fitted under one umbrella" Gerdasaid, giving the umbrelaatwirl. "Thisis pretty,
Miss Starlight. Where did you buy it?"

"Can't remember. I've had it for years." Christine glanced over her shoulder again.

Gerda punched her arm lightly. "Don't worry about Jude, helll be fine. Pete will ook after him.”
Christine raised an eyebrow. "Pete? Look after anybody?"

Gerdagiggled. "I seeyour point. Hey, have you heard from Mayfridh?"

"Not aword."

"I missher,"” Gerdasad, "shewasalot of fun."

"Y ou miss her because you're not getting free clothes anymore.”

"That too. But | do missher."

"Sodo|." Morethan she could put into words.

"It wasweird, wasn't it, how shejust disappeared?’

Christine S destepped apuddle. The rain was heavy now, infringing on the dry space under the umbrella
"| expect she had to go back. Y ou know, with winter coming.”

"Shetold me sheld be here for weeksyet. At least amonth.”
" Perhagps something happened back in Ewigkres.”

"Y ou'd think shed leave anote."



"Itssrange”

"Y ou could go and see her.”

"Jude'sworried that winter has aready started there. That I'd get stuck.”
Gerdafrowned. "Not yet. Hey, give me thetwine. I'm not afraid to go."

Chrigtine couldn't bear the thought of Gerda being able to sharein her preciousjourneysto Ewigkres.
She'd convince Eisengrimm to smoke cigars and the locals to build ajazz club before aweek was out.
"Sorry." Mayfridh made me promise not to giveit to anyone else,” shelied.

Gerda showed no signs of disappointment "Mandy's taken her disappearance badly.”

Chrigtine shivered, but it may have been from the sudden cold wind that roared down the street, chilling
therain on her deavetoice. "What has he said to you?”'

"Hejust asks about her alot. Where did she go? Is she coming back? Did she say anything before she
left?" Gerdafished acigarette out of her pocket and jammed it in her mouth. "What do you think it's all
about? Washein love with her?

"l guess 0. He's been freaky since sheleft. On edge. Watching me closely.” Christine laughed. "I thought
he was creepy before, but it was only thetip of the iceberg.”

"Oh yeah, he has unknown depths of creepiness,” Gerda said. Her lighter flashed in the dark, then
Sputtered out. "Damnrain,” she said.

"Here, let mehdp.”

Christine stopped and cupped her hand around Gerda's while shelit her cigarette. She took the
opportunity to check behind her again. Where was Jude? Normally she wouldn't worry, but he'd been so
vague and withdrawn lately. She could easly imagine him stepping out in front of a.car without seeing it.

"Still," Gerda said asthey turned into Friedrichstrasse, "you must be alittle relieved that she'sgone.”
"Relieved?’

"She had her eye on Jude. Didn't you notice?!

"Many women before her have had their eyes on Jude,” Chrigtine said. "Nothing ever comes of it."

"Any as beautiful as Mayfridh?' Gerda smiled and poked her elbow in Chrigtingsribs. "Apart from me,
of course?'

Chrigtine took the poke with good humor. "I don't know if beauty comesinto it, Gerda. Y ou've seen
what he paints.”

"Ouch, MissArt Critic," Gerdasaid, pulling the umbrellaaway. "Y ou can wak in therain for that remark.
Y ou're talking about Jude the genius.”

"Don't, Gerda, | hate getting wet."
"Sorry." The umbrelawas restored. "Has Jude said anything about Mayfridh going?'

"No. | told him sheld disappeared and he just went back to his painting.”



"So you redly think he doesn't notice other women?"

Chrigtine thought about that splash of red, so hastily painted out. " Sometimes he doesn't even notice me,
Gerda"

"Maybe he just pretends not to notice them. Maybe he has a secret other life where heindulges al his
sexud fantases”

Chrigtine gave Gerdaacautionary frown. "Don't put idess like that in my head.” For an ingtant she
imagined finding out that Jude had dept with Gerda. It would kill her.

"Sorry, didn't mean to be nasty.”

"You never do." She checked over her shoulder once more before they turned into Vogelwald-Allee.
"Look, therethey are.”

Gerdaturned and waved madly at Jude and Pete, who were huddling together in the rain about two
hundred yards behind them. "Chrigtine" she said, "wait here under thisawning. I'll take mem the
umbrdla”

"But—"

A second later, Gerda was tearing off down the street and Christine had to dip under the awvning of a
music shop to protect hersalf from the downpour. The movement pulled amuscle in her back, and she
pressed her hand againgt it. From here, she could see diagonally across the road to Hotel Mandy-Z. She
supposed she could dash the distance in the rain; it was only about fifty yards. As shelooked at the front
of the building, her eye was drawn upward to the gabled window at the top of the building. The attic.
Mandy's attic. She remembered the door with the three deadlocks. That waswhereit led.

The Streetlight over the storm drain, obscured by the swinging branches of the big ems, reflected in the
window but illuminated nothing within. Everything was black behind it What wasin there?

Thegurgling of the torm drain and the thundering of the rain on the awning meant she didn't hear the
others approach. When Jude grabbed her in awet embrace she nearly shrieked.

"Sorry, babe. Didn't mean to scare you.”

"It'sokay. | was thinking about something unpleasant.” She touched hiswet curls. "Y ou're soaked.”
"Let'sgoingdeand dry off," Pete said.

"Good idea."

The four of them squashed together under the umbrellaand made it acrossthe street to Hotel Mandy-Z,
then insgde where it waswarm and dry.

** %

Early the next morning, before Jude was avake, Christine dressed and let hersalf out of the building. She
stood under the elmsin the drenched dawn and looked up at the gabled window again. No wonder it
had been black the night before. The window was painted over. She returned to her gpartment and lay
down on the bed next to Jude, wondering why someone would need to lock an attic up with three
deadlocks, and paint the window black.



from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.

| am so filled with frustration and anger. Where is Miranda? Why can't anyone give me an answer? 1 go
to deep thinking about her, | dream about her, | wake up with her name on my lips like the bad aftertaste
of anill-digested med the evening before.

So much of thisfrustration and anger is misdirected too. | aso fed enraged with myself, because | know
that whatever isin Miranda, whatever it isthat makes her a creature gpart from the human race, itisin
mein small measure. | am, remember, the product of a union between human and faery. Thirteen
generations ago, yes, but not necessarily thirteen generations diluted. Have you never seen apainting of a
distant ancestor, and marveled at how histeeth are prominent like your teeth, or how her eyesare
heavy-lidded like your eyes? Each of my twelve male ancestorsin adirect line from the faery has been
blind or color-blind as1 am. | know, whether I'm comfortable with it or not, that itisin me.

Now humans don't normaly breed with faeries. The story of my family's origind union with them goes
likethis. Inthefar north on the borders with Denmark, there lived awedthy man with two sons named
Oswald and Diebalt. The man thought it would be good for his sonsto go out into the wide world and try
their fortune. He gave them each aknapsack with food and gold coinsin it, and waved them off on their
adventure.

The younger son, Diebolt, walked for aday through forest and found alittle cottage in bad repair. The
dense shade alowed only afew stains of sunlight to shine on the rotted panels and abandoned birds
nests. Beyond, in the distance, he could see the turrets of a castle. The sun waslow in the sky and he
wondered if he should stop for the night at the cottage, or make for the castle even if it meant spending a
night in the forest. The choice was taken from his hands when a strange-looking little man—adwarfish
fellow with thin wrinkled arms and atuft of white hair—popped out of the cottage doorway and said, "'|
am old and poor, but you may stay here the night aslong as you give me haf of what'sin your

knapsack.”

Diebolt looked at the dwarf, who wasindeed very old, and at his rundown cottage, and thought, "Why
should | have so much more than this little man? Half the gold and food in my knapsack isahigh price for
anight'srest, but he needsit morethan | do. I'm young and strong.”

So Diebolt agreed. He cameinside and laid out al the food and coins from his knapsack on the table,
divided them carefully in haf, and gave the dwarf his share. Then he set about helping the dwarf prepare
amed, swept the hearth, and fixed aleak in the roof. He became exhausted soon after and the dwarf led
him to awarm, soft bed, where he dept soundly.

The next morning, as he bade the dwarf farewell, the dwarf pulled a shining object out of his pocket and
handed it to Diebolt.

"What'sthis?' Diebolt said, examining the object. It was agleaming red jewel strung on asilver chain.
"It'satoken of my gratitude. Wear it dwaysand it will bring you good fortune."

Diebolt thanked the dwarf warmly and hung the jewel about his neck. Then he hoisted his knapsack on
his back and went on hisway.

Now Diebalt's brother Oswad had been lazy and dow in leaving hisfather's home, and was many hours



behind him. As Diebolt was leaving the dwarf's house, Oswald arrived. He saw the jewd about Diebolt's
neck and said, "Where did you get that beautiful jewe?"

Diebolt explained how he had spent me night with the dwarf (Oswald had spent it at an expensive inn not
far from hisfather's house) and how the dwarf had rewarded him with the jewd.

"Now, if you'll comewith me," Diebolt said, "we can sharein my good fortune and take on the wide
world together."

"No, thank you," Oswald said, for he had another plan, "I'd prefer to travel at my own pace." Then they
waved each other good-bye and went their separate ways.

Oswald eyed the dwarf's house. How could someone in such atumbledown house have such afine
jewe, and if he had one, might he have another? Oswald knocked on the door and the dwarf appeared.

"I would like ajewe like the one you gave my brother," Oswald said.

"I am old and poor, but you may stay here the night aslong as you give me haf of what'sin your
knapsack,” the dwarf said.

Oswald could barely contain hislaughter. Half of what wasin hisknapsack for abed in thishove! Then
he thought of away to trick the dwarf so he agreed.

They went insde and Oswald took from his knapsack oneloaf of bread. "Thisisal | have" he said, "but
you may teke hdf of it.”

The dwarf took the bread gratefully and asked Oswald to sweep the hearth. Oswald thought that
sweeping the hearth was beneath him, so he did it halfheartedly and accidentally spread ashes onto the
floorboards. Then the dwarf asked him to fix aloose window, but he was growing tired from al the
work, S0 he pretended to fix it by stuffing the gap with arag. Then, athough it was only midday, Oswad
said hewastired and where was the bed he had been promised? The dwarf led him to a soft, warm bed
and he spent dl day init, dreaming about the jewd that the dwarf would give him and feding very
pleased with himsdlf.

The next morning, Oswad awoke early and was so impatient for hisjewe that he rose and made alot of
noise to wake the dwarf up.

"I'm going now, little man,” Oswald said. "I know you paid my brother handsomely, and expect the same
courtesy."

"Ah, | see" said the dwarf. "Very well, hold out your hand." And the dwarf handed Oswad ashining
jewd strung on asilver chain. "Thereyou are, it'swhat you deserve.”

Oswad hung it about his neck and set off in the early morning light.

About amile from the cottage, he noticed a strange buzzing noise. He looked around but couldn't see
whereit came from. He took afew stepsfarther, but the buzzing was growing louder. In fact, it seemed
to be coming from under his shirt. He pulled open the front of his shirt and the jewd on the slver chain
was gone. Inits place was apiece of string with afly tiedtoit.

"Argh!" he cried, tearing the string from around his neck and flinging it to the ground.

Thefly dipped the knot and took flight, but not before it darted toward Oswad'sface and, inthe very
voice of the dwarf, said, "Y ou lied and were lazy and greedy. Y ou have received precisely what you



deserved.”

Oswald was so angry that he ssomped through the forest, cursing and bresking branches with rage. He
waked s0 fast that he managed to catch up with Diebolt, who had spent the night in the forest, and was
incensed to see that Diebolt'sjewd gtill hung around his neck.

"How isit possiblethat your jewel hasn't turned into afly?' Oswald demanded.
"What do you mean?"

"The dwarf gave me ajewe too, but because | only shared aloaf of bread with him, and spread the
ashesrather than sweeping them, and fixed the window with an old rag, it turned into afly and flew

away.

"If you lied and were lazy, why would you deserve ajewel 7' Diebolt said. "Come, brother, don't be sad.
I'll share my jewe with you. You seg, it'smagic. Last night when | redlized I'd have to spend the night
herein thefores, | just held the jewel and wished for awarm bed, and one appeared in front of me. In
the morning, when | woke, the bed disappeared again.”

Now Oswad was even more angry. A magic jewel! He didn't want to shareit, he wanted it al to himself.
S0 heraised his staff and hit Diebolt over the head. When Diebolt fdll to the ground, he stole the jewel
and hung it about his own neck, then proceeded on hisway to the castle.

When Oswald arrived at the castle, he was greeted by abeautiful young woman whom he took to bethe
king's daughter.

"Good day, my lady," he said, bowing deeply, "I wish to see the king to show him something wondrous.”
He thought the magic jewd was his opportunity to impress the king and win somefavor.

The king's daughter, whose name was Konstanz, wrung her hands together and said, "Alas, theking is
terribly ill and cannot leave his chamber.”

"Then take meto his chamber and | will demongratethere.”

Princess Konstanz agreed, and led him to the king's chamber. The king wasindeed very ill and pale,
propped up in his bed with many servants around him attending to his every need.

"Father," Princess Kongtanz said, "this young man says he has something wondrous to show you."
"What isit?' sad thekingirritably.

"A magicjewd, gre. Watch." He held out the jewd and said, "'l wish for atable of food.” A moment
later, atable appeared in front of him, laid out with hot bread and jam and pickled fish.

Theking sat up with agtart. "Then you have findly come! It is said that when ayoung man with awishing
jewe arrives a the castle, heisto marry my daughter and conceive this very night ason and heir, who
ghdl beborn beforel die”

Oswald thought himsdlf very lucky to have won the hand of the princess and to have been proclaimed
father to the throne's heir. He imagined he would have avery nicelife indeed under these circumstances
and agreed immediately to a hasty wedding, very eager to partake of the wedding night pleasures. He
didn't think of his brother Diebolt once.

In the meantime, the dwarf, walking through the forest to find firewood, sstumbled across Diebolt lying



unconscious on the ground. He helped him to hisfeet and asked, "What happened to you?'
"My brother hit me and stole the jewel you gave me, and | believe he has goneto the castle.”

The dwarf twisted hislittle face into agrimace and said, "Then | know what has happened, because of
the ancient prophecy associated with the wishing jewe. He must be punished.” Because, of course, the
dwarf was of the faery race, and they are unforgiving and irrational people, among their many other faults.
Hedidn't suggest that Diebolt go to the castle and explain the Situation, but plotted instead hisown

revenge

Knowing that Oswald would, that very night, lie with the king's daughter and produce an heir, the dwarf
summoned up afriend of his, afaery hag, to help him. As evening approached, the faery hag bound and
hid the princess and then took her place in the bed.

When Oswald neared the bedroom with alit taper in his hands, the faery hag caled out, "No, my
husband, put out the light. Let us share our pleasuresin the dark.”

Oswad did what he was told and climbed into bed next to the hag. He touched her bosom and belly,
and thought that her skin was very saggy and thin for abeautiful young princess.

"Princess Kongtanz," he said, "your skinisnot assilky and plump as| imagined it.”
"That is because | waste away with desirein every second you do not kissme," she said.

He was surprised by her being so forward, but complied and kissed her. Her lipsfelt very hard and
whiskery for abeautiful young princess.

"Princess Kongtanz," he said, "your lips are not as smooth and full as| imagined them."
"That isbecause | waste away with desire in every second you do not poke me."

Again hewas surprised by her forwardness, but complied and eased himself on top of her and did inside
her. Shefdt very dry and loose for abeautiful young princess.

"Princess Kongtanz," he said, not quite sure how to phrase his next statement, and trailed off into an
awkward slence.

"What's the matter, my lord? Ismy hole not aswet and tight asyou'd imagined it?"

Heingtantly realized thiswas not his sweet young princess and he tried to pull away, but the hag locked
her bony legs and arms around him, and using some disgusting magic she milked him of his seed over and
over again, for many, many hours, until he finally had none left in him. She cast him aside, and then
jumped out of bed and ran to the king's chamber. By thistime, her somach was dready swelling with the
child of her union with Oswad.

"My King, my King," she said, "see the offspring that young Oswad has brought into the royd line."

With no further warning, she lay upon the ground naked and spread her legs and pushed and pushed until
ahideoudy mutated child emerged and lay shrieking upon the floor.

And that, my friends, was my long-ago tenth greatgrandfather.

| expect you're wondering what happened to them all. The mutant son was large of head and shriveled of
feet and completely blind. The faery hag disappeared as soon as she had birthed him, and the king called
for hisretainersto collect the mutant son and abandon him in the woods. He demanded that Oswald



explain what the faery hag had meant, but Oswad denied any knowledge of the faery hag and had,
indeed, found the bound princess by thistime and threatened her with violence unless she denied it too.
So the king believed that it was nothing but amischievousfaery tae, and alowed Oswald to stay in the
cadle.

Within afew months, it became clear that me prophecy had not come true, and that K onstanz was not
pregnant with ason and heir. The king cursed and swore, demanding to know if the young people had
lain together on their wedding night. They had, they said, and every night since, but till no child was
forthcoming. The king, who was very sick and in pain and just wanted to die, knew he would have no
relief until an heir was born.

Meanwhile, in the forest, the mutant son lay puking and mewling for aday before Diebolt found him and
took pity on him, and decided to raise him as his own dear son. He carried the child back to the dwarf's
cottage, but the dwarf was nowhere to be found. Presuming the dwarf wouldn't mind, he set up alittle
bed for the child and caled him Rudolf.

The dwarf never returned, and Diebolt wondered if perhaps he had died. It seemed very sad to him, as
the dwarf had treated him more kindly than his brother had. Rudolf grew very fast and was remarkably
developed, and although he could not see, he could speak before he was aweek old, and walk within a
month, and was the sze of afull-grown child within ayesr.

On hisfirg birthday, Rudolf asked Diebalt if he could have aspeciad present.
"What isit, my child?' Diebolt replied.
"l would liketo vigit the castle and meet the king."

And because it was the only thing Rudolf had ever asked for, Diebolt agreed that he would take him to
the castle and ask to meet the king.

They walked al day to the castle and when they finally arrived aguard at the gate stopped them and tried
to turn them back.

"No, you can't comein and seethe king," he said. "Nobody sees the king except his daughter.”
"Then let his daughter come down and we shall ask her," Diebolt said, determined to grant Rudolf'swish.

Princess Konstanz came down to greet them. Diebolt had never seen anyone so beautiful, but he didn't
know that her beauty had been marred by the previous terrible twelve months, stack in amarriage with a
man who was crud and whom she didn't love, worried about the avful pain her father wasin, and trying
over and over to conceive a child who would not come. But when she saw Diebolt's face, she felt kindly
toward him.

"My lady," he said, "my son's dearest wish on his birthday isto meet the king."

Princess Konstanz took one look at the poor blind, deformed creature and agreed. "Of course. Comein,
| will take you to his chamber mysdif.”

"I have agtory to tell theking," Rudolf said, excitedly dancing about next to Diebolt as Konstanz led the
way to theking's chamber.

"I'm sure he will delight to hear it," Konstanz replied. A few minutes later, they were standing within the
king's chamber.



"Father, ablind boy wantsto meet you."

Theking sat up. Hewas very weak and gray, and in great pain. He didn't recognize the child, of course,
asit had been anewborn babe just ayear ago when helast saw it.

"What isyour name, child?' the king asked.
"Rudolf," the child answered, "and | have astory to tell you."
"Go ahead, Rudolf," the king said.

Rudolf opened his mouth and told him the whole story about Oswald and Diebolt and the ugly little
dwarf. Theking listened in stunned silence, but Konstanz sobbed al the way through. Then the king
turned to Diebolt and said, "Isthistrue?"

Diebolt replied, "Yes, it is, but you must believe mewhen | tell you that | did not put the child up to this. |
have been happy with my lot inlife.”

The king ordered that Oswad be brought in for questioning, and he denied everything.
"Show methewishing jewd," the king demanded.

Oswald handed it over, giving Diebolt ablack look. The king examined thejewd closdy. "How am | to
tell," he asked, "who isyour rightful owner?'

At that ingtant, the dwarf appeared out of nowhere. "1 am the rightful owner of the jewd, your Mgesty,"
he said, "but asto the story you have heard here today, every word of what the blind child said istrue.”

So the king immediately ordered Oswald's marriage to Konstanz invalid and offered her instead to
Diebolt. They conceived that night an heir to the throne and the king now knew he could die ahappy
man. The king ordered that Rudolf be made aknight of the realm, and he was dso given ahuge area of
land on which was bestowed many gifts from the faerieswho pitied his deformities: diamond minesand
hot springs and magnificent manors, dl of which werethe basis of my family fortune. Rudolf then lived
happily to an old age and had a son with his beautiful wife. We are an unbroken line of only sons.

Asfor Oswdd, wdll, the king was angry and vengeful over his deception and planned afine punishment
for him. Aniron mask in the shape of adonkey's head was cast and bolted over his head. Then his head
was forced inside the roya oven that was used to roast pigs and sheep. The oven wasllit, and hishead
was cooked while hewas il dive. Only, | assureyou, he did not remain dive for long.

And so endsthetale. Not aparticularly happy ending, for despite the great fortune that | still enjoy, it
seemsto methat | have been deprived of something the vaue of which | can only imagine. Color. |

admire form and shape so much, color would have been among my favorite thingsin the world. Instead, |
have only shades of gray.

It issurely not too much to ask for alittle pleasurein its place, evenif that pleasure might seem cruel.

** %

Somehow, they'd all ended up in apunk club in Prenzlauer Berg, very, very drunk for thisearly in the
evening. It hadn't looked like a punk club when they'd followed the half-price spirits sign that afternoon,
but now avery loud band was playing songs to a crowd of mohawks, chains, and dirty tartan.

"Look at these kids," Gerda shouted over the music. "l fed old."



"| fed older," Fabiyan replied.

"Pete seemsto be enjoying himsdf,” Chrigtine said, indicating in front of the tage where Pete jiggled
furioudy tothemusic.

"Is someone keeping an eye on the time?' Gerda asked.

Christine checked her watch. "We've got an hour." They had organized to meet Mandy for alate dinner
nearby. Christine was apprehensive. Every time she had seen Mandy lately he seemed jangled and
desperate, and adways wanted to bring me conversation back to Mayfridh.

Jude returned from the bar and distributed drinks. " Apparently there's going to be twelve bands on
tonight,” he said. "I don't like our chances of getting Pete out of here."

"Hell wear himsdlf out shortly,” Gerda said. She turned to Fabiyan and asked for acigarette, and for a
few moments the two of them were lost in aconversation that Christine couldn't hear.

Chrigtine leaned her head on Jude's shoulder and sipped her drink. It was vodka number six and, as
aways with spirits, the drunkenness was cregping up on her dowly but comprehensively.

Jude touched her hair. "Y ou okay, babe?' he said, closeto her ear.
"I'mdrank."

"Metoo."

"It'sweird without Mayfridh here. | missher."

Jude didn't answer. She sat up straight and looked at him. He waslighting a cigarette. "Do you miss her?”
He shrugged. "Not redly.”

"Didyoulikeher?'

He shrugged again. "Why do you ask?'

"Sometimes I'm worried about her. Y ou know, she disappeared so suddenly.”
"' She probably had her reasons.”

"But what if something bad has happened to her?"

" She strikes me as the sort of woman who can look after hersdlf. It's not as though she was the smartest
or mogt rationa person we ever met, Christine. She probably broke afingernail and was so distraught
that she had to go hometo that wolf guy.”

"Eisengrimm. Hes not aguy, he'sjust awolf."
"Whatever," he said, dragging deeply on hiscigarette.
"Y ou make it sound like he'sawerewolf or something."

"Again, Christine, whatever," he said, hisvoice risng dmost imperceptibly, his hands moving
emphaticaly. "None of it matters anymore because shesgone and it'sdl over.”

But it wasn't dl over, because Chrigtine il had the ball of twine and winter wasn't here yet.



Asthough reading her mind, Jude held up acautionary finger. "I redly don't want you going there."

"I know, | know." Maybe if she just disappeared to Ewigkreisfor an hour or so, just to check if
Mayfridh was there and well and happy. Otherwise, how would Christine ever know if her friend had got
back safely, and hadn't just fallen prey to some accident herein the Real World?

"I mean it, Chrigtine. | don't want to lose you."
"I heard you thefirgt time," she mumbled, turning her shoulder to him.
Hisarms enclosed her waist. "Don't be angry with me," he said softly in her ear.

He turned her to face him and kissed her deeply. His mouth tasted of rum and warm tobacco. God, she
loved him so much.

"Comeon," hesaid, "cheer up. Weve got to put on our happy facesfor dinner with Mandy."

Shedrained her drink. "I'll need more vodka before then."

** %

Christine ended up so drunk that she became paranoid about crossing the road. She checked and
checked and checked that there were no cars coming, afraid to trust her eyes, while the others gestured
and ridiculed her from the other side of the Street.

"Comeon!" Gerdacdled. "WEell bewaiting al night."

Thiswas the fourth intersection she had held them up on. Jude dashed back across the road, put his
hands over her eyes, and waked her across briskly.

"Dont, Jude," shesaid, trying to struggle free. "Y oure drunk.”
"I'm drunk. You're drunk. Weredl drunk."

"But what if you migudge the distance?’

"We're here now."

He uncovered her eyes and they were safely on the pavement. Spirits-drunk. It messed with her head
every time. The world seemed to tilt beneath her. "How far?" she asked.

"Just there," Gerdareplied, pointing out a bustling Indian restaurant ahead of them. Some dinerswere
braving the autumn chill & the outside tables. The insde was cavernous and smelled of rich spices. Inthe
very farthest back corner, Mandy sat at atable set for six, alone, checking hiswatch.

"Arewelae?' Jude whispered guiltily.
"Twenty minutes,” Gerdareplied.

In those few moments before Mandy spotted them, Chrigtine felt astab of pity for him. Sitting lonely in
the restaurant, waiting, watching the time, whilethey were dl getting drunk and laughing a him. But then
he saw' them and stood, and smiled with histiny teeth, and that ineffable loathsomeness of his pushed pity
out of the way.



"Good evening, dl," hesad.
"Sorry we'relate," Gerdareplied, taking the seat at the farthest end of the table.

Chrigtine didn't get to aseat fast enough, and found hersaf sitting next to Mandy. In her drunken State,
the ginger hair sprouting from his palid knuckles became nightmarish. She couldn't Sop staring at it.

"Areyouwdl, Christine?" he asked, leaning close.

She jerked her head up. His eyebrows were the same color asthe hair on his hands, aterrible mismatch
with his dyed and greasy black hair. "I, ah... yeah. Y eah, thanks, I'm well."

"Heard anything from Mirandayet?'
"No." She shook her head, then wished she hadn't because the room kept moving after she stopped.

"If you do hear anything let me know," he said, averting his eyes. Was he embarrassed?"'1'd like to know
how sheis.”

"Yeah, sure,” Christine muttered. "Who do you have to bribe to get a beer around here?!

Mandy kept her close at the crook of hiselbow dl night, leaning toward her, including her in hisasides
from the main conversation. Jude sat diagonally opposite, conversing inaudibly with Gerda and Fabiyan,
leaving Pete—drunken and full of useless satistics—to assst her with Mandy. A combination of
inebriation and eating too much of the most astonishing butter chicken she had ever tasted had |eft
Christine heavy-stomached and queasy, and the beer she was throwing on top of it wasn't helping.

"So you see," Pete was saying asthe plates were cleared, "Berlin is one of the safet citiesin the world.
Y ou want murder, you go to New Orleans.”

"Fascinating, Peter,” Mandy said, leaning back to let the waiter clear his plate. "How do you remember
al thesethings?"

"Therésnothing esein hishead to get in the way!" Gerda shouted from the other end of thetable.
Everyone laughed.

Pete smiled, proud of himself. "I have a photographic memory for numbers. If | seeit once, | remember it
forever."

"Areyou good at math?" Jude asked.

"Yes, | was declared amathematica geniusat age nine" Pete said. "My mum gill hasthe photo of me
from the newspaper. She keeps a scrapbook.”

For some reason, Chrigtine felt stupidly defensive of Jude, who hadn't finished high school. "But geniusis
about more than remembering facts and figures and regurgitating them later, right?" she said.

It seemed everybody turned to look at her, and dl those eyeballs focused on her face made her fed
vulnerable and giddy.

"Of course," Pete conceded quickly.

"S0, you can tell us how many murders have been committed in any city intheworld," Gerdasaid, "but
you can't tel uswhy they were committed.”



"Not at al. | have no ability to understand something that far out of my persona experience.” Pete shook
his heed. "Just before| |eft Austraia, aguy | went to primary school with was charged with murdering his
girlfriend. | couldn't believeit. Nothing about him asachild indicated that that's where he would end up.”

"S0," Gerdasaid, "how does a person get to that point, where suddenly taking another life becomesa
reasonable option?’

Mandy sputtered to life beside Christine. "' Perhaps you don't understand because you have never hated
somebody deeply enough to want them dead.”

Attention turned to Mandy.

"I mean..." he said, hisvoice taking asmoother tone, "that murderers may not see murder asa
reasonable option so much asthe only option.”

"Wadll, | «ill don't get it," Pete said, and then promptly changed the topic. "Hey, are any of you guys
interested in going back to that punk bar?’

They teased him and argued over the rest of the evening's entertainment, but Christing's eyes were drawn
back to Mandy's pale, smadl hands, grasping the water glassin front of him. No mistaking it, hisfingers
were shaking. Talking about murder had agitated him for some reason and, drunk and paranoid as she
was, that agitation unsettled her profoundly.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Morning had nearly broken on the third day of the search for Hexebart. Mayfridh knew that they
wouldn't find her in timefor the parade. Only afew hours remained until she had to descend the dope;
the horses and open carriage were being dressed. Hexebart was nowhere to be found.

Mayfridh sank to the ground benegth atree. In the distance Eisengrimm and three of the roya "guards
combed the Eterna Woods, though their stealth meant she couldn't hear them. She looked up through the
half-bare branches. The sky was pae yellow, the shadows deep around her as dawn gathered itself out
of the ashes of sunset. She missed night, itslong soft darkness and secrets, but at the Winter Castle she
would soon grow sick of it and start longing for the fresh sunshine of spring.

The future, stretching out empty before her. What would Jude be doing while she was at the Winter
Castle? At the Spring and Summer Palaces? She would have no concept of their paralld lives, he would
be entirely forgotten. Perhaps, one morning when she painted on her Redl World eyeliner, she might fed
atwinge of memory: Why is there a trace of

excitement attached to this object? But soon after it would be gone, and the things she'd brought back
with her would fed asthough they had always been with her; eternd, natura, ordinary.

Surely it wasimpossible that her soul could redlly forget his. Surely they were connected aways, far
beneath the swirl and tide of memory and forgetfulness. Would she continue to ache, deep and low under
her ribs, without even knowing what she was aching for? A gust of wind rushed overhead, sending a
shower of leavesrattling down on her. A dry leaf tip grazed her cheek and she closed her eyesand
thought of Jude, of thefed of his hot breath through her clothes and the unutterable melancholy of his
admisson that hewaslonely, that he was sad. And she believed she would understand it dll if she
captured Hexebart and pried Jude's secret from her.



A rustle nearby made her it up and open her eyes. Too large to be a squirrel, too nimble to be a man.
"Eisengrimm?"

"Thereyou are," he said, emerging from the bushes and approaching her.
"Haveyou found her?' she asked glumly.
"Three men are till looking for her, but you and | must return to the castle to prepare for the parade.”

She covered her eyeswith her hands. "Oh no, the parade. | won't have enough blessing spells.
Everybody will hate me."

"Nobody will hate you."

She dropped her hands and met his gaze. "Eisengrimm, some days | don't want to be queen. Some days
| can't stand the officia duties, and the clothes, and the blessings. | just want to be a Real World woman
with ajob in a department store and friends over on the weekend and aman to love.™

Eisengrimm settled on his back legs next to her. " Jude?!

"Yes," shesghed, "Jude. For my entirelife, Eisengrimm, I've been able to get whatever | want. But now,
thething | want most in theworld | can't have.”

"That's because he's not athing, he's aperson. Y ou can't make somebody love you.”
"He doesloveme.”

Eisengrimm remained diplomatically slent. Thefirg rays of sunshine broke over the tops of the trees,
tracing the leaves with glittering gold.

"Thesun," shesaid.
"The parade,” he replied.
Her handswere cold. "I'd like to stay here. Just here.”

"Come, Little May. Timeto be aqueen.”

** %

Halfway down the dope on her decorated carriage, Eisengrimm as Crow perched on her shoulder,
Mayfridh could hear the noise of the crowd in the village below. The autumn festival had begun at dawn.
The town well had been decorated with vines, and music and noisy drinking took placein the street.
Now theroya procession descended from the hill. Mayfridh wore her finest bronze and gold gown, her
crimson hair pinned under a golden scarf. Before her, five black horsestrod proudly; behind her, the
royd guard marched. The sght of hundreds of villagers mingling in the street made her catch her bream
with fear.

"Eisengrimm, they are so many. | haven't enough blessings." She patted her woven bag, woefully thin
under her fingers.

"It matters not if we run out of blessngs," he said closeto her ear. "It only mattersif they know that
Hexebart has escaped. Just tell them you will return to see them individually with blessngsin the next few

days:”



Mayfridh recoiled. "Vigt the villagersindividualy? In their homes?'

"Little May, you are not in aposition to be intolerant. Once we find Hexebart, we will get more spells
and wewill deliver them aswe mugt.”

Mayfridh fell slent. The crowd below roared with laughter and shouts of joy. Music floated up on the
breeze. A group of villagers had seen her and started to chant her name.

"Mayfridh! Mayfridh!”

Eisengrimm took to hiswings and sailed down amongst them, urging them left and right and left, clearing
apath for theroya carriage. The music grew louder and some folk had started singing. Most of them
were dready drunk. The Queen began to wave, mustering her most dazzling smile. The crowd cheered.
Moments later, she was among them.

"Your Mgesty! Your Mgesty!" they cdled, individudly trying to catch her attention.
"A blessng for my home, Queen Mayfridn!" Crowding in on the lft.
"A blessing for the harvest, Queen Mayfridh!" Pushing on theright.

"A blessing for my sick mother, Queen Mayfridh!™ All around her, pressing in on the carriage,
supplicating faces and hands outstretched. | solating anxiety and dread londliness. they al wanted
something from her, and cared nothing for her own wants. She reached into the bag and produced a

.

"A blessing for you!" she called, blowing on the golden bal and watching it float and disappear like a
bubble over afarmer's head.

"Thank you, my Queen, thank you!"

Y oung girls were showering her with colored leaves, collected at the turn of the season, red and gold and
russet brown.

"Queen Mayfridh," one of them called, "the leaved™

Mayfridh gritted her teeth. It would waste aspell, but the young ones expected it. Shethrew aspell in the
arr, it exploded overhead, and suddenly the leaves cast above her turned to glittering foil, dazzling down
on her in the danted sun. A cheer arose from the crowd. They pressed in on her, demanding their
blessings, as Eisengrimm ducked and glided overhead. A tdl, lean man thrust his pregnant wifein front of
him. "A blessing for our unborn child!" he called. She obliged. Othersjoined the chorus. She reached into
the bag over and over, fingersfinaly closing on thelast spell.

"Herel" shecried, flinging it into the crowd. A well-being spell, to relax everyone there. She ordered the
carriage to stop, and stood, shaking the colored foil leaves from her clothes,

"I shal return and call upon you individually within aweek," she announced, "to hear your casesand give
out the blessings you need.”

The villagers applauded, asmall child cdled out, "All love to you, Queen Mayfridh." For amoment,
amiling in the sunshine, Mayfridh believed al would be well. Then an unshaven, crook-eyed man stepped
infront of the carriage, hisarm tight around awhite-haired, gray-faced woman.

"A blessing for my mother, Queen Mayfridh,” he said, acrue smirk on hisface. "Sheisvery ill."



Mayfridh's smile froze on her face. "1 have said | will return to you persondly, perhaps even tomorrow.”
"She may not live until tomorrow,” he said.

Mayfridh glanced at the old woman. She looked ill, but not near death. In fact, she shared thegleamin
her son's eye. What was this about?

"I'm sorry," Mayfridh said. Eisengrimm cameto rest on her shoulder. "I have no more blessings today,
but tomorrow—"

"Then go to Hexebart tonight. Go to her now. We shal wait for you."

The crowd had grown silent around him. One person murmured, "L eave her be. Shell do asshe
pleases.”

"I do not wish to return to Hexebart today," she said, garnering her queenly demeanor, "and | am not in
the habit of taking orders from villagers. Y our mother will be well until tomorrow. Now step aside so my

carriage may pass.”

"Isit true, my Queen,” the crook-eyed man said, not yielding his position, "that Hexebart has been
accidentaly set free?”

A collective gasp moved through the crowd. Mayfridh felt Eisengrimm's clawstighten on her shoulder.
One of the royd guards moved forward and accosted the man, forcing him off the path. But it wastoo
late, the question had been asked.

"Isit true?" another man caled, anxiety keenin hisvoice. "Istheroya magic no longer under your
control?"'

"Tdl them," Eisengrimm whispered in her ear, "only make it sound as though you are not concerned.”

"Thereissometruth in that rumor,” Mayfridh said, hoping her voice wasn't shaking as much as her knees
were. "Hexebart has escaped, but we expect to find her before the end of the day and then the royal

magicwill—"

"The magic isgone?" apanicked voice cried.
"Wewon't have blessings for the season!”

"Will we be safe to move to me Winter Castle?"
"How can this have happened?’

Such a hubbub of angry and anxious voices ensued that Mayfridh had to press her hands over her ears.
Eisengrimm hopped from her shoulder, transforming to Wolf and coming to land near her feet.

"Hear me!" he cried. Then when the noise continued, "Hear me! Hear me, dl of you!"
The crowd quietened.

"Hexebart isnot logt," he said, hisrich voiceringing clearly on the crisp air. "Weknow where sheisand
we are Smply waiting for the right moment to gpprehend her. She will be back safely in our custody
before the sun risesagain. | promiseyou.”

Disgpproving murmurs circulated.



"Now we return to the castle. Y ou will hear from us, within days, with your blessings. Do not concern
yourselves. Y our queen isgood and your queen iswise. Shewill not disgppoint you." With that,
Eisengrimm gave the order for the carriage to turn, and moments later it was rattling back up the dopeto
the castle. The crowd dispersed with angry whispers and pale faces.

"What shdl we do?' Mayfridh sobbed. ™Y ou have made them a promise we may not be able to keep.”
"Weshdl keepit," Eisengrimm said through gritted teeth. "1 shal make sure of it."
"How?We've dready searched for her for days."

"I do not trust the roya guard to find her. They are not keen enough hunters. They make too much noise
and they cannot follow a scent. | can be afox, the stedlthiest of hunters. | will go out there by mysdlf."

"But how will you capture her? She's strong and unpredictable. Y ou need their help.”

"I need not remain afox, Mayfridh." Eisengrimm glanced away, hisydlow eyes narrowing againg the
light. "I've not yet met awitch who isany match for abear.”

Hexebart is snakes-in-the-blood angry. These hands are still twisted and tied and ouch! she saws
and saws at the edge of the broken tree, and the ropes holdfast. Nasty little dog! He knew how
clever Hexebart was, and he had them tied and tied and tied again.

One part of the rope breaks, another knot holds it firm. Hexebart is hungry—she eats leaves and
drinks dewdrops, but Hexebart wants to taste that Real World food that is hot and saucy and salty
and goes on a plate. Her guts squeeze tight just thinking of it. She saws her ropes on the tree
trunk again.

Back and forth, back and forth,
To the south and to the north,
Forth and back, forth and back,
Drown old dog's breath in a sack.

Hexebart won't give up. They'll never find her. She can hear them stomping past like elephants,
thinking that they're quiet. Thud, thud, stomp, stomp, shhhh. It will take a wilier hunter than that
to catch Hexebart. She's had enough of Ewigkreis.

It was once so different and Hexebart sighs. Once, she loved Queen Liesebet who was soft and
pale and pretty, and how she misses Queen Liesebet! Hexebart begged Queen Liesebet not to take
the little changeling redhead. Hexebart even offered Queen Liesebet her own daughter. But Queen
Liesebet wanted a pretty child; that was all she cared about. How Hexebart wishes Queen
Liesebet was still here. Then Hexebart would be living in a warm chamber and eating red soup
and bread with butter, and not freezing outside in a tree trunk with her hands twisty-tied. How
Hexebart hates the little princess for disposing of her parents and taking over. And how Hexebart
hates hates hates that nobody el se suspects Mayfridh of anything wicked.

It's not fair. Hexebart saws at the ropes again. Something gives, but another knot holds her. Not
fair, not fair, not fair. Hexebart despairs, Hexebart is very, very hungry.



* %%

Mayfridh and Eisengrimm waited until the afternoon drew long and shadowy before approaching the
Eternd Woods done.

"Y ou should return to the castle,” Eisengrimm said as Mayfridh sat herself againgt atree.

"I want to be herefor you. You'l bein pain." When Eisengrimm changed to Bear the pressure on his
joints and organs would bruise him for weeks. "Besides, | want to see Hexebart dragged out of the wood
by abear, with my own eyes."

"Youmus bedlent.”

"l won't moveahair. I'll bresthe like amouse."

"Shélll hear amouse. Breathe quieter than amouse.”

"I have magic |eft in my hands. I'll work aslent glamour.”

"Good. Good." Hiswolf eyesflicked right and left. He was nervous. "Now, | haven't changed to Bear for
many years. I'll take amoment here, where I'm safe, to practice.”

"Go on." Mayfridh smoothed her blue skirt—one of her Real World favorites—over her knees and
tucked her feet beneath her.

Eisengrimm took a breath, then pushed up on to hishind legs. With an awful creaking noise, like the
sound of joints under strain, hisgray fur shimmered brown and his body began to grow. In an eyeblink, a
large bear stood before her. Eisengrimm let out asigh of pain.

"Dear friend,” Mayfridh said, climbing to her fet, "doesit hurt terribly?*

He came down on all fours and grunted. "Y es, but | can endure it for long enough to catch the witch."
"Stand again, Eisengrimm,” she said, gazing with wonder at his new shape.

Hereared on his back legs again, balanced steadily.

She spread her arms. "'In this shape | can hold you, amost asif you were aman,” she said, moving to
embrace him.

"Dont, Mayfridh," hesad.

"Surdly it won't hurt to hug you," sheindsted, diding her amsaround hismiddle. "Go on, you can hold
metoo."

A reluctant pair of Bear asams encircled her waist. She snuggled againgt hiswarm, large chest. Twilight
shadows moved over them in the breeze and adim ray of sunshine glinted on hisfur. She breamed in
deep and sighed. For thefirst timein years, shefet she had found safe haven.

"It'swonderful to hold you," she breathed.

Hedid not reply. The rhythm of me wood around her pulsed in her veins: the creaking of tree branches,
the flutter of leaves, thelift and gtir of the debris beneath them. His heart beat a steady cadence. She
remembered asong from her childhood and hummed afew bars, fitting it to the pulse around her.
Eisengrimm's arms tightened, one of his paws pressed into her back. She sang afew lines out loud, then



laughed.
"Come, Eisengrimm,” she said, stepping back and taking his Bear pawsin her hands. "L et us dance.”

Hetore his paws away and returned to the ground, shaking off Bear and shrinking down to Fox. "I
haven't time, Mayfridh," he said gruffly.

Mayfridh pouted, but didn't protest. Perhaps the pain had made him irritable. "Very wdl," she said,
resuming her position under thetree. "1 shdl wait here for you, as silent as magic can make me, and relish
seeing you drag the hag screaming from thewood."

"I won't fail you," he said. Wasthat a catch in his voice? Eisengrimm was very moody this afternoon.
"| don't doubt you, old friend," she said.
He dunk off into the woods and disappeared from sight.

She listened hard, but he was perfectly silent. With the magic left in her hands, she worked asilent
glamour, so that none of her movements would cause the tiniest noise for Hexebart to hear. She leaned
her head against the tree and waited.

Mayfridh wondered what Jude was doing at this moment. And Christinetoo. And Diana. The Redl
World continued without her. Did they think about her at dl?

She sighed, but the silent glamour ensured that no sound emerged. Of course they thought about her.
Judewasin love with her, she knew that. Dianawould be grieving, having lost her again. Chrigtine would
beworried... But then, if she wasworried, why not come through to Ewigkreisto check on her?
Mayfridh suspected that Christine was frightened to do so.

Perhapsit was better if Mayfridh didn't see Christine again. She felt tears prick at her eyes. To lose such
adear friend twice was cardess. But how could Mayfridh look at Christine knowing that Jude's heart
was errant? Mayfridh closed her eyes. Come, winter. Come, forgetfulness. Life would be bearable and
sane again, soon. All of these people would dip from her mind, and things would be asthey aways had
been, and Mayfridh would be oblivious to the emptiness that created insde her.

A shriek, degp in the woods. Mayfridh sat up with astart, her eyes flying open. Was it Hexebart? Had
he found her dready?

Far away, coming back to her on the breeze, she heard a stream of broken abuse. "Dog-chops. .. bail
you dive... Princess Putrid..." Oh yes, he had caught Hexebart.

Mayfridh stood, heart thumping. Not smply because Hexebart had been caught and the royal magic was
safe, but because once that dungeon door shut behind her, Hexebart had to tell.

Thumping and crashing through the woods they came, closer and closer, until Eisengrimm emerged, his
Bear arms clamped around Hexebart, who hung upside down and wriggled and squirmed and shrieked.

"Let mego, pig's breath,” she screamed, her white hair flying as she struggled againgt him. Then when she
saw Mayfridh waiting, she began to spit and curse al the more, her face turning deep red. " Changeling!
Cuckoo! Nothing but aturd with acrown.”

"Well done, Eisengrimm,” Mayfridh said.

"L et us get her to the dungeon quickly,” Eisengrimm replied. Hisvoice was strained, betraying the effort



of maintaining Bear solong.

"Gladly." Mayfridh hurried dong behind him as he loped unevenly through trees, skirting the village. He
leaned |eft, then right, clutching Hexebart soundly around the thighs. Hexebart screamed and cried the
wholeway, but ran out of steam as they agpproached the dope to the castle. Mayfridh knew Eisengrimm
must be growing tired and sore, but he kept his steps quick, bringing Hexebart to the dungeon only ten
minutes after dragging her out of theforest.

"There," he cried, throwing Hexebart to the floor and damming the door behind her. Mayfridh pressed in
with the key, only breathing freely when she heard the lock clunk into place. When she turned around,
Eisengrimm huddled, afox, againgt thewall behind her.

"Eisengrimm?'
"I'm so very sore, Mayfridh." He hunched his shoulders up and shivered.

Mayfridh's heart clutched. "Come, you poor fellow. I'll take you to my bedroom and feed you treats until
you fed better." She glanced over her shoulder at Hexebart, whose dark eyes gleamed deep in the
dungeon. The witch was under oath; Mayfridh could ask her right thisinstant for Jude's secret and she
hed to giveit. Y et how could she when Eisengrimm was o ill and needed her attention?

And how could she when Eisengrimm waswell again? After thislast disaster, hewould never leave her
aonewith Hexebart again.

Something soft brushed againgt her ankle. She looked down. Eisengrimm sat on the edge of her foot.
"I've got you," she said, scooping him up in her arms.

Hewinced. "Mayfridh, be—"

“I'll begentle."”

She cradled him carefully againgt her chest and left Hexebart behind.

"Will you be back?' Hexebart cdled. "I have something to tell you.”

Mayfridh stedled hersdlf and didn't answer. In afew days, Eisengrimm would be feding better. He would
be well enough to make atrip to the Real World for her, long enough to check on those she had | eft
behind.

Long enough to leave her afew hours aone with Hexebart.

***

Work had been hellishly busy, thetrain hellishly crowded, and Christine ached dl over by thetime she
turned into VVogelwald-Allee. She hoped that Jude hadn't drunk al the beer in the house already. He was
struggling with some immense crestive issue that she knew she couldn't hope to understand. He spent
hoursin his studio painting savage dashes of dark color asthough he hoped to damage the canvas with
them, asthough art were physicd instead of mental. Four afternoonsin arow he had been back upstairs
by four, drinking and chain-smoking and clicking his tongue and tapping hisfingers. She hadn't probed
him. He went through this periodicaly, and preferred it if shelet him sink into it for afew weeks. He
awaysresurfaced eventudly.

Christine had her keysin her hand, ready to try the lock, when aflash of red caught the corner of her



eye. She glanced to her right. Something moved among the long grass growing around the scorm drain. A
dogoracator...

A small fox-shaped head peered out.
"Eisengrimm?'

He ducked into cover again. She hurried over. It must be Eisengrimm; surely foxes weren't running loose
in the city. She crouched next to the gutter inlet and looked inside.

"Eisengrimm, isthat you? Come out.”

He dunk forward. "Hello, Chrigtine."

"You didn't come dl theway down from the Tiergarten like that?"

"I flew down as Crow. But I'm a bit sore for such asmall shape so—"

"Sore? Here, follow meinto the trees." Sheindicated the overgrown parkland that tangled around the
end of the Strest.

"Can you cary me?"

Chrigtine was surprised, but picked Eisengrimm up without questioning him. She carried him severd
yardsinto the trees and placed him carefully in the grass, Sitting cross-legged next to him. He winced as
he sat.

"Youreinpan."

"I became abear not two days padt. It bruises every inch of me."

"Then why are you here?'

"Mayfridh sent me."

"Even though you'rein pain?'

"Sheingsted. She'sworried about you."

"More than she'sworried about you?'

Eisengrimm sighed and leaned his snout on hispaws. "1 don't mind. Shewas very agitated.”
"Isthere anything | can do for you?'

"No. Only time can help. I'll befinein aweek or 0."

She stroked his nose gently. "I'm glad Mayfridh's been worried about me. |'ve been worried about her."
"She wanted meto let you know she'swell. She wanted to know if you were aso well."
"I'm fine. Why did she go so suddenly?"

"Urgent matters a home."

"Redlly? None of ussaid or did anything to offend her or upset her? Or frighten her?' Shewasthinking



about Mandy now; Mandy with his strange habits and locked attic.
"No, no. Sheisthe queen, and she has duties.”

"l getit. I'm glad she's okay."

" She wanted me to ask, too, about her other friends."

"They'redl fine"

"And Jude?"

"He's okay, but he's having some artistic dilemma. Keegps muttering about how nobody understands him.”
She laughed. "He's like a teenager sometimes.”

"And her mother?'

"Dianasfrantic, but | can phone her and tell her that Mayfridh's okay. Is she coming back?*

"I don't know," he said. " She hasn't decided. Are you coming back to Ewigkreis?'

Christine glanced into the trees. She could hear atrain speed past in the distance. "1 don't know ether.”
"Shewould loveto seeyou again. Before..."

"Before winter? Before she forgets about me forever?'

"Wes"

"I'd liketo see her too." She met Eisengrimm's eyes again. "Will you forget metoo?"

"Yes I'mafrad so."

Christine shrugged. "1 won't disappear, you know. Just because you don't remember me doesn't mean |
won't be herelivingmy life" She knew that Eisengrimm aready understood that, but some nameless fear
made her say it anyway, asthough saying it made her more concrete, lesslikely to disappear into a
crack.

Eisengrimm didn't answer. He stood and gingerly shook himsdlf. "I must return. I've grown very tired.”
"Tel her | missher.”

"I will."

"And | missyou too," she said, rubbing his ears. She uncrossed her legs and stood.

Eisengrimm transformed to Crow, and fluttered up to perch on her shoulder. She made her way out of
the park and back onto the street.

"I hope you'refeding better quickly," she said, gently touching hisfeathered chest.
"Come and see us again, soon,” he said. "Mayfridh would love you to visit.”
"It'ssafe?!

"Perfectly. For at least afew more weeks."



"I'll think about it, then."

He spread hiswings and took to the sky. She watched him whedl above her, then disappear from sight.
When she turned her attention back to the hotel, she saw Mandy standing on the front step staring at her.

"Hi, Mandy," she said, trying to sound casud. Had he seen her talking to me crow?

"Good afternoon, Chrigtine." He hurried insde without another word, and Christine felt her ribs contract
He seemed agitated, but then, he was often agitated. Usudly more talkative, dwayswanting to chat with
her about her day, about whether or not "Miranda"' was coming back.

She glanced up at the sky again, but Eisengrimm was long gone. Hopefully he was nearly back at the
Tiergarten, nearly home where he could rest his aching body. She locked the front door of the building
behind her.

Upstairs, she heard Mandy's hasty footsteps and the squeak-thump of his apartment door. Almost as
though he were running away.

Hexebart will kill someone. Hexebart will kill them all.
At least her hands are free now. At least she's warm again.

But, oh! the Real World still beckons Hexebart. She smooths the blue fabric between her fingers. A
tiny, tiny scrap of Real World from the bottom of Princess Putrid's skirt. Hexebart found it
hanging in the doorframe. Hexebart has sharp eyes and never misses a clue.

Hexebart is supposed to be weaving the winter blessings, but takes a moment to enjoy the blue
scrap. Pulls a thread, weaves a spell. The ugly changeling bought thisin a shop. Bright lights and
warm air. Hexebart screws her eyes tight and thinks tight. Hmm. The ugly changeling didn't buy
thisat all, someone bought it for her. Somebody she loves in the Real World. Think tighter, think
tighter.

Her mother!

Hexebart is confused a moment, and tears prick her eyes. Hope swells and falls. But no, not
Liesebet. Liesebet is gone. This mother isn't a faery mother, thisis a stupid skinny sad human
mother. Hexebart flings the spell into a corner of the dungeon. Supid skinny sad human mother.
Liesebet is gone.

If Hexebart ever makes it to the Real World, Hexebart will find this human mother and feed her
burning coals. Hexebart will find every one of Mayfridh's human friends and hurt them all.

Hexebart's heart is clutched by sadness. The dungeon is locked up tight; she knows she will never
leave.

She weaves more spells, her fingers splitting and bleeding. The changeling princess will come soon
to hear the awful secret. Hexebart knows this because she can smell that dog-chopsis not at the
Autumn Castle. Mayfridh is afraid of the dog's opinion. Ha! Some queen! Hexebart can't

under stand why the ugly queen cares so much about those Real World people, but Hexebart shines
with warm happiness inside that the secret will hurt her. Even if she weren't under magical oath,
Hexebart would tell. Hexebart relishes hurting her.



What's that? What's that?

Footsteps, footsteps. Here she comes.

from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.

My hands are amost shaking too much to write. Did | realy seewhat | think | saw? Hear what | think |
heard?

Imagineif you will, dear reader, the pale ky of twilight, streaked with gray clouds. The outlines of the
trees, their few last sad Sick leaves clinging in aNovember breeze. A pae, thin woman of indeterminate
atractivenessin acoat and scarf, with ablack crow perched on her shoulder.

Then imagine that, made curious by this sght, you shuffle afew paces past your front door to ensure
you'reredly seeingit. A crow?1'd seen Christine Starlight concerning hersalf with a crow once before,
only that time she had been unnerved, complaining of it following her home. Nothing had excited me on
that occasion. She had seemed just agirl with asilly neurosis about birds.

But today, as | shuffled afew paces past my front door to ensure | wasredly seeing it, voices came
softly to me on the breeze. One, Chrigtine Starlight. Asking after his hedth. | had nearly laughed.
Chrigtinetaking to acrow.

But then. Another voice. The crow'svoice. "Come and see usagain... Mayfridh would love you to
vigt." Therest of the conversation was, for me, inaudible for the rushing of excited blood in my heed.

Firdt, crows don't gpeak. Unless they're animated by some magic. And the only magic | know truly exists
isfaery magic.

Second, hisinvitation to visit means one searing, indisputable truth. Christine has a passage. "Come and
seeusagan.” Cometo faeryland again asyou havein the past It explainsthe odd faery smdll that |
thought | had mistakenly detected on her. It dso meansthat she knows precisaly where Miranda—or
Mayfridh asis her real name—has gone, and that's why she hasn't displayed the dightest furrow of
concernin al thelong exchanges where I've questioned her.

A passage. | gpologizefor dl the emphasis, but | don't believe | have ever been more excited in my life.
Let me spdl it out Faeriesin unlimited supply. Faery bones in unlimited supply. All waiting for me,
unsuspecting, on the other side of the passage.

And then, my heart trembles like the heart of aman who has seen thereis only one placein the lifeboat
and the rest of the crowds on the Titanic block hisway. It might slip beyond my reach. | need to find
Chrigtinés method of passage, and if | can't, then thisbrilliant imagining will remain forever animagining.
Thereisno point in searching her gpartment. She could be conjuring the passage with a button or apin,
or any number of ordinary-looking objects. Instead, | will follow and watch her closely. Her exchange
with the crow leads me to believe she may attempt a passage soon. Please let it be soon. Thisshipis
anking.

* k%

Mayfridh made her way down the dimly lit corridors of the dungeon. Only two or three lanterns burned
between each gate, the flames reflections sucked up by the black walls. Her heart was afrightened bird.



Or an excited bird. Or both. She would soon be a one with Hexebart, and the magical oath would be
collected.

She fumbled with the gate; it squeaked open. In the distance, she could hear Hexebart laughing.
"What are you laughing about, hag?' Mayfridh cdled.

"l know something you don't know," Hexebart replied, her voice faint and far away.

Y es, but not for long. Not for long.

She advanced up through the other gates, watching her step on the doping, uneven ground. She didn't
have much time. Eisengrimm would return soon. He had been in so much pain when she sent him through
that sheld dmost cried with guilt; but his errand was quick and smple, and when he returned she would
be upstairs waiting with soothing balmsto rub into his joints and magic spellsto ease hispain.

Mayfridh rounded the last bend and stood in front of Hexebart's cell.
"Well, witch," she said, "you are under an oath to tell me Jude's secret.”

Hexebart moved closeto the barsin the window of the door. "I'll gladly tdll,” she said, her eyes gleaming
dimly inthedark. "Gladly."

Mayfridh's pulse thudded in her ears. She steeled hersdlf in case it was bad news. "Go on then.”

"Put your ear closeto the bars, my Queen,” Hexebart whispered. " Such a secret should only betoldina

Mayfridh warily moved close to the door and leaned her ear against the window. She could fedl
Hexebart's breath close to her hair. The witch inhaed, and then shrieked loudly, directly into Mayfridh's
ear.

Mayfridh jumped back, clapping her hand to the side of her head. Hexebart was cackling and her ear
was ringing, and she burned with anger. Before she could protest or lash out, Hexebart said something
utterly shocking and Mayfridh was stunned into silence. The words were so astonishing that, for a
moment, Mayfridh could bardly make sense of them.

"What?' she gasped. "What did you say?'

Hexebart smiled her crooked smile. "Y ou heard me," she said. "Jude killed Chrigting's parents.”

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

"There's someone out front to see you." Christine looked up. Natdie, the afternoon casud, stood in the
door to the storeroom, indicating over her shoulder to the front counter.

"It'snot that South African guy again, isit?" Christine asked, placing aside the pile of books on her 1ap.
The one who had first come in back in September and probed her about the car accident. Hed returned
today to pick up abook, asking after her. She'd avoided him so far, and now, ten minutes before
knock-off time, she had no intention of answering to his ghoulish curiosity. Not today; two bad nights of
deepinarow, adull throbbing growing sharper by the hour, the growing cold easing wicked fingersinto



her back. She predicted the blue tablets by the end of the week. Just getting through the day was an
ordeal. And the aching had no knock-off time; it would come home with her.

"No, it'sagirl. A woman. Redly amazing hair."

Christine rose gingerly and a second later spotted her friend browsing between two bookshelves.
"Mayfridh!"

Mayfridh turned. Her smile didn't makeit al the way to her eyes. Still, she advanced and held out her
ams, enclosed Chrigtinein ahug.

"I wasworried about you," Chrigtine said againgt her hair.
"Metoo. About you." Mayfridh stood back.

"What'swrong?"

"Nothing'swrong,” Mayfridh said, and thistime her smile worked.

"You can't fool me," Christine said. "Y ou look tense." Shetilted her head to the Sde, examining
Mayfridh'sface. "And kind of pae. Areyou sck?'

Mayfridh shook her head and sighed. "A few problems back home with Hexebart, with the villagers. It
was hard to get away at al.”

"I'm glad you came. Areyou staying long?"
"I don't... look, | came to speak to you about something. Can we go somewhere?’

Chrigtine glanced around the shop: Tuesday-afternoon quiet. "I'm sure nobody will mind if | leave alittle
early. Wait here." She went back to the storeroom to explain her early departure to Natalie and to collect
her purse and coat. A few moments later, she and Mayfridh were heading up to Zoo Station.

"A bit dower," Chrigtine said, unable to match Mayfridn's agitated pace.
"Youreinpan."

Chrigtine waved adismissive hand. "So what do you need to talk to me about?"
"Eisengrimm said you were concerned about traveling back to our world."

"Wdll, Judeis concerned more than me. But, yes, when you disappeared so suddenly | thought that
winter had aready come.”

Mayfridh plunged her handsinto the pockets of her long blue coat. "No. Infact, it's il at least amonth
away. It's been warm; the trees are shedding quite dowly."

"Still, Jude said that—"
"Jude doesn't have to experience your pain,” Mayfridh said firmly.
Christine was puzzled. Mayfridh had never said abad word about Jude before. "No, that's right.”

"I didn't mean to be rude," Mayfridh continued. ™Y ou have amonth I€ft. In that time, you can be without
auffering. Then you havetherest of your lifeto spend with it. Go. Go to Ewigkreis. Enjoy it. Eisengrimm
will look &fter you."



"Eisengrimm? Not you?' They stopped to wait for traffic lights.
Mayfridh smiled, turned her pamsup. "I need to see my mother.”
"Y our mother's been frantic. Shelll be glad you're back.”

The lights changed and they crossed the road, fought their way through swelling Christmas crowds on
Kurfurstendamm.

"Sowill you go?' Mayfridh asked.
"I'll talk to Jude and—"

Mayfridh was dready shaking her head. "No, no, no. Hell talk you out of it again. Trust meonthis.
Trugt me." Mayfridh took her hand. "Go. Y ou must have missed it.”

"Go now. Look at you... you're hobbling likeacripple. You'rein terrible pain.”

Chrigtine bit her lip. Ingtant relief; no blue tablets.

"I'll explain to Jude. I'll reassure him." Mayfridh was intense. It was suspicious, but also persuasive.
"Why are you so concerned that | go?' Christine asked.

"Because| care,” Mayfridh sad smply. "l care agreat ded, and genuindly. You sill carry thetwine
around with you?'

Chrigtine patted her purse. "Y eah, it'sright here."
"Then what's opping you?"

Christine took a deep breath. Eisengrimm and the beautiful woods, and that gorgeous, free, floating
feding of being normal and whole. Oh, shed missed it, al right. Sheld missed it for thirteen years. She
shrugged, offered Mayfridh asmile. "Nothing's stopping me, | guess.”

* %%
Sometimes, since Hexebart had spoken that horrible sentence, Mayfridh had fdlt like her body might be

shaking to pieces. Starting dowly, deep insde, with a shuddering ache of disbelief, then disgppointment,
then disavowd.

It smply could not betrue.

Y et, Hexebart had sworn it under magical oath. Again and again, she had repeated the same sentence.
Jude killed Christine's parents. How could it be true? How could such afact exist in the world without
angesweeping? If it weretrue—

It can't betrue.

—then why was he with her? How could he pretend in every moment that he had nothing to do with the
accident?

Mayfridh still had the key to Gerda's apartment, the key to the front door of the hotel. Shelet hersdlf in,
checked nobody had heard or seen her. No Mandy in the gallery. She crept up the stairs. Only one way
existed to know if the awful thing weretrue: to ask Jude. To hear it directly from histraitorouslips.



She knocked on the door to the gpartment. Thiswasthe real reason she had urged Christine o strongly
to leave for Ewigkreis. The winter blessings had been distributed and a celebration would take place that
evening in the village. She had asked Eisengrimm to take Chrigtine down the dope, to fill her full of wine
and firdight and dancing, to keep her there aslong as he could; long enough to dig for the truth behind
those horrible words.

Jude killed Christine's parents.

She raised her hand, ready to knock again. Footstepsinside. Then the door swung inward.

Helooked at her, speechless.

"Hdlo, Jude," shesad. "Can | comein?'

"l..." He had atowd wrapped around hiswaist. His hair was damp. "1 wasin the shower."

"I'll wait for you to finish. | need to spesk to you."

His eyes darted about nervoudy, but helet her in. " Chrigtine will be home any minute," he said.

"No, she'sgoneto Ewigkreis, she's... look, just go and get dressed. It'simportant that | speak to you."”
He narrowed hiseyes. "What's this about? Did you tell her to go?”'

"Please. Get dressed. | don't want to have this conversation with you in atowel.”

He still 1ooked dubious, but backed away toward the bathroom. Mayfridh sat down heavily at the
kitchen table, closed her eyes, and saw historso again. Damp, warm, smooth. Desire lurched through
her. He was back amoment later, dressed in jeans and ablack T-shirt.

"Okay," Jude said, standing in front of her, armsfolded. He looked defiant; like ayoung boy. "What's all
this about?'

Mayfridh swalowed, her mouth dry. There was no other way to ask. "Did you kill Chrigting's parents?”
she managed, her voice squeezed tight and flat.

She saw the blood drain from hisface. He was ashen in an instant. His hand reached for the back of a
chair, then hefdl into it. Thud.

Mayfridh felt aviolent trembling in her legs. "Jude?" she asked. To hear it from Hexebart was one thing;
to see him likethiswasterrifying her.

"Please," he said, hisvoicelittle more than ahoarse gasp, "please, don't tell Chrigtine.”

* %%

Chrigtine had to wait afew minutes for agroup of rowdy school children to go by. When their criesdied
off in the distance, she sank into the shadows of the em, the ball of twine clutched in her right hand. A
shiver. Y es, shewas nervous. Understandable, redlly. For weeks she had stopped herself from
performing this act, convinced she would become lost somewherein the swirl of faerylandsforever.

She checked around her once more. She thought she saw adark shape dive off the path, but when she
peered among the trees she could see no other movement. A bird? Or the shadow cast by a shower of
leaves, shivering off branches under the persuasion of acold draft? Thirty seconds, forty... no further
movement. She was safe.



Christine opened her fingers and released the twine.

* %%

The horror subsided, leaving only disbelief. Mayfridh noticed that somehow he was managing to make
coffee for mem both. How could he make coffee as though today were an ordinary day? But then, she
redlized, he'd been pretending things were ordinary for along time now. He had been making coffee for
Chrigtinefor four years, dl the time knowing. All thetime remembering.

He came to the sofa and placed the coffeein front of her, sitting opposite. His hand shook. The coffee
splashed, made a puddie on the table.

"Il clean that later," he said, thinking aoud.

Shetook up her cup to give herself something to do with her hands. ™Y ou haveto tell me everything,” she
sad.

"l know." He closed his eyes a second. When he opened them, he wouldn't meet her gaze. "'Y ou must be
thinking... | mean, | know what you're thinking, but whatever your opinion of meisright now, it can
never be aslow asmy opinion of mysdf. Never."

"Jugt explain it to mefrom the beginning,” Mayfridh said, growing impatient.

He sighed. "So smple and yet so complicated,” he said. "It started when | was born, | guess. | was
christened Julian Brown. My father left, my mother died, | wasraised by an uncle who drank and didn't
care about me. | wasawaysin trouble. | stole things, | wrecked things, | got into fights, | flunked every
year of schoal. | ran away from him at twelve, lived in eight different foster homes, squatted in old
warehouses, spent four monthsliving in adeeping bag under abridgein Cdifornia... Thisisn't to make
you fed sorry for me."

"Goon." Shedid fed sorry for him.

"Okay, fast-forward to November 1989. I'm fifteen. | stedl acar. | driveit al the way across country to
New York. I'm planning to sl it, right? To get some money to set me up inanew city. I'mdriving it
through atunnel when | lose concentration for a second and—BANG! | hit someone. | stop. | look in the
rearview mirror. The car behind meisatota mess, mashed against thewall. | freak out. | drive avay."
He dropped his head. His fingers were spread out over hisknees. "'l drove away."

"That wasthe accident that... 7"

He nodded. "If it had been anyone ese in that car, maybe they wouldn't have found me. But it was Alfa
and Finn Starlight. Everyone wanted blood. They traced the wreck of the car that I'd sold for parts,
hunted me down. Found a scared kid, someone they couldn't even namein the press. | went to juvenile
detention, was released two years later.”

Mayfridh didn't know what to say, so said nothing. She placed her coffee cup on the table, waited for
him to continue.

Jude lifted hishead and met her gaze with an attempt at asmile. "1 knew by thistime what abad person |
was. So | changed everything. | changed my name, | changed my focus, | started to paint. Lifeimproved,
gradudly.”

"And you met Chrigtine."



"Yes, | met Chrigine

"It'sincredible. A coincidencethat you should meet.”

He pressed hislips together amoment, thinking. Then said, "It wasn't a coincidence.”
"What do you mean?"

"One of the gossip columns did an article on her. Y ou know, 'Reclusive daughter of seventies pop stars
livestragic, empty lif€... something like that. | became obsessed with it; so guilty. | knew shewaslondly,
| knew shewasin pain, and | knew it was my fault."

Mayfridh redlized she was holding her bream. Thefirst horrible truth had at least been an accident, a
cardless moment in awild youth. But what was Jude confessing to now? ™Y ou mean, you found her on

purpose?’

"es"

"Why?

"So she wouldn't belonely anymore.”
"And thenyou fdl in love with her? Right?'
Slence.

" ude?

"No," hesaid.

"You don't love Chrigine?'

He squeezed his eyes shut, as though trying to block out aharsh light. "It's hard to explain,” he said.
"You've started now. Y ou haveto finish."

He opened hiseyesagain. "Yes, | fed lovefor Chrigtine. Shel's great: kind, generous, unassuming. No, |
never fdl inlovewith her. I'm responsiblefor her; | care very much what happensto her; | don't want her
to suffer another ingtant in her life. | want her happiness above dl tilings.”

"Butit'sdl because... 7'
"Of my guilt," he confirmed. "I've never beenin love with her."

Mayfridh sank back on the sofa, bewildering emotions tumbling inside her. The deception wasimmense,
even crud, but she sensed no cruel intent behind it. Looking at him now, she still saw only beautiful Jude,
perhaps even more beautiful now he had revealed how troubled and conflicted he was.

"I'vetried," hesaid quietly. "I'vetried to bein love with her."
"Four years."

"l haven't been counting. I'm determined to do thisfor the rest of my life. To atone. I've doneit for
reasons that are pure and true. | never want to hurt her again. I've been faithful. | haven't even looked a
another woman." His eyes dropped, embarrassed. "Wel, until..."



Mayfridh suddenly saw her own rolein thisdramaclearly, and recoiled from hersdlf, despised her
attemptsto make Jude fal in love with her. The flirtation, the dropping-in when Christine wasn't around,
the subtle faery glamour she turned on whenever hewas near. But no, that wasn't fair either. She and
Jude had connected; beneath dl the silly games she had played to be near him, they had connected.

"Il marry her when | can afford it. I'll raiseafamily with her," he continued. "I'll go to my graveloving her
theway | dways have. It just won't be the way loveisusualy meant to be."

"Andif you fel inlove with someone e se?' Mayfridh asked, chalenging him with her gaze. "For red ?'

His eyes met hers and didn't waver. Desire rushed upon her and she cursed hersdlf for thinking about her
own happiness when his and Chrigtinegs were so distant.

"I never thought that could happen,” he said. "I could never imagine that there existed awoman in the
world who could sway me from my purpose. | thought | was making me sacrifice for life"" He paused. |
dill believein that sacrifice, Mayfridh.”

These lagt words stung her. Whatever hefelt for her—and held dl but admitted that he felt the connection
as much as she did—he was determined to deny it. He was determined to continue in his deception, and
how could she persuade him otherwise? The dternative wasto tell Chrigtine the truth.

"Mayfridh," he said, leaning forward, his voice dark and serious, " Chritine can never know."
"Of course.”

"Only you and | know thisstory. | will never tell her."

"Nor will I. She's... | don't want to see her hurt."

"Yes. Yes, exactly. And she'sgot enough painin her life. You'l go. Youll be back in faeryland and you'l
forget dl this, and I'll beleft here with thislifethat I've created for myself, and I'll get throughit and it
won't be so bad. But she can't know, not ever."

"Our little secret,” she sad, humorlessly.
"Until winter. Then just my secret again.”

A sudden knock on the door startled them both. Jude jerked to hisfeet, smoothing his hair back,
muttering, "I wonder who that is?* Mayfridh felt guilty and flushed, hoping it wasn't Chritine, then
redized Christine wouldn't have knocked.

Jude opened the door. It was Gerda.

"Hi, Jude," shesaid. "I wondered if—oh, hi, Mayfridh." She peered into the room curioudy. It had begun
to grow dark but Jude had switched no lights on. Mayfridh realized she looked anxious and guilty.
Gerda, with her keen eye, hadn't missed it. "What are you two up to?" she asked, only the thinnest
veneer of humor over her words.

"Nothing," Jude said, his casuanessreturning. "We just got talking while waiting for Chrigtineto come
home"

"Where have you been, Mayfridh?' Gerdaasked. "Weve dl missed you."

Mayfridh rose from the sofa and joined them at the door. "I had some problems back home," shesaid. "l
won't be staying long." She shot aglance at Jude, who ignorediit.



"But you're staying tonight, right?' Gerda asked. "Come on, Garth sent me a bottle of Swedish
vodka—trying to make up with me—and you're just the girl to hep medrink it."

Mayfridh tried to smile, redized it wasn't so hard to do. "Yes, I'd loveit.”

Gerda switched her attention back to Jude. "'l wanted to borrow some laundry powder. I'm al out.”
"Um, sure. Wait here." Jude disappeared into the bathroom.

Gerdafixed Mayfridh with her eye. ™Y ou look guilty.”

"Dol?'

"Y ou did when Jude opened the door."

"Youreimaginingit."

Jude returned with a box of laundry powder and handed it to Gerda. "Here."

"Thanks." She hooked her elbow through Mayfridh's and dragged her into the halway. "Come on,” she
sad, "you can hep mewith my laundry.”

"Good-bye, Mayfridh," Jude said.

Mayfridh glanced over her shoulder. Jude at the door, like thefirst time she had seen him. Perfect,
dark-eyed, tangle-haired Jude.

Before she could say good-bye, he had closed the door.

*k*

Three A.M. came and still Mayfridh was no closer to deep. The vodka had been the only way to distract
Gerda from asking ingstently what she and Jude had been "up to." Now, lying in bed with anarrow band
of dreetlight that fell through the crack in the curtain, Mayfridh's mouth tasted sour and her head
throbbed lightly. Her body, so saturated with uncomfortable thoughts and feglings, could not find a
smooth or restful position in the bed. Shetried her right Side, her l€ft, her back. It wasliketrying to deep
on a handful of pebbles. She sat up.

What was she even doing here? So close to Jude. Just one floor below him. Was he degping?

Three am. seemed the perfect time to contempl ate secrets and deceit and betrayal. The gray darkness
and the shadows. Mayfridh dropped her head into her hands. Hexebart had really only told her haf the
secret: Jude had killed Chrigting's parents. The most awful half of the secret wasthat he had spent four
years pretending to love her, and intended to spend the rest of hislifeliving the same deception. She
knew she should be angry with him; he lied to Christine with every best of hisheart. Y et Mayfridh felt
nothing but sadness and pity and worry and love for him.

In the distance, a police siren wailed and ebbed. She shouldn't be here. She should be far away from
Jude. Every second they were together they were coconspirators, sharing too much unspoken intent, but
she couldn't go back to Ewigkreisyet. As soon as she returned Eisengrimm would persuade her to
unburden her miserable heart, and he would have only scorn for Jude. And so he would mutter and
mumble and sermonize until winter came, and every precious sensation she felt for Jude would be

spoiled.



Her mother's house, then. With aguilty twinge, she redized she hadn't even contacted Diana since her
return. Mayfridh sivung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up. This early hour of the morning
wasn't the most polite time to show up at Diana's door, but she had to get away from Hotel Mandy-Z
and from Jude and from Gerdawith her endless questions.

In the bathroom, she rinsed out her mouth and splashed her face with cold water. The clothes she had
worn the previous day were hanging on the towd rack and she pulled them on. The light from the
bathroom reflected past Gerda's open door. Mayfridh paused in the doorway, considering whether or
not to wake Gerda and tell her she wasleaving. Gerda was fast adeep, sheets and bedspread askew,
wearing awhite snglet, her arm thrown up over her pillow, revealing ahairy armpit. Snoring, ever so
gently. Mayfridh smiled and backed away, closing Gerda's bedroom door behind her. She picked up her
shoesand let hersdf out of the apartment and down the sairs.

In the foyer she paused. A faint glow from the gdlery. She glanced around the corner. Light, coming from
under Jude's studio door.

The next few moments stretched out like eagtic, and it seemed she had stood there forever, knowing that
Jude was awake in his studio, knowing that she should just leave as she had intended, but being pulled
toward his door. Hanging on to the threshold of the gdllery asif it could hold her back.

Her feet decided for her, and she was moving barefoot, her shoes ill in her hands, toward the light. The
dark galery was cluttered with paintings and scul ptures, and yet it seemed so empty as she crossed
through it, the abandoned emptiness of aroom where someone has died and |eft his possessions,
meaningless, behind. Her hand was on the doorknob; she turned and pushed.

Jude looked up. Thefirst thing she noticed was hislegs, long and pale and bare. He wore only awhite
shirt, unbuttoned, and apair of boxer shorts with cartoon characters on them. Then she noticed his eyes.
Dark smudges under them. He hadn't dept ether.

He said nothing. The room was in chaos: the easdl on its Side, a canvas thrown down, paint tubes spread
about. He had alarge paintbrush in his hand, dripping brown paint. Behind him, the wall was amess of
monochrome shapes, still wet.

"Y ou've painted thewall," she said, knowing it was an empty nothing to say, but needing to say
something. She closed the door behind her.

"Yes" hereplied. "The canvas wasn't big enough for..." Hedidn't finish his sentence, but she knew what
he meant.

"I'm sorry,” shesaid.

He dropped the brush and moved toward her, reaching for her. She took a step back but he caught her
and pressed her againgt him so hard it pushed her breath from her lungs. "Hold me," he said.

Was there anything € se she could do? Her arms went around him. Hislips were on her throat and
something long trapped inside her rose up with her breath and gasped out of her. "I love you,” she said.

Hislips moved to her cheek, her nose, and findly her mouth. He pressed hislips againgt hersfiercely, and
shelet him crush her in hisarms. Histongue tasted of tobacco and whiskey. Shetried to say "I love you'
again, but the sweet violent kiss barricaded the wordsinside her. Shetwined her fingersin hishair. His
own fingers were descending down her blouse, popping the buttons free one by one. He stood back,
dipped the shirt from her shouldersto reved her bare breasts. Then hislips were on her nipples, kissing,
biting, sucking.



She shuddered with an acute sense of vulnerability. No man had ever seen her breasts before; no man
had ever kissed her before. Jude raised his head and pressed her to him again, and this time she could
fed the hard warmth of his erection through the silk of hisshorts.

"Jude," shesaid, her voice unsteady. "I've never..."
He stood back a pace, his eyes curious. "What?"
"I've never donethisbefore.”

"Never?'

She shook her head. A slent moment passed between them; hisfingers were drawing away from her
body.

"But | want to," she said hurriedly. "I want to do everything. | want to do whatever you want me to do.
You just haveto show me."

Jude's gaze dropped to her breasts. He moved closer again, his hands at the zipper on her skirt. It
dipped over her hipsand fdll to thefloor. He lifted her against him and carried her to the wall of the
room, pressed her bare back into the still-wet paint. His hands pinned her shoulders as he kissed her
throat, her breadts, her belly. The paint felt sticky and soft and dimy all a once. Shetried to keep her
head bent forward, to keep her hair from trailing in the paint, but he stood and crushed his mouth against
hers again, forcing her head back, pushing her whole body into thewall.

"Will you forget this?' he murmured againgt her lips, her chin. "Will none of this have ever happened?”
"I'll forget everything," she said, the sadnessacold barb. "I'll forget you."

He kissed her and kissed her until her breath was short and her head dizzy. Then he grabbed her hand
and pulled her to the sofa, tipped off the rags and the empty paint tubes, and laid her down. The paint on
her back stuck and pulled on the rough materia of the sofa. Still he kissed her, asif he never wanted her
to breathe again. She almost wanted to suffocate, surrender al under the weight of passion. His hands
were dl over her body, smudging her with paint. Hislips|eft her face and descended between her
breasts. He removed her knickers and wiped his painty hands clean on them, casting them aside into the
chaos on the floor of the studio. The swelling feeling of vulnerability returned. The mogst private parts of
her body, areas she had never even explored, and he was down there with his eyes and hisfingersand
his tongue and, oh, what a velvet searing pleasure rocked her body then, and somehow the vulnerable
feeling became part of the pleasure, astrange liberation. He lifted her ankle and rested it on the back of
the sofa, and she lay there with the paint gluing her to the sofaand her hair tangling into sticky clumps and
closed her eyes and Jude was doing the most incredible things to her body and every hot nerve was
shuddering and trembling and tensing tighter and tighter and—

Mayfridh covered her face with her hands so she wouldn't shriek and wake up everyonein the building.
The pleasure was amost unbearable. And then, strangdly, thankfully, it released in warm rhythmic waves.
Her heart pounded in her ears, her toes trembled.

Jude covered her body with his. "I'll be gentle,” he said.
"Do whatever you like," she gasped.

He fumbled himsdf out of his shorts and moved into her dowly. Shelet her body relax and mold to his. A
different pleasure thistime, afeding of wholeness and rightness and emptinessleaving, like the most
perfect embrace it was possible to know. She wrapped her legs around his back and his breath was very



hot on her neck.

"Dont forget me," he said.

"l won't," shesaid, eventhough it wasalie.
"I loveyou," hesad.

"I know." She clung to him, fedling his hot skin through his shirt, allowed hersdlf to beloved, to be
embraced, as she knew she may never be loved or embraced again.

They lay there for long minutes afterward. She thought about the paint drying in her hair but didn't worry.
She thought about the door to the studio being unlocked but didn't worry. There was nothing after this
moment. Thiswas the only moment, and nothing before or after could ever count.

Then he pulled himself away from her and readjusted his clothes and sat dumping forward with his hands
crossed between his knees.

She sat up, looking for her. clothes. They were strewn about the room. She left them there for thetime
being. "Jude? Are you okay?'

He raised his head. She noticed for thefirst time that he had paint smudged al over hisface. She touched
her own face, presuming it would be the same.

"I'm not okay," he said.

"What'swrong?"'

"BEverything."

Shereached for hishand, but he pulled it away gently and stood up.
"Where were you going?' he asked.

"Pardon?’

"When you came down here, you were dressed. Y ou were going somewhere." He picked up her clothes
ashe said this, and handed them to her.

"l was going to stay with my mother." She dressed hersdf quickly, awkwardly, while he watched her.
"Good," hesaid. "We can't..."

Shetook adeep breath. "I know we can't. But we did. And you told me you loved me."

"I haveto bewith Chrigtine." Her name came out very softly, as though he amost couldn't bear to say it.
"Don't beguilty.”

"Arent you?'

She nodded.

"It will mean nothing,” hesad. "Y oull forget."

"Youll remember.”



"| dready havelots of guilty secretsto remember,” hereplied, "but you have to go now, and we should
never see each other again.”

Redity siwerved in on her, and the last shred of that beautiful moment in hisarmswas snatched away. He
wasright. Thiswas ending, thiswas already over. The painin her heart parayzed her.

"Go, Mayfridh, please" he said, and he blinked as though tears might be approaching. "Please go, it's
hurting me."

She picked up her shoes. Her body fdlt stiff and awkward. "I'll go," she said.
"Please”

Shetook astep toward him, stole onelast kissfrom hislips. "Good-bye," she said.
"Forget me" hesaid.

And then she was moving back through the empty gallery, out the front door with her coat, and into the
cold, dark street.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Christine lay down among the fallen leaves in the autumn forest and breathed, deep and full. The
relief. Therelief. She dmost regretted coming; coping day to day with the redlity of the pain had driven
thisfeding toward forgetfulness, so she hadn't missed it as keenly. Now, knowing she would soon have
to bid good-bye to the freedom for always, aniggle of anxiety—maybe desperation—worked its way
into her somach.

She opened her eyes and she was startled by how different the forest looked. The trees were dmost
bare, and the rich colors had faded. Now everything appeared to be gray and sickly yellow. She sat up
and peered into the layered mist. Some of the trees were completely naked. Winter was drawing very
close

"Eisengrimm!™ she called. She wanted to see the birch outside the greet hall. If it was as Stripped of its
leaves as some of these trees were, she feared that the last |eaf was only hours away.

The gate opened, and Eisengrimm gppeared, his gait till tiff.
"Y ou're not recovered yet?' she asked, standing to follow him insde.

"Nearly. Just afew bruisesleft. | fed fineunless| haveto change, so | just stay Wolf and hope that
Mayfridh doesn't need meto fly off somewhere.”

"Thegiant birch," Chrisinesaid. "'l need to seeit.”
"Y ou can seeit from the chamber window. Winter is still weeks away. Y ou're not to worry.”
Chrigtine stretched her arms over her head. "It's divine to be here again.”

"I'vemissed you," he said. "Tonight the village is cel ébrating the winter blessngs. Will you accompany
me?'



"I don't know. | probably shouldn't stay long.”

"Therewill be dancing and singing and plenty of hot mead. Have you danced since your accident?
They were entering the castle now. Eisengrimm led her up the corridor to the winding sairs.

"No," shesaid, "but that's okay because | was never agood dancer. Two |eft feet.”

Thelast phrase troubled Eisengrimm, even though it had trandated into his own language. "Two of the
same?'

"It'sjust an expression,” shesad, giggling. "Sorry."

"Oh, | see. Here." Heindicated Mayfridh's white bedchamber. "Thisis your chamber for aslong asyou
chooseto stay. Mayfridhingsted.”

Chrigtine flopped down on the bed. "This bed is so comfortable.”

"The chest under the window isfull of Mayfridh's old dresses, from when shewasin her teens. She
thought they might fit you. Choose one you like for the party. I'll come for you in an hour or so. That'sif
you've decided to attend?"

Chrigtine bit her Up. It sounded like fun, and both Eisengrimm and Mayfridh had reassured her she till
hed plenty of timeto get home. "Okay. Okay, | will."

"I'm glad. Make yoursdf comfortable. I'll be back soon.”

Christine rose from the bed—so much easier without the ache in her back—and flipped open the chest.
The dresses were mostly in shades of gold and russet. She wriggled out of her work clothes and pulled
out adress of tawny red. The weave was rough against her skin but a quick search of therest of the
chest revealed they dl had the same texture. Right down at the bottom of the chest she found agold
circlet for her hair. She went to the window in her new clothes and gazed out. Sunset was deep gold; the
birch had lost only hdf itsleaves. Shelet hersdlf relax. From far away the scent of wood smoke drifted.
The quiet was dl around her; no traffic, no voices, no hum of eectricity. Just leavesin thewind, faint
birdcalls, the steady rhythm of her own heart. Peace eased into her bones, made her spirit warm. Only
now, in such amoment of tranquillity, could she appreciate how jangled—yphysicaly and
emationdly—she usudly fdt.

And this moment was temporary. And there was a Real World full of people and commitmentsto
remember.

She sighed and turned her back to the window. Another trunk near the bed caught her eye. Eisengrimm
wouldn't return for an hour. Surely it would be dl right to explore alittle.

In the trunk she found books, al written in English. So thiswas how Mayfridh had kept her netive
language. The collection was strangely anachronigtic in this medieva setting; mostly eighteenth- and
nineteenth-century volumes, but some more recent editions of children'sbooks by Enid Blytonand C. S.
Lewis. Christine wondered how she had acquired these, or maybe Liesebet had acquired them for her.
They were dusty and looked like they hadn't been touched for years.

She lay on the bed with a Famous Five book and waited for Eisengrimm to return. By the time he
opened the door, she was nearly dropping off to dleep.

"Chridtine?' he said gently.



She sat up and yawned. "Sorry. | was just so comfortable.”
"I'm glad you were comfortable.”

"I've never dept without pain. Not in thirteen years."

"Do you gtill want to cometo the party?*

"Absolutdly."”

"Come on, then. | have acarriage waiting."

"A carriage?’
"It'sthe appropriate way for aspecia guest of the queen to travel."

Chrigtine amiled. "Oh yeah? Thefirst time| came you had me brought to the castlein apig sack on the
back of acart."

Impossibleto tdl if Eisengrimm was smiling aswell.

The carriage stopped at the bottom of the dope where the cobbled village road started. Eisengrimm legpt
off and urged the driver to help Christine down. At first she opened her mouth to insst she needed no
help, but then shetold hersdlf to enjoy it. Let them treat her like someone specid. Sheld spent along time
being someone very ordinary.

Half-timbered cottages with thatched roofs lined the street. Deep shadows advanced along theroad in
front of them. People bustled in and out of their homes, taking firewood down to an enormous bonfire
near thetown wel. Christine and Eisengrimm arrived a alow-roofed tavern, overflowing with noisy
drinkers.

"Come, Chrigting," Eisengrimm said, leading her toward the door, "1 shdl introduce you to some of the
villagers"

Chrigtine thought they would have to push through the crowd, but everyone stood asde to et Eisengrimm
pass. Merry and happy, they bent to stroke histail or touch his back, saying, "The best of the winter to
you," and "Many blessings." At the bar, Eisengrimm stretched his paws up and ordered Chrigtine adrink.
When he returned to al fours, he called out, "Good afternoon, everyone.”

Every pair of eyesin the room was suddenly turned toward him and a hurried hush fell.

"I'd like to introduce Christine Starlight,” he said, "avisitor from the Real World and a specid guest of the
queen.”

The crowd broke into cheers and gpplause and began to huddle and gossip again. Christinetook asip of
her drink—warm, spiced wine, rich with the scent of cloves—and was glad to be in abar not choked
with cigarette smoke. Apart from the woody aroma of afew pipes, the air was clean. There was
something organic about the tastes and the smélls, and sherdished it.

The door to the tavern opened, and two musicians with pipes pushed through the crowd to asquare of
empty floor under the mullioned window. More cheers. They cramped themsalvesinto a corner and
started to play merry music. Within seconds dancers were crowding into the space.

"Iseverybody drunk?' Christine asked.



"Y es, except you and me."
"Il do my best," she said, lifting her glassand draining it. "How about you?"
"No, I'll stay sober and look after you,” he replied with atwinklein hiseye.

A tal man with agingery beard approached them. He was dressed in aplain brown tunic and pants. "Did
| hear your name was Starlight?" he asked.

"Yes" shereplied werily.

"It'sabeautiful name. Care to dance?'

Christine shrank back from him. "I don't know... | can't dance and—"
"Can't dance? Have you never learned?’

She glanced at the dancers, who were whirling and scomping around each other to the music. "I don't
know the steps,” she said.

"Wevedl had our winter blessngs" the man replied. "I can enchant your feet.”
"Enchant my... 7' Christineturned to Eisengrimm. "Isthat safe?"
"Perfectly,” hesaid. "Go on, Chrigtine. Dance. It'snot difficult.”

The man was holding out his hand for her to take. She drew a deep breath and grabbed hisfingers, and
he pulled her onto the crowded dancefloor.

"I'm having thefirgt dance with Starlight," he announced, though his voice was nearly drowned out by the
music.

"I want to dance with Starlight too," somebody else caled.

"Metoo!"

"Wadl, I'mfirgt!" The man bent to the ground and touched Christine'sfeet. "These are Strange shoes,” he
sad.

Christine looked down at her shiny patent learner Mary-Janes. "Um, they're Real World shoes."

"Red World shoes," he repeated, awestruck.

Then awarm tingle suffused her feet and they started moving without her. She amost shrieked, the feding
was S0 strange and frightening. She was no longer in control of her own feet, and resisting the movements
put her off balance.

Her dance partner stood and steadied her. ™Y ou must surrender to your feet,” he said. "Otherwise youll
fdl over."

Chrigtine tried to do as he said, and found it wasn't so hard. It reminded her of when shewasalittle girl
and her father had danced with her toes balanced on his. The memory was achingly sweet and shetried
to enjoy it in the split second before the other, less pleasant memories of her father came. But then her
feet started moving, and there was nothing to think about except the dance.

Soon she was whirling and ssomping and kicking up her toeswith the rest of them. Thefirst time her feet



took her spinning expertly to the edge of the dance floor and back she nearly doubled over laughing. Her
dance partner was laughing too, and some of the others around her. The music changed to a more stately
tune, and another man was bending to touch her feet, and she was performing a s ow, measured dance
with him. On and on the music went, now sow, now fast, now soft, now loud, and everybody wanted "to
dance with Starlight”: old men, tall boys, fat women, toothless twinsin hats made of thatch. Her feet were
enchanted over and over again, and she laughed and surrendered to the dance, grabbing frantic sips of
mead whenever someone handed her a cup. The experience was marveloudy physicd. She couldn't have
put her body through thisfor even five minutesin the Real World without her back moaning. Her very
blood seemed hot and merry, and she suffered a moment's guilt thinking of Jude back home waiting and
worrying about her. She pushed the fedling aside and danced, and danced, and danced asthelast of the
amber sunset faded through the little diamond panes and lamps and lanternswerelit dl around. Findly,
though, she was exhausted. She saw Eisengrimm waiting at the edge of the dance floor and approached
him.

"Could you unenchant my feet?' she asked, asthey were dready tapping to the music.
"Y our feet haven't been enchanted since the third dance," he said. "They're dl having ajoke on you."

Chrigtine redlized she could stop her feet tapping if shewilledit. "Oh," she said, laughing. ™Y ou mean I've
been dancing for red ?"

" told you it wasn't difficult.”

Her first dance partner approached to thank her, and handed her a cup of wine before disappearing back
into the crowd. Thewine... that waswhy her head was Sarting to spin. A warm, cheerful feding. The
door to the tavern burst open and allittle girl called out, "The bonfireislit! The bonfireislit!"

With these words, the crowd began to surge toward the door.
"What's happening?' she asked Eisengrimm.

"Thewinter bonfire. It'sacustom. They dl sing thanksfor the harvest and ask for grace in the winter.
Come, bring your wine. Well find agood placeto sit."

Eisengrimm led her through me crowd to the road outside. The huge bonfire had roared into life, a least
ax feet high with me flames pesking aboveit. The evening had descended, that brief window of amost
darkness before the pale sun rose once again. At a safe distance around the bonfire, rugs and mats had
been laid. A shiny-faced woman, whom Christine thought she might have danced with, beckoned her
over.

"Here," shesaid, "you and the counsdor may share my mat.”
"Thank you," Eisengrimm said, sitting down and resting his head on his paws.

Chrigtinejoined him. The dancing light of thefire, the noisy crowd, the taste of the warm acohoal; she
closed her eyesfor amoment and that sense of peace she had felt standing at the chamber window
returned.

A hush fdl over the crowd. Christine looked around. A beautiful pae-haired young woman in awhite
dress had taken up apostion in front of thefire.

Eisengrimm leaned close. "That's Klarlied, Hexebart's daughter.”
"Hexebart's daughter?' Christine whispered.



"When her mother dies, shelll be our new witch.”
"She's 0 beautiful "

Then Klarlied opened her mouth and began to sing. Her voice was pure and bell-like, and she sang of
winter and snow and ice. When she had finished, everyone applauded and she commenced another song,
but thistime, after thefirst line, people al around begantojoinin.

"Thisisthe biggest campfire sng-aong I've ever beento,” Chrigtine laughed.
"Faery folk lovemusic,” Eisengrimm said. "You canjoininif youlike"

"I don't know thewords," she replied. "Besides, | sng worsethan | dance." Shelay back on the mat and
gazed at the sky. Scattered across the dark velvety blue were afew pale stars. Thefire crackled and
popped, ashes and sparksrising up into the twilight air.

Eisengrimm turned and lay down next to her, his nose closeto her ear.
"Eisengrimm, can you see many more sars herewhen it's night?"

"Of course. On aclear night in winter you can see millions.

"Arethey the same stars | see back in the Real World?!

"l don't know," Eisengrimm said. "Do you recognize any?"

"Itshard to tell. They're so pae.”

"They have been washed out by the proximity of the sun; dawn is about to break. When the sunisfar
away, sarlight hasitsown brilliance."

Sheturned on her Sdeto face him. "Tdl me about winter," shesad. "Isit dark the whole time?'
"Mogt of thetime. The nights are very long and the days gray and hazy."
"Does everyone get depressed?”

"No, people stay insde and tell stories and make music and warm themsalves next to fires.” He paused a
moment before saying, " Though Mayfridh sometimes becomes meancholy.”

"Redlly?"

"When the snow comes, she can't go wandering in theforest." Hickering shadows from thefirdight
moved over him. "But spring is never far away. Winter isn't long or brutd .

A new song had started, sweet and sad. "Eisengrimm,” she said, "what doesit fed liketo lose your
memory?'

"Wedon't lose al our memories. Only memories gathered in the Redl World."

"] know, but what doesit fed liketo lose them? And what doesit fed like to move to the Winter
Cadle?!

Eisengrimm pondered for aminute, then said, "It isn't a perfectly pleasant feding, and most people suffer
a least alittle anxiety in the days|eading up to the move. We usudly know when it's going to happen
because we have someone watching the birch, but we don't make it happen. We have to surrender



oursalvesto the season.”
"And when the lesf fals?'

He closed hiseyes, trying to articulate the details. "I1t's like being pulled downwards, somewhere dark, a
loose spird. The sensation of having nothing beneath your feet. Y our thoughts seem like sounds... | can't
explain it better than that. It's as though the words in your head echo around you, and some
thoughts—memories of the Real World—echo off into the distance and disappear. Y ou have a sense of
losing something, but not being able to comprehend what it isyou've lost. That fedling can make people
anxious, but it lasts only afew moments. Then, an eye blink of complete darkness—no light, no sound,
no thoughts—followed by ashock of arriva. The new season rushes upon you, dl bright and noisy. It
takes amoment to readjust, and you realize it's not bright or noisy, just anorma winter's day and you're
inthe Winter Cadtle”

"| ill can't comprehend it.”
"Y ou'd have to experienceit to comprehend it."
"What happens to those memories, though? Will Mayfridh know she's forgotten something?”

Eisengrimm opened hiseyes. They glowed ydlow in mefirdight. "Oh, shell haveafaint senseof it. It will
not be pressing, and within aweek or so it will be gone.”

"And if shefinds an object she's brought back with her from the Real World?!
"It will seem asthough she'sawaysowned it."
"What if | |eft her aletter, reminding her of things?'

"Shewould not have any sense of recognition. She may read it and wonder how long she had owned it,
perhaps amuse hersalf imagining what she might have done. But you, the degp essence of you, will be
gone from her memory. Therésasmall chance sheldd remember you if our world aigned with where you
aeagan.”

"Isthere any chance of that?'
"There's no predicting it, Chrigtine. It could happen in five years or fifty yearsor not a al.”

Chrigtine settled into silence. Sadness threaded through her sense of peace. She would miss Mayfridh;
Mayfridh wouldn't missher.

"Don't be sad," Eisengrimm said. "One mustn't be sad when theworld iswhat it is."

"I'll missher. Il missyou. I'll miss Ewigkreisand the magic and the adventure.”

"But you have so much elseto look forward to. Life with Jude, children, friends.”

"Yeah," shesaid. Her eyes were growing sore from thefire. "Y eah, | supposeyou'reright.”
"Y ou look tired. Would you like to return to the castle?"

"l should go home."

"No, stay herewith ustonight. Y ou said you had never redly dept without pain. Sleep here, deep long
and deeply.”



Chrigtine considered: thismight be her last chance to enjoy Ewigkres. "All right,” shesaid, "I will."

They left the bonfire—at least a dozen people cdled out, "Good night, Starlight"—and made their way
back to the carriage. The sky waslit with pale dawn light, the sun poised behind the horizon, asthe
carriage rattled back up the dope. Chrigtinefelt herself [ulled by its movement, dozing in short fits. Back
at me castle, Eisengrimm led her to the white chamber, where she sank among the covers.

"Good night, Chrigtine," Eisengrimm said, settling on the bed next to her.
"Do you deep heretoo?' she asked, opening her eyes.
"l dways deegp next to the queen. But if you would prefer | didn't..."

"No, no, | loveit that you're here." She put her arm around Eisengrimm's ribs. He was very warm.
"Though | don't know what Jude would think of me deeping with another man,” shejoked.

"l amawaolf," Eisengrimm said, "with no man'sdesires. Y ou are safe.”

"I know," shereplied, too tired to worry if she had hurt hisfedings. "I know."

Shefdt hersdf drifting off. What blissto deegp without pain.

"Closeyour eyes, Chrigting," he said, drawing adeep breath and settling on his paws. "Seep peacefully.”
And shedid.

from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.

Thiscould be my last entry for sometime. | have quite an adventure to set out upon.

My Bone Wife, ever unfinished, can dance. It'strue, athough theresonly haf of her. | was experimenting
with her—lift, step, lift, step, fal—when | became so frustrated with her that | went up and put my hands
on her hipsand tried to guide her forward. As| stepped back, she stepped forward, matching the
distance exactly. Intrigued, | took a step forward, and she stepped back. | stepped to the side, she
likewise, and so on, until | had her watzing unevenly for nearly two minutes. Then she clattered to the
floor as she always does, and | had to repair her knee which had become chipped. | have never laughed
so muchinmy life, but then I'min afine, merry mood today.

When I'vefinished her—and | know it won't be long now—I have anew fantasy to fulfill. | dways
imagined that | would top the Bone Wife off with aface scul pted to look like my mother's. But now, I'm
imagining her quite differently.

Now | know | want Mayfridh's head.

| will use her gleaming skull, and fill it with plaster and smooth over its surface and repaint her fegtures
lovingly. | will use her hair, her red hair. How it drives me mad, that hair, becauseits color isso bright |
can amogt seeit. | shal dance with her every day.

For now, the Bone Wife has been moved upstairs to the boning room, under lock and key. | will be
away for an uncertain amount of time, and | want her to be safe until | return.



You see, | saw Chrigtine Starlight in the Tiergarten. | followed her there. | have been following her for
days. | saw Mayfridh turn up at the store where sheworks, | saw Christine bid her friend farewdl | on
Friedrichstrasse, and | saw her find adark hollow where she thought she wasn't seen. | saw her pull out a
ball of golden twine and unravel it in front of her, and then | saw her disgppear.

The twineisthe passage.

| came back here to work and to write. | had thought | would smply go into Jude and Chrigtine's flat one
evening when they are both out and stedl the twine, but I'm too impatient. She hasn't returned. | visited
Jude Honeychurch—dazed and seedy—in his gpartment this morning and he said Christine had gone
away for ashort while, but he expected her back very soon. I'm going to the Tiergarten to wait | don't
careif | haveto wait for hours. | don't careif it rains on me (today is very overcast and cold). I'm going
to faery-land. Who knows how long I'll be there, with so many raw materialsto gather?

Farewdll. (I'mlaughing as| writethis.) | go to a better place.

* k%

Chrigtine found she was clamping her jaw againgt the expected rush of embodiedness as she | eft
Eisengrimm behind and wound out the twinein front of her.

"Good-bye, Chrigtine," he said, "1 hope to see you again before winter."
"l hope s0 too," she said, picking up the thread.

She stepped into the pressure on her back, and traffic sounds and the smell of the city enveloped her.
She gathered the twine, sood up straight and—

"Mandy?' Where had he appeared from? He stood in front of her, grinning. Her skin prickled.

"Chriging" hereplied, asthough there were nothing a al unusua about him standing in the Tiergarten
two feet from awoman who had just appeared out of nowhere.

She moved to tuck the twine away in her coat, but he stopped her hand and forced it toward him. Her
blood sizzled with fear. Was he going to rape her? Kill her? She fought to regain control of her arm.

"What are you doing?"
He turned his head away from her forearm as though disgusted. "Ugh, you smell just like one of them."

"One of what? What are you doing?" She struggled with him but he overpowered her, wrenched the
twine from her fingersand rolled it in front of him.

"No! No, Mandy, don't," she cried, frantic now. "Y ou don't know what you're—"

One moment he was there. The next, he was gone.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

Christine slammed into the apartment and dropped her keyswith aclunk on thetable. "Where's
Mayfridh?' she asked Jude.



"What? Why?' Herose from his sest with anervousjerk of his shoulders.
"I need to find her. Isshewith Gerda?" Christine was hafway back to the door.
"| think she'sat her mother's. Why? What'swrong?”

Chrigtineignored him, picked up the phone, and started scrabbling through the mess of papersin the
bookcase drawer. Diana's number was in there somewhere.

"What'swrong, Christine?' Jude asked again, his hand on the small of her back. "Did something happen
infagry-land? Are you okay?"

"I'mfineg," she said, her fingers closing over the phone number, "'but Mandy's not."
llMa.W?I

"As| came back through the passage, he was there waiting for me. He stole the twine and now he's gone
through."

"Tofaeryland?'

"Yes, to faeryland.” She dided the number. "I have no ideawhat he intends, or if he knowswhat he's
doing. But | haveto tell Mayfridh." At the other end the phone rang once, twice.

"What the hell was he thinking?' Jude asked. "He didn't know about Mayfridh, did he?'
"No, last time we spoke he il called her Miranda. Hang on.”

Diana picked up the phone. "Hdllo?"

"Hi, Diana. It's Chrigtine Starlight. | need to spesk to May urgently.”

"Of course. May!"

Chrigtine waited, tapping her foot. By now Mandy would have found the autumn forest. Would
Eisengrimm still be there? What would Mandy do? She wished she could trust him, but he had aways
seemed S0 very sinister to her.

"Hdlo?' Mayfridh'svoice.

"Mayfridh, something terrible has happened. Mandy stole my magic twine and he's goneto Ewigkreis.”
"What?' It was amost ashriek.

"I don't know what he intends, | don't know if he knew about the passage—"

"He couldn't have, could he? None of ustold him."

"But it was an open secret among us. Maybe he overheard something. Maybe Gerda said something, |
don't know. She can be such agossip. I'm worried, Mayfridh. He's had that weird crush on you—"

"And he doesn't know I'm here. He's gone looking for me."
"Eisengrimmwill find him," Chridine sad. "Will he send him back?*

"I dont... I'm not sure. He won't do any harm, will he? | mean, perhaps he'sjust curious,” Mayfridh said.



"Probably. I'm nervous about it, though. He practicaly wrestled me for the twine." At this Jude'sface
darkened with concern. "Will you go back straightaway?!

"Yes. | mean, not immediately. | can't. It's..." Mayfridh's voice dropped to awhisper. "It's my mother's
birthday. We'rein the middle of dinner.”

"You can't just let Mandy invite himsdlf to Ewigkreiswithout going after him.”

"Eisengrimm can handle him in the short term. I'll get away in about an hour. Mum's not going to likeit,
though.”

"Wadl, let me know as soon as you're back in the Real World. And let me know if mere's anything Jude
or | can do, okay?'

"Yes, aure. It will befine, Chrigtine, don't worry. He's eccentric and he's nosy, but | don't think he'sa
mongter. Eisengrimm will keep him safe somewhere until | can get there, and then I'll send him back.”

Christine replaced the phone and turned to Jude.
"Did he hurt you?" Jude asked.

"No, but he frightened me. | don't like him, Jude, and | don't know if it'sworth being a Hotel Mandy-Z
with such an unpredictable person. He's probably got keysto this gpartment. | think we should consider
leaving."

"But thefdlowship?'

"Y ou don't need the fellowship. Y ou're got an internationd reputation. Y ou don't need thisgdlery.”
"We cant live off your sdary done.”

"We can go back home. We can leave Berlin."

"But..." Judetrailed off, nodded. "L et me think about it."

"I'm telling you, Jude, Mandy is more than just eccentric.”

"I believeyou. You'eright; we can't stay." He didn't sound convinced.

Christine sat heavily on the sofa. Her back was throbbing, her head was aching, her heart was sick with
worry. So different from the uncomplicated peace she had fdlt Stting by the bonfire with Eisengrimm.
What did Mandy have in mind? She knew she wouldn't relax until Mayfridh returned.

* k%%

Mandy had expected the passage to make afar greater impact on his body and mind. Instead, he took
two steps and smply arrived somewhere else. A rura quiet descended and he looked up to see hewas
no longer in the Tiergarten. Helaughed. "l am infaeryland,” he said.

Heturned in adow circle, hiseyestaking everything in: trees, leaves, grass, sunset. A crow Sitting ona
bough, eyeing him impassively. Pretending to be an ordinary crow, and perhapsit was, but Mandy had
seen Chrigtine Starlight spesking with acrow at the end of Vogelwad-Allee and wasimmediatedly
suspicious. He looked away from the bird, feigning alack of interest. Tucked into the back of his pants
he had a canvas sack, expresdy bought for the purpose of collecting faery bones. He eased it out and
shook it. Glanced at the crow. It had hopped closer. Mandy lifted hisleft foot, as though to take astep



away, then turned at the last instant and, with lightning speed, reached out to seize the bird. It flapped
madly, but Mandy had it by the leg. He yanked it toward him and straight into the sack.

"Good hirdie" he said, tying off the sack. It flapped about as he dung it over his shoulder and headed in
the direction where the trees began to thin. What a beautiful day it was. The weather clear and cool, the
breeze fresh but not gusty, and oh, the clean air. Mandy took a deep lungful. Fine weather indeed.

In amatter of minutes he spied the castle. Its narrow, crooked turrets rose above him. All that stood in
hisway was the rusty gate and... yes, with the application of a sharp stone and his considerable weight
behind it, the lock gave and he had entry to the castle grounds. Faeries, clearly, were not fussy about
security. Why would they need to be? They probably reveled in each other's foulness and saw no reason
to hurt one another, not even the queen. No faeryland could possibly be prepared for the arrival of
Immanuel Zweigler. He strode with his chest puffed out. He was the hero of afaery tae, come from
another world to exterminate aterrible evil by turning it into art. Bones, so many bones, must be clicking
and clacking around in this castle, separated from his hands only by afew inches of soft flesh.

The garden was untended and overgrown. He stepped into the shadowy depths of the castle; adark
place with asmell likelime or damp or yeast. The cellings were high above him, dotted with tiny windows
that barely admitted enough light to bresk the gloom. He stuck closeto the wal, wary of attracting
attention, but the castle appeared to be empty. He stopped and listened; no sound. Ahead wasalong
corridor. He dunk dong it carefully, peering into rooms on the left and right. The sound of footsteps sent
him for cover in aroom that was empty except for afaded rug and dust. He eased the door almost
closed behind him, waited until the footsteps passed, then cautioudy reemerged in the corridor. Alone
again. The smdll of food floated up from downgtairs. Kitchens. His stomach rumbled. He hadn't eaten for
hours, sitting in the park waiting for Chrigtine. It would be his next stop, as soon as he found Mayfridh.

Mayfridh's bedroom was likely to be upstairs. He peered up the dark narrow turret, listened for any signs
of life. The bird in the sack had become very till. Either it wasin shock or it wastrying to be clever. Not
clever enough, however. Mandy pondered: would acrow's bones be useful to him at al? Probably too
light and bendable. Perhaps for somefine detail work, to make eyebrows or lashes. His feet scuffed
lightly on the stone steps as he wound up and up, findly discovering achamber decorated in white. He
dung the sack on the floor and flopped onto the bed.

Ah, yes. He could smell her. The profane scent of her bones had permeated the linen. 1t was a scent both
repulsive and impossibly attractive. It turned his sscomach but invited his nostrils to breathe deeper.

Mandy had recognized onlookers at car accidents succumbing just as shamefully to the magnetic pull of
the awful Sght. He rubbed hisface in the sheets, hislips, histongue. Felt himsdlf grow flushed and sat up,
guilty and angry dl a once.

Beside the bed, flung carelessly on alow table, abelt of keys. He snatched them up.

Keysto the castle! It truly was hislucky day.

* %%

Chriginedidn't deep well her first night back in the Redl World. Wherefalling adegp in Mayfridh's
chamber had been pure cardless bliss, herein Hotel Mandy-Z the ever-present niggling pulls and stiffness
plagued her. She woke again and again during the night. Was the discomfort worse now than it had ever
been? Or was her imagination magnifying the difference between the freedom of Ewigkreis and the redity
of the bed she shared with Jude?

She dept fitfully until dawn, then acold emptinessin the bed brought her al the way to wakefulness. She



rolled over. Jude wasn't there. At first she thought he might be downgtairsin the studio, but then she
could hear hisfootsteps, hear him running water in the kitchen. Y awning loudly, she eased over onto her
back and considered the day. Hopefully Mayfridh would call soon. Christinewould never relax in
Mandy's company again. His behavior yesterday was confirmation of al her worst fears about him; he
was eccentric enough to be dangerous.

The door cracked open and Jude peeked in. "Y ou're awake."

"Only just.” Shegingerly stretched her ams over her head. "How long have you been up?’
"Couple of hours," he said, pushing the door open dl the way.

"Couldn't you degp?'

He shook his head. "Do you want acup of coffee? Some breakfast?'

"A bit early to edt, isn't it?"

"Coffee coming right up.”

Shewriggled into a haf-gtting position and propped hersdf up with pillows. Coffeein bed with Jude. It
made the return to the Redl World worthiit. A few minutes later, he brought in a steaming mug.

"Here," hesaid, handing it to her.
"Thanks, Jude." She took amoment to inhale the deep aroma, then sipped it gratefully.

Jude lowered himsdlf onto the bed and lay on hisside. "Chrigting," he said, "there's something redlly
important | need to say to you."

"Wow, that sounds serious," she said, putting her cup down.

"Itis Itisserious”

Christine frowned, her heart held its bregth. "Okay. Y ou'd better say it then.”
"Chridine..." Hesat up, took her handin his. "Chrigtine Starlight, will you marry me?"
All of asudden, her face didn't seem big enough for her smile. "Redly? Y ou'refor red ?"

"I wouldn't kid about something like this." Jude still looked very serious, his eyes were dark and he wore
no trace of asmile.

"Jude, isthiswhat you redly want?'

"Wes"

"Then how comeyou'e... how come you don't seem very happy?'
"Because you haven't said yes."

Sheruffled hishair. "Dummy. Of course I'll marry you. I'd love to marry you. I'd marry you every day
until I'm saventy if you kept asking me."

Now he amiled, arelieved smile. "So that'sayes.”



"That'sayes."

He leaned forward to embrace her, hard, like he was afraid she might dip out of hisarms. Shefelt such a
swell of warmth and contentment then, like she used to feel back home, before Berlin, before Mayfridh,
when the pain was till bad but sheld accepted it and grown used to it. It had been so long since shefelt
that way, sheld forgotten it was even possible.

"Sowhen?' she said, sitting back and picking up her coffee again. "And where?'
"Whenever you want, wherever you want."

"Back home. Soon."

Hesghed. "'l suppose well haveto leave Berlin. Y ou wereright about that.”

Chriginefdt atwinge of suspicion, only momentary, but enough to take the edge off her happiness.

Y esterday sheld urged him to leave Berlin and abandon his fellowship. Without it, hed haveto go to
work teaching art classes or worse. But now they were getting married, he knew sheld access the trust
fund. Convenient timing. That'swhat Gerdawould say.

"What'swrong?' he asked.
“Nothing."
"Youwent dl quiet.”

"Just thinking about organizing awedding. We don't have to do abig performance, do we?' Shewas
being paranoid. Jude wasn't after her money, and besides, she didn't mind sharing it with him.

"No, I'd prefer not to, actualy.”

"Jude," she sad, trying not to sound suspicious, "why are you asking meto marry you?'
His eyebrows shot up in puzzlement. "Why? Because | loveyou.”

"Y es, but why wow?Why thismorning?'

"I missed you while you were away. | worried about you. | didn't have agood time without you here. It's
something I've wanted to ask you for along time, but I've aways put it off, not sureif it'sthe right time.
But | loveyou and | know | want to be with you and take care of you. So now; now istheright time."

"Yeah. Sureis”

He sank onto the bed next to her, wrapped his arms around her. "We make a great couple, Christine.
WEell be happy.”

"I'm dready happy,” she said, snuggling into him.
He kissed her chegk. His bresth waswarm. "Wife"
"Husband. To be"

“I'madl yours™"

* k%



Mandy found an iron cage the perfect size to contain the crow. At first he thought the creature was dead,
it had been il for solong in the sack. But when heéld reached into grab it, it wriggled and pecked him,
though not in the brainless, ingtinctive way that an ordinary bird would. Its movements were too precise
and calculated. Mandy knew that this was the enchanted crow and heintended to keep it safely in his
possession. Now, peering between the sturdy black bars, he tried to coax the bird to talk.

"Come on then, Mr. Crow, say something."
Slence

"Mr. Crow, you're being very naughty. | know you can talk, | heard you spesking with Christine
Salight.”

Stll, the bird did not answer. Mandy smiled at it. "Very well, have it your way. I'm hungry now, and I'm
going to the kitchen to have something to eat. And you, my new pet, will come with me." He picked up
the cage and headed down the gtairs, patting the key belt under his shirt. A wild bravado had gripped
him. He knew he should be careful: these faeries outnumbered him vastly, wherever they were. But the
castle was deserted and hefelt strong and sure of himself with the keys, the enchanted crow in the cage,
and his empty sack waiting to befilled. He stepped into the kitchen. It smelled cold and sour like old
potatoes. A woman, hard-faced and fair-haired, stared up at him.

"Who areyou?' she asked, in aguttura verson of Middle High German he recognized from his university
days.

"A specid guest of Mayfridh," he replied, mixing some new German with the old and hoping that the
message would come across clear enough.

"The queen hasn't told me of any guest.”

Mandy sat the crow on the large wooden table in the center of the room. "Shetold methat if | wanted
something to eat | just had to come to the kitchen and ask.”

The woman leaned over the table and peered into the cage. "Isthat Counsdor Eisengrimm?”
"No," Mandy said, happy to know the crow's name, "it'sacrow | found in the woods. It doesn't speak.”

"I shouldn't have thought the counselor would be happy to be kept in acage,” she said with anironic
gmile. "A bit too fancy for that."

Mandy was growing exhausted from trying to keep up with the language. " Just make me food, woman,"
he said in German. Whether it was hiswords or his manner that startled her into action, he didn't know,
but at least she had gone to a cupboard and pulled out aloaf of bread. With alarge carving knife, she
began to hack off apiece.

The knife blade was dark and stained, not the shining sted he was used to in his own world. Something
about its rudimentariness appealed to him. He listened carefully near the door. There was nobody else
around. He smiled at the crow again, and approached the woman.

"Here, let me help with that," he said, reaching for the knife.
As he struck thefirst blow, avoice cried out *No!" behind him. He turned. The crow.

"So you have reveded yoursdf, bird,"” Mandy sad, letting the woman's body fal to thefloor.



The crow began to shout. "Help! Help!"

Mandy picked up the woman's body and folded it into the sack. A lot of blood; it was amessy job. He
hated messinessusudly, but in thisraw and uncivilized placeit had a pleasing coherence. He stored the
sack behind the door to pick up later, and seized the cage.

"Come dong, Counsdor Eisengrimm. I'm going to find aplace where | can keep you quiet.”

"Help! Somebody!" the crow called, but Mandy had aready found another set of stairs, leading
underground. The bird's voice was swallowed up by the stone.

"Where are we going, then?' Mandy said. " Perhaps there's a dungeon under here.”

He cameto agate. It was unlocked. Another gate. The bird was quiet. Mandy made hisway aong the
dimly lit passage. "How far to the cdlls, bird? What, not so takative now?"

"What do you intend?" said the crow, in English.

"l intend to kill everybody | can kill and clean off their bonesto usein asculpture,” Mandy said, opening
another gate. "And | intend to capture Mayfridh and cut off her head. | don't know what I'll do with you,
but if you're acounsdlor of some sort, perhaps you can advise the queen not to leave balls of magic twine
lying around for anyoneto find."

He had found the cdlls, eight of them, lined up four and four in the dark. He kicked adoor open and
deposited the cage on thefloor.

"Now," Mandy sad, "tel mewhere'll find Mayfridh."
"Hexebart!" Eisengrimm cried. "Hexebart, you must help!”

Mandy looked behind him. "'Is there someone else down here?' he asked. He hurried out of the cell and
dammed the door behind him. He peered into other cells, finding in one of them a hunched hag with dirty
hair.

"Hdlo," he sad, "are you Hexebart?'

The hag twitched. A bal of paelight shonein her hands. She licked it and smoothed it over her ears.
Then said in hisown language, "What isyour name, traveler?”

"Immanud,” Mandy said.
"Immanue," she repested, savoring the word. "What have you done to upset Birdbrain?”
Mandy chuckled. "I've put himin an iron cage and threstened to kill his queen.”

"Sheisnot the queen,” Hexebart spat. "Sheisanasty littleimpostor. Oneday I'll pull out her teeth and
make a necklace of them."

Mandy was curious. He hadn't expected to find an dly. "Why do you hate her so much?" he asked.
"Because she had the real queen killed so she could get her hands on the royal magic.”

"Isthat s0?" Mandy had counted on Mayfridh having roya magic. It would make the Bone Wife much
better able to perform al her duties around the apartment. 1 don't know if you could tell me where I'd
find Mayfridh?I'd liketo kill her."



"Certainly. If you let meout I'll show you where sheis." She amiled. "I know al the secret passages of
the cadtle.”

Mandy considered. The hag's boneswould be far too old and brittle to use in the scul pture, and her
hatred for Mayfridh might make her a decent assistant. He tried a key and popped the lock, held the
door open for her.

Hexebart shuffled to her feet and moved to stand near him. She peered up at him in the gloom, one eye
twitching closed. "Immanud, you have very beautiful hair,” shesaid.

"Thank you," hereplied.

She reached up and plucked a hair from his head and tucked it away in the bodice of her ragged dress.
Mandy laughed, heard his own nervous note. She was obvioudy crazy. "Which way?' he said.
"Towhere?' she asked.

"To Mayfridh," he replied, impatience touching hisvoice.

She clapped her hands together in front of her face. A strange pae light shone between mem.

Mandy frowned, suspicious now. "What are you doing?"' he asked.

She opened her hands. He saw her twisted smile through a delicate ball of light suspended between her
fingers
"Passage," she said. And disappeared.

** %

Mayfridh shifted from foot to foot on the train platform, rubbing her hands together against the morning
cold. Early light streaked the sky through the clouds. Diana stood next to her, sucking her bottom lip
nervoudy.

"Redly, Mum, I'll be back before you know it."

"Y ou've said that before and then disappeared for weeks. How do | know thisisn't thelast time I'll see
you?"

"Because | promise." Mayfridh buttoned her coat and tucked her scarf down insgdeit. Every breath of
wind waslaced withice. "It's getting so cold.”

"Winter's nearly here.”

Mayfridh looked at her mother and tried to smile. What a powerful coercion guilt was. She should have
returned to Ewigkreislast night, directly after Chrigtine's phone cal. But Dianaand her trembling jaw
kept her herein Zehlendorf, producing soothing reassurances. Layered on top of that was guilt about
leaving Eisengrimm to ded with Mandy. And, of course, the guilt over her betraya of Chrigtine.

Thetrain did into the Station.
"Bye, Mum," shesaid, enclosing Dianain abrief hug.
"Will | seeyou agan?'



"I promiseyou will. I've just got alittle problem to take care of back home."
"Don't be gonetoo long."

Mayfridh stepped with rdlief into the heated carriage. Diana waved good-bye from the platform, then
disappeared from view. Mayfridh put her head between her handsto think. When did life become so
complicated? Soon she would have to say good-bye to Dianaforever. She would forget; her mother
would remember forever. Twenty-five years hadn't heded the first loss. Mayfridh recdled Eisengrimm'’s
origina warning againg seeking out Diana. Damn him for dways being right.

And what of Eisengrimm? She had left him in charge, ade facto wolf king to defend her land against
Immanud Zweigler. Not that she thought Mandy was anything but harmless. Despite Chrigting's anxieties,
it was clear to Mayfridh that held developed an infatuation and goneto find her. Shefet such araw pity
for him; she knew love without any hope of aunion. She trusted Eisengrimm to be kind to him, but
Mandy would haveto betold firmly to leave. An uninvited intruder might upset the balance of the
Seasons, precipitating an early winter. She shuddered. The last thing she wanted was to have him stuck in
her world forever.

Mayfridh raised her head and watched suburbs speeding past in the gray light. Forever unraveled before
her in her imagination. She had such along timeleft to live. Four hundred years now seemed likea
torture. Humans had the perfect life span: long enough to grow old with someone, yet short enough to
ingpire them to find meaning. She thought about Jude—the warmth of his skin, theweight of his
gaze—and the space under her ribsfelt bruised by the longing. He had made it clear: thislove was
impossible.

Now she had to convince Mandy hislove wasimpossible too. Hopefully he wouldn't cause ascene. She
wasn't in the mood for dedling with thét.

CHAPTER TWENTY

"Eisengrimm?" Mayfridh warily ascended the circular staircaseto her rooms. Eisengrimm hadn't
been in the forest to greet her, so perhaps he was busy with Mandy. Maybe he had taken him to the

village

Mayfridh went to her bedchamber window. Through the branches of the giant birch, she could seethe
villagein the danting sun. Smoke rose from chimneys, children played in the Sreets. No sign of
Eisengrimm and Mandy. Perhaps they had stopped at me tavern for adrink. What kind of adventure was
Mandy on? Had he anticipated any of this? She wondered what he had expected when he stole the twine
from Chrigtine. Did he know, for instance, that Mayfridh was the queen of arace of faeries? She allowed
herself asmug moment; how impressed he must have been when Eisengrimm told him. Surely hewould
redlize she could never love himin return.

A sound near the door caught her attention. She turned around.

“Mandy?

"Hdlo. Surprise." Mandy tried asmile. He wore abrown tunic—far too tight for him—Ieg wrappings like
the villagers wore and arough cap on his head. His hair was damp and he carried amuddy, stained sack.
When he saw her looking at it, he dropped it on the floor and something inside rattled and clattered. "I

went for aswimin the stream,” he said. "'l got my own clotheswet. | stole these. They were hanging ona



tree branch."

She dlowed alittle smile. "Oh. Wéll, you'll have to make sure you return them before you go. Where's
Eisengrimm?’

"He had something to take care of ."

Mayfridh was surprised. It was unlike Eisengrimm to leave a stranger unattended wandering around the
castle, but perhaps he had decided Mandy was little threat. She took a deep breath. "Mandy, we need to
sort afew thingsout.”

"Yes Yeswedo."

"| think 1've guessed how you fed about me."

"Y ou have?'

"Wes"

"That'sgood. Now | don't haveto tell you." His eyes gleamed, and Mayfridh felt atwinge of unease.
"Nothing can come of it, though,” she said quickly.

"No?You're sure?'

"I'm sure. Faeries and humans can't form relationships.” She thought this smple truth the eesest way to
let him down, but even asthe words | eft her lips she redlized that her encounter with Jude had been twice
asfoolish as she had believed. Faeries and humans can't breed. Now what? How could she make sure
that no monstrous child had been concelved? Damn. She would haveto tell Eisengrimm; he would know
what to do.

Mandy was saying something, but she had missed it in her moment of preoccupation.

"Pardon?" she asked.

"l said that | thought that might be the case."

"So why did you come here?' she said. "How did you find out? Did you hear dl of ustaking about it?"
"All of you?' he said, and she saw hisfingerstighten by hissides. "Y ou mean everybody knew?'

"Um... yes At firgt only Christine knew, but then | told the others." Why did shefed so guilty? Poor
Mandy: everybody avoided him, nobody told him anything, and yet he was generous and patient with
them dl. "I'm sorry. The opportunity never came up to tell you, and | knew that | wouldn't be around for

long."

Hefdl slent, gazing at her acrossthe room. Outside, the shift and scuttle of leaves.
"Mandy," shesaid gently. "Y ou haveto go. Y ou can't be here.”

"I'd liketo gtay alittlewnhile."

"I know you'refond of me. Perhaps you've even falenin love with me—"

"You havenoideahow | fed," Mandy said, smiling ruefully.



"But it's never going to be possible for usto be together,” Mayfridh continued. "1t would be best for
everyoneif you went home and tried to forget about me."

He dropped his head. Released a quiet breath. "Y es. Perhapsit would be best."

She waited afew moments. She was anxiousfor him to leave, but she felt agresat pity for him too, and
pity was such atyrant.

Mandy met her gaze again. "Mayfridh, could | have just onetiny favor?'

"Certanly. What isit?"

"Could I embrace you? Just once. I'd like to know whet it fedlslike to hold you in my arms."

Her skin crawled, but sheforced asmile."l... well..."

"Please. And then I'll go, | promise. I'll go home, I'll leave you done, and I'll dedl with my fedings.”
"Very wdl, then," she said, opening her arams halfheartedly.

He cameto her, big and rough and hairy, and she closed her eyes as hisarms circled around her and he
pressed her to him. He sniffed her hair, along, passionate inhal ation. Then she moved back to break the
embrace.

Hedidn't let go.
"Mandy, let me go now."

"I don't think 1 will." Hisarmstightened on her, and he began to propel her backward. She shrieked.
Was heintending to rape her?

"Eisengrimm!” she called, struggling franticaly againgt him.
"He can't hear you, he'sin the dungeon,” Mandy said.

"Let mego!" Her armswere pinned by her sides, her heart thundering. She should never have trusted
him, never let pity cloud her judgment. "There are guards and. ..."

She twisted her neck to see where they were going. Surely he wasn't going to throw her out the window?
Then he picked up the heavy brass bear on the chest.

With asickening pain to her head, blackness descended.

* %%

Chrigtine mused that there must be a better venue for an engagement party than Super Jazz. The loud
music was making it hard to talk and the thick smoke was making it hard to bregthe.

"Okay, okay," Pete said, shooting out of his seet and raising his beer bottle. "We should have atoast.”
"Yes, atoast,” Gerdareplied, clapping her hands together. "Everyone stand up.”

She and Fabiyan stood, beer bottles at the ready, while Christine and Jude exchanged smiles over the
tabletop.

"These guys arejust perfect for each other,” Pete said, "and | wish them many happy yearstogether. To



Jude and Chrigtine.”
"Jude and Chrigtine," the others chorused, and clinked their bottles together.
Jude bumped his bottle againgt Chrigtines. "To us, Chrigtine.”

Shetook aswig of beer, rdlaxing into the evening. She ill hadn't heard from Mayfridh, but the worry
seemed farther away right now. It was easy enough to convince hersalf that Mayfridh was showing her
castle to Mandy and that they would return together soon.

" And another announcement,” Jude said as the others sat down. "1 heard back from Australia. | madethe
short ligt for thefdlowship.”

Pete whooped and |eaned over the table to hug Jude, knocking over Gerda's beer.
"Hey, watch it," she shouted, jumping out of her seat. A large beery stain was spreading over her shirt.

"Sorry," Pete said digtractedly, before diding back into his seat. " Jude, it would be so cool if you came
back to Mdbourne with me. Y ou could stay with me and my mum. And Chrigtine too, of course.”

"I'mnotinyet,” Judesaid, handsintheair. "Just onthe short list."

Gerdawasinching her way out from behind the table. "Don't worry about me. I'll just go and wash the
beer out of my two-hundred-euro dress.”

Pete waved adismissve hand. "Big ded. Mayfridh bought it for you with faery money, anyway."

Chrigtine rose and joined Gerda. "Comeon, I'll help you.” She accompanied Gerdato thetoilets. In here,
the music was at areasonable level for conversation.

"Peteredly pissesme off," Gerda said as the door dammed behind them.
"He'sjugt akid.”
"He'sa spailt kid." Gerdaturned atap on and splashed water over the stain. "The worst kind."

Chrigtine caught sight of herself under the bright lights over the mirror and turned her back on her
reflection. "Why doesit haveto be so bright in here?’

"They've had dl the lightsfixed," Gerdasad. " Scary, huh?”
"Sureis”

"Anyway, what have you got to worry about? Y ou've scored the most beautiful man in the world until
death-do-you-part.” Gerdawrung the moisture out of her skirt.

Chrigtine couldn't help hersdf smiling again. Sincethismorning, it wasdl she could do. "Y eah, | know."
She braved the mirror once again and fixed asmudge of mascara.

Gerda punched the button on the hand dryer. It didn't turn on. "Typicd," she muttered, pulling ahandful
of paper towels from the dispenser. As she blotted her dress she caught Chrigtine's eye in the mirror. "So
why do you think he proposed?’

"Because he wantsto marry me." Chrigtine fought the irritation in her voice. Gerda had a habit of touching
the most exposed nerve. "'l guess.”



"Sorry, Miss Starlight, | didn't mean to be rude. | meant, why now?We dl knew you'd get married
someday, but why now?Isit that Augtrdian fellowship?”

"No, he only got the call thisafternoon. And it'snot for certain.” And | don't want to go to Australia.
Chrigtine rested her back againgt the bench. "He said it just felt like the right time for usto get married.”

Gerdaingpected her skirt, bent over, and pulled it up to her face to sniff it, reveding her amplethighsin
cherry-red tights. "Still smellslike beer." She went back to the basin and rinsed the stain again. "I'm going
to make Pete pay to haveit dry-cleaned.”

"He's never got any money. He owes Jude afortune.”

"S0," Gerdasaid, toweling her skirt, 1 take it you haven't heard from Mayfridh?"
"Not y&t."

"Do you think she's okay?'

"Probably." Chrigtine shrugged. "'l mean, she'sthe queen. | guessthere are people there to look after her,
and Mandy—"

"Mandy's probably harmless," Gerdasaid. "l agree.”

Christine thought about how he had wrestled the twine from her hands. "I don't know about harmless,
But | don't think heintended any harm, if you seethe difference. | think he'sjust in love with her and he's
acted raghly.”

"Easy tofdl inlovewith, right? She'svery beatiful .

"Yes, sheis”

Gerda paused with athoughtful twist on her lips.

"What isit?" Christine asked.

"Wdl..."

"Goon, tel me"

"I'm sureit'snothing,” Gerdasad, "but I'll tel you anyway."

Chrigtinefelt her somach sink. What gossip did Gerda have up her deeve thistime?

"The other night | dropped in at your place to borrow some laundry powder,” Gerdasaid, "and when
Jude opened the door, your apartment was dl dark and Mayfridh was just Sitting there on the sofa.”

"Inthedark?"

"Y es. Maybe not completely dark; around twilight. But no lights on in the house. And | swear she looked
redly guilty."

"How does someonelook guilty?' Christine thought about how forcefully Mayfridh had convinced her to
go to Ewigkreisthat day.

"Y ou know, kind of twitchy. Nervous, glancing around." Gerda demonstrated; Christine had to agree she
looked guilty.



"I'm sureit was nothing," Gerda continued.

"Did Jude look guilty too?"

"No."

Chrigtine tipped her head to the side and considered Gerda. "Okay, so what do you think it al means?"
"I don't know. | just thought | should tdll you."

"Do you think | shouldn't marry Jude? Isthat why you'retelling me this?' Her annoyance with Gerda
couldn't be contained beneath the usua excuses she made for her.

"No! God, no. | think Judeisgrest. | just think Mayfridh isafter him.”

Chrigtinetried to get her smile back, tried to dilute the imagined scenario: the two of them aoneinme
dark. "It's probably nothing,” Christine said. I'm not giving him up.

"Bxadtly."
"Come on, let'sgo back. My beer will be going flat."
"At least you have a beer to go back to. Minésal over thefloor.”

The others had moved to a different table—Pete citing the reason as spilt beer—and Jude had bought
Gerdaafresh drink.

Jude curled hisarm around Chrigtines waist and pulled her into the seat next to him. "Now, serioudy,
guys. | need to talk to you about Mandy."

"Mysterious Mandy," Pete said.

"Were thinking of leaving the hotdl," Jude said.

Fabiyan clattered his beer bottle to the table in shock. "No, don't go!"

"I don't know if it'ssafeto stay,” Chrigtine said. "The way he wrestled that twine out of my hands..."
"It's understandable you fed abit shaken," Gerdasaid, "but that wouldn't frighten me enough to leave.”
Chrigtine curled her fistsin her 1ap. Gerda had ataent for the casua put-down.

"Wherewould you go?"' Pete asked.

"Back home," Jude replied. "Wewant to get married in New Y ork anyway."

The taped music stopped and the live band cranked up. It became difficult to hear. They huddled closer
around the table. The smoke from Gerda's cigarette made Christine's eyes sing.

"Itisnot as good here without you," Fabiyan said, "but | seethat Chrigtineis uncomfortable with Mandy.”
"But do you think Mandy's dangerous?' Gerda asked him.
"How can anybody see? We do not know him so good.”

How can anybody see? Christine turned Fabiyan'swords over in her mind. That wasthe problem with



Mandy, wasn't it? He was so unlikable that nobody had bothered to get to know him better, nobody had
bothered to pedl back the surface and take alook inside. Perhaps when Mandy had fought her for the
magic twine she had really seen him for thefirst time. And now the black windows, and the locked door,
and the faintly malicious smile took on new significance. She wondered if Mayfridh wasdl right.

"Look," Gerdawas saying, "“nobody would blameyou if you left. But I'm taying. A fdlowship likethis
only comesaong oncein alifetime. Unless| thought he was going to murder mein my deep I'd stay."

"l would too," Jude said. "But..." He glanced a Chrigtine and she fdlt her veins zing with angry warmth.
Surely he wasn't going to make her fed guilty about their decision to leave Berlin.

"But what?' she said, achdlengein her voice. "But my crazy girlfriend won't et me?’

"No, Chrigine." A soothing hand on her shoulder. "That's not what | meant. | have aresponsibility to
protect you—"

"A responsibility! You makeit sound like I'm ababy. Or amentd patient in your care."
"Wedding's off," Pete declared cheerily, durping at his beer.

Judeturned to the others. "We areleaving,” he sad firmly. "We are."

"When?' Gerda asked.

Jude turned to Chrigtine, eyebrows raised expectantly.

"Soon," she said.

"Y ou don't want to wait until Mandy gets back and give him a chance to apologize?' Pete asked.
"Well wait until Mandy gets back, but only to seeif Mayfridh's okay,” Christine said.

"Can we have abig send-off party?" Pete asked.

"Of coursewewill,” Gerdasaid. "And we dl respect your decision to go. But Mandy's not a psycho. I'd
bet dl themoney | had onit."

"I'mwith Gerda," Pete sad.
"Y ou don't have any money," Jude replied, laughing.
Pete amiled. "Thenit'sasafe bet.”

Hexebart likes the Real World.
Oh, what smells! Oh, what sounds! Oh, what shapes and colors! Hexebart is swamped by them.

Oops! Hexebart avoids a shiny metal speeding object ("car" istheword... it was all in the potion
made with Immanuel's pretty hair) and sees, for the first time, Hotel Mandy-Z. Thisis Immanuel's
house. He shares it with others, but he has a room at the top of the stairs. Hexebart hopesit's a
big room. Hexebart hopesit's warm. Big and warm, warm and big, Room enough to dance a jig;
So much for the preening pig!

Hexebart could laugh until she cries thinking about the changeling princess and her



featherbrained friend left behind in Immanuel’s clutches. A fitting end for them both. Perhaps now
they'll understand how Liesebet and Jasper felt. Mind, that Immanuel fellow is not to be trusted.
Oh, no. Hexebart is not a fool.

She approaches the front door. No key. Never mind. Hexebart has magic fingers from years of
weaving spells. See, she can make them long and narrow and her pointiest finger fitsright in the
lock and—snap!—it pops open.

Shhh, now. Hexebart steps inside and listens the house. Nobody home, not even a mouse. Hee heel
It'swarmin here. Much cozier than dungeons and wells and other places Hexebart has lived
lately. She creeps up the stairs, one foot in front of the other. The stairs creak once. She runs her
hand along the banister; so smooth. Real World smooth. She lowers her nose and sniffs the wood.
Pretty smells. Everything so pretty. Hexebart could grow intoxicated with Immanuel's house.

Here, a door. Hexebart can see many more stairsin front of her. This door isn't Immanuel's. She
touchesit and triesto imagine inside it. A boy lives here. Another door. A girl livesin this one.
Hexebart will learn all their names. She will listen the house carefully until all the secrets come
thrumming up the beams and shivering into her ears. More stairs. Another door. A man lives here.
And acrossthe hall...

Ah, Christine lives here. Jude lives here. Hexebart feels she already knows them from the time
their secrets were in the pea shell, all the way in the bottom of the well. Their essenceis so
familiar. She breathesit in and her eyelids flutter. Oh, it will be so much fun to meet them. Won't
they be surprised when they find out she knows their secrets! Hexebart can taste the fun upon her
tongue.

Top of the stairs. Immanuel's door. The lock pops open around her elongated finger, and then she
isinside a room so warm and big and sweet-smelling that she almost cries for joy. The door closes
behind her. A large, colorful, soft thing makes her eyes grow round with wonder. A "sofa ™ Oh,
the joy of a sofa! Hexebart sitson it, reclineson it, lies down on it, hugsit. So soft. So warm.
Hexebart closes her eyes. She hasn't lept in more than twenty years. Weariness paralyzes her
bones. Hexebart sighs.

Come, degp. Come, sleep.

*k*

Christine woke from dark dreams that fled from consciousness as soon as she tried to catch them. What
had disturbed her so much? The sticky web of disquiet clung to her. The bedroom was till dark, but
morning was not far away. The streetlight outsde flickered off. The curtain let in asoft gray light.
Streetcars and buses and trains moved in the distance. Christine closed her eyes, trying to recapture the
last shreds of her dreams.

Something about Mandy. Something about the door with the three deadl ocks and the room with the
black windows. Not surprising that she should weave them into a nightmare. He had become so sinister
and dangerous in her imagination. Why hadn't Mayfridh returned? Sleep backed away.

Christine opened her eyes and watched the curtains grow paer as dawn seeped into the room. Her head
ached faintly, alow coarse hum of insufficient deep and excess beer. Shelistened to the city waking up
around her.

Jude stirred. She cuddled up againgt his smooth warm back and dropped a soft kiss on his shoulder.



"Chridine?' he said groggily.

"Don't wake up,” shereplied.

Heturned onto his back and his eyes opened, two bleary cracks. "God, we drank too much.”
"We aways drink too much. It'll have to stop when we go home."

"Whet timeisit?'

"Too early to be awake. Go back to deep.”

"Why are you awake? Isyour back hurting?"

She snuggled under hisarm. "No. Just abad dream.”

He stroked her hair and silence settled in the room again. Then he said, "What did you dream about?"
"Mandy, | think. | can't quite remember.”

"Hesredly got to you, hasn't he?'

"Yes. You could say that.”

Jude kissed the top of her head. "Don't worry. I'm here to protect you."

"Who's going to protect Mayfridh?'

"Y ou're worried about Mayfridh?"

"Desperately. It's been two days. | haven't heard athing.”

Judewriggled into asitting position and rubbed hiseyes. "Didn't you say time passes differently over
there?'

s
"Wdll... perhapsit hasn't been two days over there. Perhapsit's only been afew hours."
"l suppose.”

"She can look after hersdlf. And she has Eisengrimm.”

"Yes" shesad, wondering if the unsettling dreams had made the Situation seem worse than it was, "but |
wishthat | knew if—"

"Shh!" Jude said sharply, his head cocked to the side. "Did you hear that?"

Christine shook her head and listened.

He pointed up toward the celling. "Updtairs. Listen.”

Unmistakably, faint footsteps on the floorboards, from Mandy's apartment. He was pacing.
"He'sback,” Christine said, at once relieved and troubled. "When did he get back?'

"He's probably been there al night and we just didn't know,” Jude said, then yawned broadly. ™Y ou want



some coffee?"

"Mmm, yes, please.”

Herose, found a shirt on the ground next to the bed, and pulled it on.
"Can | havetoast and peanut butter too? | didn't eat last night."”
Heleaned over and kissed her cheek. "Sure.”

Chriginelay ill, listening for the light footsteps above. Pacing and pacing. If Mandy was back, why
hadn't Mayfridh called? Chrigtine buried icy fingers under the bed-clothes. The nights were growing
colder. Winter was afew bare weeks away.

Jude returned shortly with atray and climbed back into bed with her.

"Breakfast in bed. My hero,” she said, reaching for the coffee. She warmed her hands on the side of the
cup. "Isit going to be like this every morning when were married?!

"Better," hereplied, Spping his coffee.

"Why do you think Mayfridh hasn't called meto say everything's okay?' she asked. " She must know I'm
worried."

"Since when has she been the queen of good manners?' he snapped.

Chrigtine looked at him sharply. "I'm just wondering aoud. No need to get snippy with me."
"I'm not snippy.”

"Y ou sounded snippy.”

Jude opened his mouth to say something, then laughed instead. "Y ou'reright. | did sound snippy.” He
brushed hisfingers gently over her forehead. "'I'm sorry. Of course you're concerned about her. Look,
she's probably at Dianas.”

"Why wouldn't she come back here? Why wouldn't she call?"

Jude shook hishead. "That's probably my fault.”

"Your fault?' Christine grabbed a piece of toast and took a bite.
"Yeah. Thelast timel saw Mayfridh, we didn't part on good terms.”
"l don't understand.”

"We argued. Gerdawaked in on usin the middle of it. I'm surprised she didn't tell you. She'ssuch a
gossip.”

So that was what Gerda had seen. Mayfridh had looked guilty because she had fought with Jude. "What
did you argue about?'

"About you." Jude brushed crumbs from hisfingers and sat back. "1 was angry with her for convincing
you to go to faeryland. Shetook offense. She thought | was casting doubt on her judgment, and on the
walf's ability to take care of you." Helooked sheepish. "'l was pretty hard on her."



"You scared her off?"

"| think so. | know | should have held my tongue, but you know how worried | get about you, and you
know what she'slike. She never redly stops being aqueen.”

"What do you mean?"'

"Okay, so she might not have athrone and acrown herein our world, but one way or another shelikes
throwing her weight around. She's manipulative. She uses people.”

Chrigtine was surprised at thisjudgment. "I can't say I'd noticed.”

"Because you always see the best in everybody.” He dropped akiss on her shoulder. "That'swhy | love
you."

Chrigtine leaned back into her pillow and yawned. Sleepiness was catching up with her. "Well, I'll wait
until adecent hour and then I'll call Dianas. But if Mayfridh's not there, one of us hasto go up and ask
Mandy about her." She smiled at Jude. "Mandy's someone |'ve never been ableto 'seethe best' in."

"I'd noticed.”
"Last night | got mefedling that you don't agree with me about Mandy. Or about leaving."
"l wasdrunk last night.”

"Areyou surethat'sdl? | mean, I'd want you to tell meif you'd prefer to stay. | don't want you to be
resentful.”

Jude sghed and turned over on hisside to face her. " Christine, I'm happy to take you home because |
care about your fedingsand | know you're not comfortable here anymore. But, yes, thereis part of me
that would liketo stay."

“Why?

"It's not about Mandy. It's about independence. Y ou know that when we go home I'm going to haveto
live off you for awhileif | want to keep painting. If | get this Audiralian fellowship, it doesn't start until
July next year. | don't like being aleech.”

"Oh, Jude, you're not aleech. I've always said that when | get married I'll access the money. We have so

"No, you have so much.”
"But it's enough that you won't be depriving me of anything.”

He nodded, resigned. "I know, | know. And, as| said, I'm happy to take you home. But if you sense any
reluctance, that'swhy."

Shereached out and tangled her fingersin hishair. "Y ou'll earn your keep," she said playfully. "In
housawork and sexud favors.™

He closed hiseyes, asoft smileon hislips.

Shewriggled closer and pressed her body againgt him. Y ou can start practicing now if you like," she
whispered.



"Sorry, not inthemood,” he mumbled.

Never in the mood anymore. She returned to her side of the bed. Her eyesfelt heavy and raw from
lack of deep. Shelet them close. As she drifted off, she could hear footsteps again from above. They
seemed far too close; she almost couldn't bear to hear them.

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Mandy was surprised by how peaceful this faery world was. He had imagined aland of chaos, of
noisy preening faeries, of endless chatter and tantrums. Insteed, the rura quiet pervaded his senses, filling
him with a dreamy warmth and contentment. In many ways, it was So much better thisway. It meant his
hunting and killing and boning could take place in serenity.

He had watched the village from high on the dope above, studying itslayout carefully. All the houseson
the main street were too close together; hunting in one of them would dert the whole street. A low profile
was imperative; he sill wasn't sure where the hag from the dungeons had gone, and eventually somebody
would notice the queen and her counselor missing and raise the darm. The whed of roads leading awvay
from the main street were margindly more promising for hunting, with trees and spacious gardens
between them. But there were cottages farther out on dusty roads, leading into the forest and farmland,
which caught hiseye. The faeriesliving insde would be easy prey. So he pulled his hat firmly upon his
head, hoisted his hunting bag over his shoulder—the kitchen maid's bones were stored in Mayfridh's
bedroom—and headed down through the forest.

It was cold today, but rura cold was somehow different from the urban cold back in Berlin. No tal, cool
buildings to block the sunlight, and the peaty smell of smoke seemed to warm the air. Or perhaps his
blood was just afew degrees warmer here, full of satisfaction and anticipation. Dried leaves crunched
under hisfeet. He was most pleased with himself and felt compelled to whistle alittle tune. Normdly he
was too embarrassed to whistle or sing, even when he was aone. An ear for music was not one of his
gifts, and he could hear that there was something wrong with the me ody, though he didn't know what.

A few hundred feet ahead the trees parted onto the back of alittle garden and he paused a moment to
survey it. Overgrown with thornbushes, with a sagging wooden gate. Sitting in a sunbeam on her back
step was an old woman, her white hair untidily escaping aloose bun. She threw bread crumbs out in front
of her and watched, smiling, as gray birds gathered to eat them.

Mandy considered. She was old; old bones were porous and snapped too easily. He did down to the
forest floor among the leaves and sat, his back againgt atree, to think. In his own world, he wouldn't
hesitate to catch her and kill her, but in aplace like this, where he had such awide selection to draw
from, he should conserve his energy for only the best kills. Mayfridh he was saving until the very lagt, but
not Because of some misguided infatuation that alowed him unconscioudy to want her to escape (oh, no,
she and the crow were far too securely guaranteed againgt that). The decision was purely practica. He
couldn't carry corpses back and forth to Berlin from here, so he had to bonein the river. Boning by hand
was an inexact science, especialy the volume he intended to do. He knew he could easily chip or scrape
or splinter abone. Mayfridh's bones, imbued with roya magic, were too precious to damage. She had to
be scalped and dunked in the vat, smple asthat. He plucked along blade of grass absently and chewed
onit. Thesunwasmild, but far avay, and abreeze high up carried itswarmth into the distance. He
shivered and pulled his hat down harder.

Voices drew his attention and he glanced back toward the old woman's garden. A young, dark-haired



man leaned in the doorway, taking to the woman and helping her up. Mandy smiled, pulled himself to his
feet, and headed toward the cottage. By the time he had made hisway through the sagging gate, they
wereingde.

"Good morning!" he called as he approached the door. He peered into the dark room. The two of them
sat at arough wooden table.

"Good morning,” the old woman caled swetly.
The young man was more cautious. "Good morning,” he said. "'Can we help you?"

Mandy knew his uneven grasp of their language might draw suspicion. "'l am astranger inthisland,” he
sad, "aspecid guest of Counselor Eisengrimm.”

The old woman beckoned him inside. "Areyou lost?" she said, smiling atoothless smile at him. "1 often

getlogt.”

"Yes, | anlog," he said, moving insgde the door and waiting politely near the end of thetable. "The
counselor sent me out for amorning walk and I've strayed too far from the town. Could you show me
how to get back?"

"A friend of Counsdlor Eisengrimm,” the old woman said, staring at him with shining eyes. "Sit down and
joinusandtell usof life at the castle. Have you met the queen?’

"Yes, | have" he said, concentrating hard to keep up with the conversation. Next time, he was going to
have to murder someonein their deep; thiswastoo difficult. He avoided the seat offered—their smell
was too strong—and leaned on a cutting board under amullioned window, planning in hishead. The
woman would scream if he attacked the young man, but perhaps didn't haveit in her to ran for help. She
wasvery frall.

"I've met me queen four times," she boasted. "Haven't |, Sg?"
Sgsmiled fondly at her. "If you say so, Oma.”
"Is Liesebet not beautiful ?* the old woman said to Mandy. " So much more beautiful than her mother.”

Sig patted Oma's hand and winked a Mandy. "My great-grandmother gets confused. She forgets that
Liesebet isgone and Mayfridh isnow our queen.”

"Isthat 07" Mandy smiled to himsdlf. Liesebet was Mayfridh's mother. How clever he had been to kill
her, and how much prouder he would be when Mayfridh was dead at his hand too. Immanuel Zweigler:
dayer of roya dynasties.

"The queen isvery beautiful," Mandy said, "and so was her mother.”

Oma popped out of her seat and came to the Sdeboard. She was more agile than Mandy had given her
credit for. Would he have to kill her too? Her smell was strong now, amost acrid.

"Here," she said, "have some cake before you head on your way." With arusted cake knife she hacked
some uneven chunks of food onto aplate and offered it to him.

"No, thank you." Thethought of eating here repelled him.

"Ah, wdll. | shal giveit to the birds, then." She shuffled out of the room and through the back door into
the garden. Birds sat on the gate waiting for her.



Sig smiled at him. "She'sadear old lady. Three hundred and thirty next week."

"Good lord,"” Mandy said, suddenly dipping into modern German. He had had no idea that faerieslived
that long.

Sigjoined him a the window and together they watched Oma through the tiny, thick panes. Her body
was distorted by them, oddly didocated and misshapen. Mandy felt at hisbelt for the kitchen implements
he had stolen from the castle. Cleaver, knife, mallet. He dipped oneinto his hand and while Sig was lill
gazing lovingly at his great-grandmother, pulled it out and raised it.

Sig saw him, hisface registering horror. He reached for the cake knife; there was astruggle, acry, and a
great dedl of blood. Oma saw none of it. Suffocating her with the sack directly after was very humane,
Mandy thought, as he hurried down to theriver with his sack full of warm faery. It would save her the
shock of coming insde and finding her great-grandson's hand |eft neatly on the cutting board.

* %%

Twenty years of nightmares all in one night. Oh! Oh! Hexebart didn't sleep well at all!

Now the morning is here and Hexebart feels a little better. Hexebart can't quite get used to being
inside and warm and comfortable. Every surface is soft and she could slegp and slegp. Shewon't,
because of the nightmares. She tastes Immanuel's food and likes it, then sits down on the hard
floor and listens to the house some more. Hexebart can hear Jude and Christine talking, hasto
make a quick spell to understand the language. Then Hexebart can hear a woman in another
apartment, talking to nobody. No, she's talking on a telephone. But Hexebart can't hear anything
else and the warmis making her sleepy again. Hexebart suddenly longs for the outside, for the
cool air and the fresh ground.

Careful now, quiet now. Don't let anyone know who's here. In the Real World it's not allowed for
old ladies to go into people's houses and eat their food and sleep on their soft things. One step,
two. Creeping past all the doors and out into the street. Hexebart spies trees and grass and birds,
and heads in that direction. Here's a place to sit and take big breaths of morning. In... out...in...
out... But the Real World smell is on everything and suddenly Hexebart feels homesick.

Sily old woman. Hexebart bites her own fingersto scold herself. The Real World is full of fun and
promise, and Hexebart won't be put off by a little homesickness. She watches people walking up
and down the street. Some of them look at Hexebart and smile, but Hexebart darts her eyes away
and hums an absent tune. Then the door to Immanuel's house opens and a boy steps out, and
Hexebart knows immediately that thisis the boy Jude.

"Hoy!" she calls. He doesn't turn around so she stands up and calls, "Hoy, hoy!"
The boy Jude turns and cocks his head like a bird.
"Hoy!" she calls again, beckoning him.

And he comes, just like that. Hexebart follows him closely with her eyes; Hexebart is clever
enough sometimes to read people, but this boy is unreadable. This boy has many layers covering
his secret self. Hexebart is glad she had the magic stuffsin the pea shell, or else she would never
have found out his secret.

"Come here, boy," she says, in hislanguage.



"What's the matter? Can | help you?" he says, and he is wary and he should be wary because
Hexebart doesn't like such pretty boys who hide secrets.

"I'mlost," Hexebart lies, making her bottom lip tremble. "And | have no money and | am all
alonein this place."

Jude won't stand too close and Hexebart can see he is holding his breath away. Ha! So he thinks
Hexebart smells bad, does he! Well, Hexebart thinks that his whole world smells bad. Perhaps she
should tell him that!

"Could you help me?" she asks.

He reachesinto his pocket and fetches money. Hexebart grasps at it and tries to touch his hand
but he pulls away quickly. "Here," he says, "it's all | have."

Hexebart wishes she could tell if he's lying. She suspects heis; she knows he's a liar. Hexebart
doesn't like liars. Hexebart doesn't like Jude.

He turnsto go.
"Wait!" she says.

"What isit?" he says. He's trying to be patient with Hexebart. He's trying to be patient with the
crazy hag.

"I amalone," Hexebart tells him. " Are you alone?"
He pauses, and shakes his head. "No," he says, "I'm not alone.”

She touches the very edge of his sleeve and he flinches but doesn't pull away. "Do you love
someone ? Do you have a beloved?"

Now Jude smiles, he's decided that the crazy hag is harmless, perhaps even amusing. "Yes, | do."
"And what is your beloved's name?"

"Christine."

"And does Christine know?"

"Know what?"

Hexebart's fingers move to his warmwrist. " You know what | mean,” she says.

"Yes, Christine knows | love her," Jude says. Hexebart is so amused by his stupidity that she
laughs loudly and suddenly Jude is not so sure and istrying to pull away.

"I meant," Hexebart hisses, "does Christine know you killed her mother and father?"

Jude twists and wrenches and jumps back and he is simply horrified. Hexebart doubles over with
mirth. "Hee, heg," she says, "I've got your secret.”

"Who are you?" hecries.

But she turns and scurries away from him, into the trees. He triesto follow her, but she uses a
little glamour to make herself blend among the trees and he searches for her in vain before



heading back to the street. Hexebart climbs onto a branch and sits there a while, thinking about
Jude. Ha ha, that was fun. How many more friends does Mayfridh have here in the Real World
that Hexebart can play tricks on?

Hexebart isn't homesick now; not even a little bit.

* %%

The blackness gave way to apaler wash of gray, and consciousness rushed on Mayfridh with agasp.
She opened her eyes. More blackness. No—alittle light seeped from somewhere. Firdight? Was shein
her room? But the air felt dank and stagnant and her whole body ached and shuddered. She certainly
wasn't in her bed. Why did shefed so dazed and—

Mandy!

Mayfridh sat up, regretting it instantly. She put her hand to her throbbing head. Shetried to focus, where
was she? The darkness, the sméll, the hard floor.

Of course. The dungeon.

She scrambled to her feet and grasped the door, shook it soundly and called out, "Help!™
"No, Mayfridnh!" 1t was Eisengrimm's voice, from nearby. "Don't touch the door."
Shejumped back as though scalded. "Where are you? What's happening?'

"Look through the bars. Y ou'll see”

Mayfridh peered through the bars of the door and into the darkness. Opposite, she could see an amber
olow likefirdight.

"He's run arope from your door. Can you see?"

Mayfridh spotted it. A rope had been attached to the bottom of the door. It ran up to the ceiling where it
did over arudimentary pulley made of an old cart wheel and some kitchen hooks, then back down
through the window of the dungeon opposite. "Yes, | seeit.”

"It'srigged up to aniron cage and I'm inside. If you open your door, it will drop the cage. He hasadrum
of burning coals beneath me. I'd be roasted dive.”

Now she could make out the shape of Eisengrimm, as Crow, behind rows of bars. Behind him, his
shadow moved eerily in the firdight. An overwheming tide of dread and hel plessness surged through her.
"Oh, no," she managed to gasp in the dark.

"So don't shake the door. | don't know how secure these knots are, and | don't think Mandy much cares
whether or not | die."

"Eisengrimm, I'm so sorry. Thisisal my fault. | don't know what'swrong with him. I don't know what he
wants™"

"l do," Eisengrimm said, and his voice sounded so serious that Mayfridh's scomach flipped over. The
horrible redity of the Situation rushed upon her, and she did to the floor, trying to catch her bregath.

"Mayfridh? Areyou dl right?'



"l... my heed hurts. He hit me."

"| thought you were dead when he brought you in. When he spent dl that time rigging up the cage | was
amost glad. He wouldn't bother securing your imprisonment so carefully if you were dead. | knew you'd
wake eventudly."

"What does he want, Eisengrimm? What has he told you?'

Eisengrimm fought hard to keep impatience out of hisvoice. "Did you never suspect, Mayfridh? Did you
overlook dl cluesto histrue nature?'

"Eisengrimm, you're frightening me. | thought the worst Mandy was capable of was embarrassing me with
adeclaration of love."

"Love, Mayfridh, isthelast thing on hismind. Heisfull of hatred.”
"For me? What did | do?'

"Not just for you, for al of us. For fagries asarace. Hes ahunter of fagries, Mayfridh, and he collects
their bonesin the name of art.”

Her dishdief wasdectric. "What?'

"He'sakiller. | saw him murder Kat in the kitchen without even blinking.”

Kat. Which one was Kat? Her head was spinning and it was hard to focus on Eisengrimm’'swords.
"For bones?' she said. "He murdersfaeriesfor their bones?'

"He murders faeries because he hates them. He bones them for his sculptures. He explained it dl ashe
hung me abovethisfire

"Then why hasn't he murdered me?!
"l don't know," Eisengrimm said quietly.
"Perhaps hewon't," she said, fear boiling icy in her somach. "Perhapsheisin love with me and—"

"It won't be long before someone notices we're missing and comesfor us" Eisengrimm said quickly.
"Y ou must be brave and you must be cool.”

Cool! Mayfridh would have laughed, only her throat was too congtricted with terror. Her earsrang and
her head throbbed, and awall of gray descended on her.

"Mayfrich"

Eisengrimm was calling. What was happening? She shook her head clear, redized she had lapsed into
unconsciousness. "Yes, yes, | can hear you," shesaid. "The blow to my head is il affecting me.”

"Areyou bleeding?'
She touched the wound. Her hair was matted with dried blood. "No. I'm fine. Are you injured?”
"No, though thisfireisvery warm."

"How did he capture you?"



"Mayfridh, he hasthe speed and reflexes of abeadt. It's uncanny and horrible to watch. He caught mein
his bare handsin the forest and stuffed mein asack. | didn't know what he intended, and assumed he
didn't know who | was, so | lay very still to wait for achanceto fly away. If I'd had any ideawnhat kind
of man hewas, I'd have transformed to Wolf and torn him to piecesimmediately.”

"And now? Y ou can't change?"
"The cageisiron. It may crush me.”

Mayfridh felt keenly her body's own vulnerability; so easly ruined, the lifewithin so easily extinguished.
Eisengrimm, her protector, couldn't help her. Who el se could help her? She had roya guards somewhere
inthisvillage, for al they were untrained and chosen for their good looks. Where were they? Or had
Mandy killed them aready? She remembered thefilthy clattering sack held had with him in the bedroom.
Kat's bones?

"Don't despair, Mayfridh," Eisengrimm said, reading her silence perfectly. "He's spared you so far, he
may yet. Someone may notice us missing and come searching for us."

"Or Chrigting," Mayfridh said, cheering suddenly. "Chrigtine will worry when I'm not back and—"
"No, Mayfridh. Chrigtine has no way of getting to us now. Mandy took her twine."

Her heart sagged again. She leaned her head against the door and forced herself to breathe naturaly.
Why wasthis happening? A primitive suspicion that her infiddity with Jude was being punished by a
vengeful god overpowered her. She groaned.

"Mayfridh?"
She couldn't bear theterror in hisvoice. "I'm fing," she snapped.

"l can't seeyou,” Eisengrimm said. "'I've been waiting here for hoursfor you to return to consciousness.
Y ou must forgive mefor my concern.”

Her guilt intengfied athousandfold. "Of course, Eisengrimm. I'm sorry. I'mwell, I'mwhole, I'm
conscious." A sob threatened to erupt through her sentence, and she hitched her shouldersto hold it in.
"But I've done an awful, awful thing, Eisengrimm. Y ou will hate mefor it."

Hisvoice became tender. "How could | hate you? Y oure my Little May."
"I did something hateful. In the Red World."

Therewas along slencein the dark and Mayfridh felt the tears dry in salty tracks on her face. She
pamed them, sniffed loudly. Do you not want to know what itis| did?" she asked him.

"I think | can guess.”
"Canyou? Do you think so little of methat it'sthe first conclusion you draw?*

"Y our voice and your words give away much, and you've been in love with Jude for along time." His
voice was resigned, sad.

"Areyou very disgppointed in me?"

"It'snot for me to show disappointment or approval to my queen.”



Hiswords, his detached tone, froze her. "No, no. I'm not your queen. I'm your friend. Y our very dearest
friend. Please, speak to me fredy.”

"Mayfridh," he said softly, "I can never gpprove of what you have done. And yet, | can understand that
loveisamighty enginethat drives men and women to foolishnessand ruin.”

"Areyou glad, then, that you are awolf and not aman?”'

"l am glad to bewhat | am," Eisengrimm replied quietly, "as anyone should be, no matter what their form
or circumstance.”

Mayfridh buried her head in her hands, her curls tumbling forward. "How can you still be sowiseand
composed, even at atimelikethis? | fed | shall go mad.”

"Y ou must teke heart, Little May. At any moment, someone may cometo find us.”
"l can't stand not knowing. What do you think he's doing out there? I's he killing everybody ?*

"I don't know, | don't understand him or hisintentions," Eisengrimm said, "but | expect we will find out
soon enough.”

* %%

Chrigtineswork send-off was ruined by Mayfridh's continued silence. While her boss toasted her with
cheap sparkling wine and she munched her way through a German pastry, her mind kept reaching for
explanations asto why her friend hadn't been in touch. Diana hadn't seen her (it wasamistaketo cal her,
because she had grown extremely anxious and upset); Gerda hadn't seen her; she hadn't sent Eisengrimm
to say shewasfine. Christine knew that she would have to ask Mandy what had happened. Loathsome
Mandy. Maybe she could convince Jude to go.

She arrived home to an apartment in chaos.,

"What's going on?' she asked, stepping over abag of rubbish tied up near the door. Judewasin a
cleaning frenzy.

"Can you believe weve only been here five months and aready we've collected so much junk?* Jude
said. He crouched in front of the bookcase, pulling out papers and sorting them into piles.

"Areyou deaning?"

"I'm packing."

"Pecking?"

"We're leaving, remember? Were leaving as soon as we can.”

Chrigtine dung her purse on the sofa and joined Jude at the bookcase. From here she could seeinto the
spare room. The suitcases were open, starting to fill up with clothes and books. "Wow, you're seriously

packing."
Helooked up. A lock of hair fell over hiseyes. "Isthere a problem with that?'
"No, no. | just assumed we'd pack together. In aweek or so when we've organized the flight home.”

"I've organized it," he said. Heroseto hisfeet and dusted his hands on hisjeans. "Kind of "



"Kind of ?"

"We can fly out on Sunday but—"

"Sunday? Today's Friday. That'svery close.”
"| thought you wanted to leave soon.”

"l do, but... Why the sudden urgency?"

"l booked me tickets."

Chrigtine ran ahand through her hair. If she asked Mandy about Mayfridh tonight, if they had a send-off
tomorrow night, yes, they could make aflight home on Sunday. "Okay, well go Sunday.”

"I haven't paid for them," he said.

"They cost alot because they're such short notice. The airline wouldn't refund our origind tickets. We
bought them on aspecid chegp fare.” He handed her an old pizza menu with his handwriting in the
corner.

She blanched when she saw thefigure. "That much?”

"Our other optionisto wait aweek, and | know you don't want to wait. | would have put them on my
credit card, only it's maxed out. | hoped you could pay for them. | mean, seeing as how were going to
access your parents money when we get home anyway."

Christine looked closely at Jude. For the first time she suspected that he was nervous. His eyes darted
here and there, hiswords were quick and rambling. "Jude? | s there something you're not telling me?"

"No. What? What do you mean?"'

She pulled him gently to the sofaand sat him down, ditting on the coffeetablein front of him. "This
morning you were till reluctant to leave at dl. This afternoon, you want to spend thousands of dollars
rushing home before we've had a chance to say good-bye to our friends. Before we've seen if Mayfridh
isdl right.”

"| thought you wanted to go."

"l do," she said. The profound and undeniable truth. Theidea of going home on Sunday, though only new
to her, was dazzlingly appedling. Her own home, her own city, her own life; leaving dl this confusion and
wondering behind. "I want to know why you do. Tonight. When you didn't thismorning.”

His gaze fixed on hers afew moments, and she couldn't read his expression. Then, to her surprise, he
began to cry. She had never seen him cry before.

He buried his head in her 1ap and sobbed. She reached for him, smoothed his hair with her hands, both
bewildered and afraid.

"Jude, for God's sake, you're frightening me. What's wrong?"



"l want to go home," he said, his voice rumbling against her somach. "I've had enough of this. | just want
to go home."

"I don't understand. Y ou've had enough of what?"

"Of faeries and other worlds and magic. I'm overwhelmed by it. | can't stand to think of it. It fedslike I'm
going crazy.”

He sobbed harder and she soothed him with her hands, staring straight in front of her. Could it be that
Mayfridh's believe spell had ause-by date? Wasit wearing off, leaving only confusion and disbelief? Her
own sense of belief was dtill strong, but she had experienced Ewigkreis firsthand.

"It'sdl right, Jude," she said, "well go. I'm happy to go on Sunday, I'm happy to pay for thetickets. It's
al right.”

He took adeep shuddering breath and sat up, wiping hisface with his hands. "I'm sorry," he said.

"Don't be sorry. It'sfine. I'm the one who wanted to leave, anyway." She patted histhigh. "But I'm not
leaving before | ask Mandy what's happened to Mayfridh. He's probably got amessage from her that he

hasn't passed on yet."

"He's not there," Jude said, shaking his head. "'l went up this morning after you left for work, and phoned
again this afternoon. He's not around.”

Chrigine frowned. "Whereishe?"

Jude shrugged. "Maybe he had something else important to do. WEll try again tomorrow. Hes aways
around on Saturdays."

Chrigtinefelt suspicion rise, but pushed it back down. Jude was out of his seat and handing her the pizza
brochure with the airline's phone number in the corner. "They'll only hold our tickets until seven o'clock.
Y oull haveto ring them right away."

"Sure, of course," she said, reaching for her purseto find her credit card. "Jude, what if Mandy's not
back at dl?Wheat if he never came back from Ewigkreis?'

"We heard him upstairs,” Jude said. "He's back. He's around somewhere, don't worry.”

Don't worry. "Yeah, right.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Those nasty human people have been knocking on Hexebart's door and ringing on Hexebart's
telephone all day. Can't they tell she doesn't want to speak with them? Can't they guess that
Immanuel isn't home? They must surely be the stupidest of all races.

Hexebart is bothered by them. Sheistrying to listen the house.

Oh! Of course! They must be hearing Hexebart's feet, up and down on the wooden floor. Hexebart
curses her own silliness and enchants the floor to make it very very silent. Then she presses her
ear to the boards and listens.



At first, the house is quiet. Hexebart can hear her own heart, beating a dancein her ears. Then a
voice, here, there. Sounds of water running. She centersin on Christine's voice. Christine doesn't
know what to wear tonight. Judeistelling her shelooks nicein blue. Blue, blue, Christine trusts
you, Does she know you killed her parents too?

Hexebart cackles at her own song. Delightful, delightful! In another apartment she hears a man
whistling, the sound of him shaving. He is saying nothing so Hexebart centersin on another voice,
the other woman, Gerda. Hexebart likes to listen to Gerda talking on the phone to someone
named Garth.

"Of courseit's suspicious,” Gerda is saying. "He proposed so suddenly and now they're rushing
back to New York. | just know that something is going on... Christine doesn't know, though...
Well, | think Jude has run into some financial crisis... Yes, I've always said that he only wants her
for her money. She's such a mousy little thing..."

Hexebart laughs. Gerda is saying spiteful things about Christine, but Hexebart has heard Gerda
talking to Christine in a different voice altogether. Gerda pretends to be Christine's friend. How
delicioudly wicked!

But, oh! Hexebart has an idea. Hexebart knows just the punishment for a spiteful gossip. She
smiles just thinking about it. Gerda the gossip, gossiping Gerda, Gerda groaning and griping to
Garth. But Gerda will have a nasty shock very soon.

Hexebart listens. Voices die off, doors open and close. They've all gone out. Hexebart has the
whole house to herself.

She sits back and holds her finger up in front of her. It grows long and thin, just right for picking
a lock. She creeps down the stairs and finds Gerda's apartment door, and lets herself in.

Thisroomis full of warm soft things, but not as many as Immanuel's. Hexebart sings a tune to
herself as she looks around. In one of the rooms a sense of familiarity grips her, and she pauses,
listening, smelling, looking.

Aha! The nasty little princess has been here. Hexebart can fedl it in her bones. She approaches the
bed. Yes! The preening pig has sept right here, in this warm bed. Hexebart crawls into the bed
and imagines Mayfridh sleeping here, while Hexebart was back in the well with the frogs and
lizards. Oh, oh, she hates that changeling so much it burns! Hexebart clicks her tongue on her
teeth and can't even think of words for a song to sing about how angry she is. She hopes that
Immanuel istorturing her slowly and pulling all her fingers and prickling all her toes. Hexebart
only wishes she could do the same—what satisfaction!

Hexebart turns over and thrusts her hands under the pillow, burying her face in it. She bitesit,
angry, angry. And her hand comes to rest on something smooth and cool. What's this, what's this?

Hexebart draws out a picture. No, a photograph. In it, Mayfridh wears Real World clothes, and a
thin gray woman next to her smiles a pained smile. Then Hexebart remembers. Mayfridh hasa
Real World mother. Thisis her.

Hee, hee. Hexebart pops the photograph in her pocket. Later, she'll make a spell to find out where
this Real World mother is, and perhaps she'll pay a visit, yes, perhaps she will. Hexebart has many
people to call on herein the Real World, many new friendsto fit into her busy schedule. She pops
off the bed and returns to the warm sofa, curls up on it and amuses herself with thoughts of how
surprised Gerda will be to see Hexebart when she gets home.



* %%

"You see, Sig," Mandy said to the dead faery as he pulled out hisbones, "if oneisgoing to invade a
country and take control of it, it should aways be a peaceful country. They arefar less prepared for such
an eventudity.” His hands remembered the task and the blood flowed away into theriver.

Mandy waded farther out. The next part was messy, and he preferred to do it with the body deep
underwater. He was up to his thighs now and, despite the cold, he enjoyed the labor, feeling both
masculine and refined, both powerful and finely adept. Back to nature, that was the fedling. People went
camping for the same reason: to fed they had returned to the basics, to touch once again that source of
fundamenta human practicdity that urban living, with its shrink-wraps and its ddlivery services, removed
them from. "Y our own country, Sig, iswoefully under-defended. | note that you, as arace, have become
very peaceful. You al like each other. Nobody threatens the status quo. The royal guards are little more
than dress-up dolls with swords and axes. I've easily avoided the one that rattles around the castle, and
nobody has even noticed that the queen and her counselor have been missing for aday.”

He pulled agleaming bone free and threw it onto the riverbank. It landed with awhump. Sig wasn't
listening to him anyway. Mandy was growing weary. He couldn't risk deegping in the castle, so he had
dept curled up at the base of atall beech tree with stolen blankets and pillows. Not comfortable.

Mandy sighed as his hands worked under the water. He wasn't a young man anymore, and his origina
fantases of killing at least a dozen faeries now seemed vastly ambitious. Perhaps he would only kill
another three or four, and then take their bones back to Berlin, along with Mayfridh. She waited for him
in the dungeon. What aclever idea of histo make escape mean certain death for Eisengrimm. Mandy
wasn't sure of the extent of her magic powers, and she certainly hadn't used them to fight him off in the
bedroom; even if she could open locks without keys, she wouldn't dunk her companion in abarrel of
burning embers. Mandy had been in to stoke them up an hour or so ago, and had enjoyed not answering
asingle one of her desperate questions. His silence had unraveled her, and she had ill been screaming
when heleft.

Onething she had said, though, wastroubling. "Winter will come, the worldswill dide gpart, you'l be
stuck here. Go home now, while you till can.” Thiswas something he didn't understand. He redlized he
had little comprehension of many aspects of faery worlds. Could it be that Mayfridh's warning was true?
Or wasit smply aploy to scare him out of her kingdom?

Thisjob was taking too long. Hed cometo rely too heavily on his boning vat. The back-to-nature
satisfaction was growing dull asthe musclesin hisarms and hands began to tire. Just afew more fagries,
then. That would be enough, including Mayfridh, to finish the Bone Wife. No point in being greedy.

* k%

"I'm afraid to die, Eisengrimm.”
"Everyoneisdaradtodie LittleMay."

Mayfridh leaned on the door, her face pressed against the barred opening. From here, she could see
Eisengrimm's crow shadow, obscured by bars and shifting in the firdlight. 1t gave her some comfort.
Otherwise his voice, disembodied in the dark, started to fed imagined, asthough she were completely
adonre. "I'm glad you're there, Eisengrimm. Hes going to kill us, isn't he?”

"He might not. He might give us a chance to escape. If helets me out of this cage for even amoment 'l
tear him to pieces.”



"Isthefiretoo hot? Doesit cause you pain?'

"No, no. I'm a a sufficient distance fromit." He sighed. "Mayfridh, you are the queen. Y ou must be
saved. | matter far less

"Nonsense. I'm nothing without you a my sde.”
"| think you should try to open the door."
"l anlockedin."

"We don't know that for certain. | didn't seeif he had the enchanted keys. Indeed, how would hefind
them?'

Mayfridh winced, knowing she had left the keys carelesdy beside her bed.

Eisengrimm continued: " Perhaps he set up this contraption precisely because he couldn't lock you in."
"But if | open thedoor, I'll plunge you into thefire."

"Yes. | know. But you would befree. Y ou could save yourself."

Mayfridh'sfingers clutched the rusty bars. " Eisengrimm, how can you suggest such athing?'
"Because you're the queen.”

"I'm sck of being the queen.”

"Then, because of the greet love | bear you."

"And | should repay that love by being the very person to burn you dive to secure my own surviva ? |
would never even congder it."

"He knowsthat," Eisengrimm said, hisvoice so quiet sheamost didn't hear. "Heis counting on that.”

"I know we arelocked in. | |eft the keys where they could easily be found. | also know that somebody
will save us" Mayfridh said. " Somebody will catch him, or notice were missing." She knew, as
Eisengrimm did, that thiswas not necessarily true. The entire village was in the process of gathering and
storing the last harvest, preparing for winter. At thistime of year, even her roya guards were sent down
to thefields and the mill and the granary to help and only one maid was kept in the castle: poor Kat who
was now dead. "We must have courage, Eisengrimm.”

"| fed | havefailed. Failed measurelesdy.”

Shetried to focus on his shadow: his beak, the hunch of hiswings. "It isn't your fault.”
"| could have done more. | wastoo trugting.”

"Y ou only had my description of his character to base your assumptionson.”

"You left mein charge, and | let something evil go freein our world."

"l gave Chrigtine the magic twine. | made it possible for him to gain passage.”

Eisengrimm fell silent and Mayfridh closed her eyes. They had gone over thisground a hundred times
dready: the sdf-recriminations of the condemned. For along time the only sounds were her breathing,



her heart, the occasiona pop of aburning cod.

Then Eisengrimm said, "1 wonder if | could break out of this cage.”

She opened her eyes and located his shadow again in the dark. "How? It's made of iron."
"But surely alarge powerful creature could break it open. If | changed to Bear—"

"Y ou could be crushed to desth."

"Or | could escape.”

"Youdfdl into thefire

"Bear'stoo big to fit in the barrdl. I'd just knock it over. Perhaps1'd burn my paws, but | wouldn't burn
to death. And without the cage to constrain me, | could flee from the coa's as soon as they spilled. |
could break down this door, and yourstoo."

Mayfridh was tempted. In just afew minutes they could both be free. Her desire to survive overrode her
reason. "Do you think the cage would break?"

"| think theré'sagood chance. Bear islarge, the cageissmdll.”
"But if the cage doesn't give..."

Eisengrimm pecked at the bars. Mayfridh could hear how sturdy they were. She had once kept acanary
init, until the contrast of its soft pale feathers against the black wrought-iron twists had distressed her so
much that she had st it free. She thought of those sharp angles, biting into Eisengrimm’sflesh. "I think it's
too dangerous,” she said.

"l could try it, and if I meet too much resistance I'll shrink back.”

"Can you do that?" She knew that Bear was a hard form for him to control.
"l can. Mayfridh, | haveto try something."

"We could wait. He might let us out to take us somewhere and then—"

"Mayfridh, | aninacage," Eisengrimm cried out. "'l cannot help you from this cage. He could kill you
before my eyesand | would be helpless.”

Mayfridh bit her lip, asob risng in her throat. "But we can—"
"We can do nothing aswe are.”
"l don't want you to die."

"He could come back in ten minutes and plunge me directly into the barrdl. | may die anyway. Let metry
this"

For afew moments, Mayfridh felt asthough her mind and her heart couldn't stand the Situation any
longer. Surely she would start screaming, and scream until her heart burst and she died. Shetried to force
ar into her lungs. "Y oull promiseto shrink back the moment you're injured?’

"I'll have to press againgt the cage with my body. | may bealittleinjured.”



"Before you go too far, then. Don't be foolish. Y ou are more use to me dive than dead.”
"l promise, Mayfridh. Thisisn't an attempt to extinguish my own life. It's an attempt to set us both free.”
Mayfridn's voice trembled. "Very well, then. Good luck, old friend.”

Clutching the bars, Mayfridh focused on his shadow. It trembled and the crow features suddenly
expanded, forming a black blob againgt the firdlight. With an excruciating sound of bones and ligaments
creaking, the black shape swelled, shuddered againgt the bars of the cage. Mayfridh heard aloud snap.

"No, Eisengrimm! Stop.”

Another snap, a horrible groan—haf abear'sroar, half a crow's hack—and the shape shrank again, dl
the way down to acrow, which fell with asoft thud to the bottom of the cage.

"Eisengrimm?’ Mayfridh cried. "Eisengrimm, are you hurt?*

"I think I..." Hewheezed. The sound chilled her.

"Eisengrimm, what'swrong?"

"I think | have broken..." Hisvoicetrailed off to agasp and then he was silent.

"Eisengrimm? Eisengrimm? What have you broken?' He didn't answer. Sobs pulled out of her chest.
"Eisengrimm, answer me." Shetried to focusin the dark. Was that movement shallow breathing, or just
anilluson of the shadowy firdight?" Eisengrimm? Speek to mel”

The cagewas Silent.

** %

Christine had never seen Jude so drunk and it alarmed her.

"Come on, honey, onefoot in front of the other.” He leaned on her heavily, her back twinged, but she
had to get him up the gairs to the apartment somehow.

"Cant," he sad, grabbing for the banister, missing it and dropping.

Chrigtine released him immediately. Holding on to him would cause too much pain. Helanded on his
backsde on astair, and rested there. His skin was flushed and his eyes were glazed and he stank of
cigarettes and whiskey. They had been thefirgt to leave Super Jazz—after Jude had thrown up on
Sparky in repayment for the free drinks. Gerda, Pete, and Fabiyan were still at the club, no doubt
speculating on why Jude got himsdlf so wasted.

"Jude, honey. Come on. Not far to go. Then you'll have anice warm bed to passout in.”
"Can't," hesaid again, leaning his head againgt the sair railings. "I'll just deep here.”

"No, you won't." She grasped his hand and pulled, causing her back to shriek at her. She dropped him
quickly, her fingersgoing to her spine.

"Chrigtine?' His drunken hands were fluttering up now, hisvoiceal panicked and guilty. "Chrigtine? Did |
hurt you?'

"Please, Jude, just get up and cometo bed."



"| didn't want to hurt you."
"Come on. We're nearly there, just alittle further.”
"I'mtired." He sighed and put his head on hisknees. "I'm... s0... tired."

She pulled hisarm. "Come on, Jude, please. I'm not going to leave you here onthe stairsand | can't
carry you."

He straightened up, stood unsteadily. "No, of course. Y ou can't carry me. Well be home soon. It be
niceto be home, won't it, Chrigtine?"

"Do you mean home here in Berlin, or back homein New Y ork?' she said, her hand under his elbow to
Steady him asthey took the remaining stairs.

"Home where nothing ever happened to us," he durred. "Home where it was easy.”
"Okay, whatever." She had the key in the door. "Come on. Insde.”

He shuffled in and she guided him to the bedroom where he sprawled on the bed, eyes closed. Witha
sigh, she unlaced his shoes and eased them off, unbuckled his bdlt, and took hiswallet and keys out of his
pocket. Then she turned him on his side and pulled the covers up. By now he wasfast adeep; the

absol ute-and-entire deep that only babies and drunkards know. Christine sat on the edge of the bed and
watched him: histangled hair, his pae fingers clutching the pillow. She wastired too, weary to the bone,
but she couldn't deep without knowing if Mayfridh were safe.

Mandy was nowhere to be found. He hadn't opened me gallery, answered his door, or picked up his
telephone dl day. Either he was hiding, or he hadn't returned from Ewigkreis and the footsteps upstairs
had been boards ttling, or rats, or something. Christine was worried sick. Mayfridh hadn't contacted
her and Chrigtine didn't trust Mandly.

She left Jude deeping, switched off the light, and closed the bedroom door. Checked the answering
machine; nothing from Mayfridh. She sat on the sofaand looked up at the ceiling. Mandy'sfloor. No
footsteps tonight. In fact, she hadn't heard them at dl today. So far, only Jude had tried Mandy's door.
She checked her watch. It was one in the morning.

Before she could think better of it, she was on her feet and heading up the stairs to Mandy's apartment.
She knocked. No answer. She knocked again. Remembered that the other time she had been here, his
door had been unlocked. Shetried it.

It opened.

Either he wastoo rich to care about burglars, or he was doing laundry at one am. She nervousy backed
down afew steps, leaned her head over therailing, and listened. Not a sound: no whir of awashing
machine, no footsteps nearby.

Taking adeep breath, she went insde and switched the light on. One glance told her why the door was
open, and what the footsteps had been: Mandy's apartment had been broken into. It was amess.
Blankets were draped over the sofa and floor, books had been pulled out and Ieft haphazardly over the
tables and chairs, food scrapslay on dirty plates everywhere she looked, and the smdll of stale rubbish
and old sweat hung in the air. Someone had been camping here. A quick check of thetelevison and
stereo told her it hadn't been thieves, but the state of the room told her it hadn't been Mandy.

Hewasn't back. He was il in Ewigkreis with Mayfridh. What the hell were they doing there? Chrigtine



glanced at the mess around her and balled her fistsin frustration. How could she go hometo New Y ork
without knowing what had happened to Mayfridh?

She shouldn't be up here, especidly if someone had recently broken in. Whoever had made this mess
might still be here or intending to return soon and, besides, she should call the police.

"Anyone here?' she caled, advancing into the kitchen and turning on the light. More food scraps. The
intruder had eaten alot for someone who had only stayed one night. Bugs buzzed around the sink. She
checked the bedrooms and the bathroom. The apartment appeared to be empty.

She hesitated on the stairs up to the second floor. What precisaly was shelooking for? But she knew: she
wanted to seeif that narrow door was till locked. She wanted to know what Mandy was up to.

"Hello?' she caled, taking the steps dowly, peering around the doorway to seeif anyone waited for her
up there. "Hello?' Nobody. In fact, the room seemed much emptier than last time she was here. She
gazed around. Of course, the beautiful statue of the woman's body was gone. Mandy must have sold i,
even though it was unfinished. Or perhapsit was finished. Perhagps Mandy thought half awoman's body
made a good scul pture. This thought made her shudder, and she became aware of how vulnerable she
was up here done, with an unconscious Jude the only other person in the building. Christine grabbed a
sculptor's mallet from the shelf and held it firmly in her right hand. She went back to the sairs, leaned
over therailing, and listened. Silence. The locked door awaited.

Perhaps because the front door of the apartment had been unlocked she presumed the mysterious door
would betoo. It wasn't. Every deadlock wasin place. No access.

Chrigtineran her fingers over the door, frustrated. The ename paint was very thick and had driedina
pattern of dribbles. The door itsalf was narrow and short; Mandy, surely, would need to duck his head
and take a deep breath to get through it. A little door, leading to... where? A little Saircaseto alittle
room where the windows were painted black.

Sheturned to survey the room. Perhaps aset of keys hid in the mahogany desk. Hefting the scul ptor's
mallet in one hand againgt imagined enemies, she sat at the desk and began to search it. Pens, pencils,
papers, but no keys. She dammed the last drawer closed in frustration.

"Whét the hell am | doing here?' she muttered. Mandy wasn't here; Mayfridh certainly wasn't. Inless
than forty-eight hours she had to catch a plane to New Y ork and she couldn't see how that was possible
if she hadn't heard from either of them. But coming into Mandy's gpartment and searching his desk was
not going to help her.

She halfheartedly checked the drawers again. One of them had carefully stacked notebooksiniit, and she
pulled them out to leaf through the pages. Perhaps Mandy had stashed the keys between the covers.
Most of the books were art journas, full of sketches. Onewas aledger of accountsfor the hotel. The
book at the very bottom, a scrappy spira-bound notepad, was filled with Mandy's handwriting. She
glanced at the front: from the Memoirs of Mandy Z.

Chrigtine dmost laughed. Trust Mandy to embark on something so narcissistic as an autobiography. He
considered himself something of a celebrity. Curious, she opened to the first page and began to read.

Within moments, her blood had chilled. She turned the page: | have a measureless loathing for faeries.
And | amthe Faery Hunter .

"Oh, my God," she gasped, flipping forward, scanning the pages. Mayfridh wasin terrible danger. Did
she know it yet? Or was she still assuming Mandy had an innocent crush on her? Sheread alittle farther,



sckened by the details. A surreal panic lurched through her. It was onething to believein
faeries—Mayfridn's spell had helped to cope with that—but it was beyond imagining that the wedlthy
billionaire had devoted hislife to hunting and killing them. Her head spun, and she had to grab the edge of
the desk to reassure hersdlf that what she was experiencing was real. Somewhere downgtairs, she heard
people arrive home. Gerdaand the others. It bardly registered as she flicked quickly through the
notebook reading snatches here and there. Her somach clutched againgt the awful helplessfear. There
was absolutely no way for her to get to Ewigkreisto warn or help Mayfridh.

A scream brokeinto her train of thought. At first she believed she had imagined it; that it was the scream
insde her head that she hadn't let escape. But then it came again. A woman's scream from somewherein
the hotel.

Clutching Mandy's book under one arm and the sculptor's mallet in the other, she hurried downstairs and
out of the gpartment.

The scream came again, thistime followed by afrantic voice. "What have you done? What have you
done?" Gerda. Commoation on the landing as Fabiyan opened his door and leaned out, as Pete raced
across the landing to Gerda. She stood there, crying, "Where did she go? Did you see her? She's

disappeared!”

But something was very wrong, because every time Gerda spoke, she spat something from her lips.
Christine peered down the semi-lit stairwell as she came down. For amoment, she was reminded of a
rabid dog she had seen once, spitting foam left and right, distressed.

"Gerda?'
"What the fuck?' Thiswas Pete, taking two steps back from Gerdain horror.

Gerdaturned to him, her eyeswild with terror. "What has she done to me?' And as she spoke, two tiny
frogs jumped from her lips and pattered to the ground. Christine looked around her feet: frogs, lizards,
locusts, dl scurrying away from the loud voices and the panic.

"Who did this?* Christine gasped. "Who did thisto you?'

"Oh, God! Y ou haveto help me," Gerda shrieked, and a shower of locusts sprayed from her mouth.
"She said her name was Hexebart."

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

"Where's Jude?" Pete asked, as Christine searched for abucket under the sink.

"In bed. Unconscious." She approached Gerda, who sat at the kitchen table in Chrigting's apartment, her
face flushed and her eyesteary. Christine put abucket in front of her. "Here."

Fabiyan, who sat across from Gerda, watched her in awe. "Where do they come from?" he asked.
Gerda shook her head, tight-lipped.

"Okay, Gerda," Chrigtine said, pulling up achair, "so Hexebart did thisto you?'

Gerda nodded.



"Where? Outsde? In your gpartment?”’

A nod.

"Shefollowed you home?!

No.

"Shewaswaiting for you?'

Yes

"And she said her name was Hexebart?'

"Who isshe?' Gerdasaid, and alizard plopped into the bucket.

"That isso amazing,” Pete said, leaning over the bucket. "Can | get my video cameraand film this?!

Christine pushed Pete away in irritation. "Hexebart isawitch from Mayfridh's world. She's supposed to
be imprisoned. | have no idea how she got here, but it must have-something to do with Mandy." She
dapped the notebook on thetable. "The guy isahomicida freak. He's been hunting faeries for decades.
None of ushad any ides, least of dl Mayfridh.”

"What are you talking about?" Pete asked.

"I'll explainin aminute. Gerda, did you see where Hexebart went?'

Gerda shook her head.

"Did sheleave by the door, or did shejust disappear?'

"Door." A tiny frog jumped from her lips. Pete caught it and put it in the bucket.

Chrigtine ran ahand through her hair. "I haveto find her. Shesmy only hope of getting back to
Ewigkreis. | haveto warn Mayfridh. Or save her, if it'stoo late to warn her."

Pete held hishands up, a"dow down" gesture. "Wait, Chrigtine. Y ou're serioudy going to try to find this
witch? Look what she's doneto Gerda."

"Gerdas dill dive, at least. Mandy wantsto kill Mayfridh and use her bonesfor a sculpture. | bet
Hexebart was squatting at Mandy's. Maybe shelll go back there.”

"Will shetakethe spell off?' Gerdasaid, spitting locusts and frogs.

"l don't know. But if | find Mayfridh, she can take the spdll off."

Fabiyan wasflicking through Mandy's memoair. "Where did you find this?'
"Inhisdesk."

Pete leaned over his shoulder, reading aline Fabiyan pointed out for him. "Oh, my God. Isthisfor red?
Thisguy isapsycho."

Chrigtine's eyes ached and her heart sped. "'l fed so helpless.”

"Wewill hdpif wecan," Fabiyan sad. "Anything you say."



"Okay. Right, Fabiyan, can you go up to Mandy's and keep an eye out for Hexebart? If you see her,
don't approach her. Just call me. Trap her up thereif you can, lock her in. Pete, can you take Gerda
back to your place? Don't make her say anything and don't film her." She handed him the bucket.
"Gerda, hang in there. It may only be atemporary spdl. If not, I'm sure Mayfridh or Eisengrimm will be
abletofix it." She glanced back toward the bedroom. "1'd better wake Jude and tell him what's going
on."

Pete led Gerda out and Fabiyan warily took the stairs up to Mandy's apartment. Christine closed the
door behind them. Her knees shook and for amoment she had to steady herself against the doorway.
Was Mayfridh aready dead? The thought was unbearable; Mandy preying on her like acat preysona
butterfly. But then, if Mayfridh were dead, surely Mandy would have returned by now. She clung to that
thought. Until he came back, she could convince hersdlf that Mayfridh was il dive.

Chrigtine entered the bedroom and sat on the edge of the bed. Jude, in exactly the same position she had
left him, wasfast adeep.

"Jude," she said, shaking his shoulder lightly. "Jude, wake up. It's urgent.”
"Mmm?'

"Wake up," she said, her voice cracking over asob. "It'slife or death.”

He reached out ahand for hers. "Chrigtine? Are you okay? Are you hurt?'

"No, I'mfine" she said, sinking down next to him and letting the tears come, "but Mayfridh'sin terrible

danger.”
"What?What are you talking about?"

She explained asfully as she could through her helplesstears. As her eyes adjusted to the dark, she
could see Jude's face take on a bewildered desperation as sobriety crashed in on him.

"Oh, Jesus," he said when she had finished, pressing hisfingersto hisforehead. "Oh, God."
"I haveto find Hexebart, | have to—"

"No!" hecried. "No, | don't want you anywhere near her. Stay away, stay far away."

"But shemight help.”

"From what you'vetold me, it'smore likely shell turn you into afrog.”

"l haveto get to Ewigkreis."

"l know, | know."

"Mayfridn'sinterrible danger.”

Heraised hisvoice. "l know!"

Shedrew back, startled. "Jude?'

"l can't take thisanymore. | don't want you to go to Ewigkreis. What if Mandy kills you too?"

"He hunts faeries, not people.”



"You just told me heboilsfaeriesdive. | can't predict where hell draw theline.”

"Y ou can come with me, then. If we can find away to get across, you can come and well find Mayfridh
together."

"Y es, but how? How does Mayfridh get back and forth?"

"The passage.”" Chrigtine sngpped her fingers. "Yed It will stay there until the winter comes. Mayfridh
doesn't need twine; perhapswe cantry it."

He sprang out of bed. "Okay, | can't just lie here and talk about it. | have to do something. Let'sgo
down to the Tiergarten; let'stry the passage. I'll go crazy if | have to Sit here usdless another moment.”

"Agreed." She watched him lace his shoes. "Jude, | can't bear to think of what Mandy's doing to her.
What if he'storturing her, or killing her dowly, or—7?"

He reached out and pressed hisfingersto her lips. "Don't paint picturesin my head," he said gently.
"Please, Chrigtine, don't make it worsethan it aready is."

Hexebart is cold, but she doesn't mind so much. She's having trouble getting used to all the soft
things and warm spaces, and out here in the branches of this tree, with the stars and the wind
above her, Hexebart feels a little more like her old self.

Besides, there's a special kind of thrill in being outside looking in. Oh, yes.
Through your window, through your curtain

Hexebart can see you certain,

Sees you sleeping in your bed,

Not a worry in your head.

Ha! Thisisfun. Thiswoman's name is Diana, and she is the nasty pig princess's mother. Sheisold
and ugly and sleeps in a yellow dress with bare elbows. Nothing special at all about her. But
Hexebart can make her more special. Hmmm, let's see. She'd be more special if she only had seven
fingers, or eight toes. She'd be more special with no nose and only one ear. She'd be very very
special with a head like a donkey... Where should Hexebart begin?

Yes, yes, Hexebart knows she's taking out her hatred of the little princess on this sour old woman.
But Hexebart has been down a well for years and years, and she misses Liesebet so sorely, sorely
so. Diana isn't Liesebet. Diana isjust a stupid human with ten fingers and ten toes, and Hexebart
will fix that soon, you'll see. Everyone will see. Such fun, oh, such fun, rum-a-dum-dum.

** %

Dark and windy, and faraway sounds of trains and streetcars, and leaves faling and skittering, and
moonlight shifting and flickering in the blustery shadows. Even though Christine was certain she stood
precisely where the passage lay, nothing happened when she took a step forward. She readjusted her
garting position and tried again. Nothing. Without the twine, it was usdess. Jude sat ahundred feet
away, reading Mandy's diary by thelight of atorch. He glanced up.



"Chrigtine, you've been trying for haf an hour,” he called. "It isn't going to work."
Chrigtinesighed. "I know. But | can't go home. | can't just leave her."
Jude closed the diary. Heraised it with hisright hand. "How could we not have known?"

"Until Mayfridh came aong nobody believed in fagries." Shejoined Jude on the bench. "'If we'd found it
wewould have cdled it imaginativefiction. Gridy, in kegping with hishorrid persondity. But fiction."

"When Mayfridh gets back, we won't show it to her. | mean, that Stuff about her parents..."
"It'shorrific. She doesn't need to know."
Jude did hisarm around her waist. "It's cold. We should go home. Think of another way."

"Yes. Yes, | know." Still they didn't move. The silence between them drew out, filled with the sounds of
the trees moving and shivering. "Jude, Hexebart may be ableto help.”

"| don't see how."
"She'sgot al the magic. She could send us acrossto Ewigkres.”

"Y es, but she wouldn't help us, Christine. Y ou've told me: she's bitter and full of hatred and she despises
Mayfridh. Why would she do anything to help?’

"Because Mayfridh's the queen. She's under some kind of magica oath, but I'm not sure how far it
extends. We know Hexebart is around here somewhere. If we can find her we could ask. The worst she
coulddoissay no."

"Thewordt she could doisturn usdl into frogs."
Chrigtine put her head in her hands. "I'm so tired | can't think," she said. "What timeisit?"
"Four o'clock.”

"I'm afraid to go to deep. I'm afraid to stop searching for an answer even for an instant, in case that's the
ingtant he choosesto kill her.”

"Well think better after afew hours deep. Come on." He rose and held out his hand to her. Shetook it
reluctantly and they walked to the edge of the park.

"Promise mewell only deep afew hours,”" she said. "And promise methat well look for Hexebart
tomorrow."

"I'll look for her. Well leave Fabiyan up at Mandy's, and I'll search for her. Y ou can finish reading
Mandy's notebook in detail, in case he'sleft any clue”

"How will you search for Hexebart? She could be anywhere.”

"I'll startin the park at the end of the street,” Jude said. "I don't think she's 'anywhere." | think she came
to play with Mayfridh's friends. Why pick on Gerda otherwise? | think she's nearby.”

That thought was both comforting and frightening. "I should be with you. If you find her, | should be there
totalk to her."

"No. No point in both of us being put under some horrible spell.” He squeezed her againgt him asthey



gpproached theroad. "Promisethat if alondy little frog comes knocking at the door, you'll take himin
and treat him well? Just in caseit's me?"

Chrigtine managed to smile. "Don't joke, Jude.”
"I'll be careful. Let's catch ataxi home."

Sitting in the back of the warm, quiet taxi, Christineés mind still raced and her pulse still hammered. She
didn't see how she could ever deep. But ashort time later, lying in bed next to Jude, the weariness began
to override the worry. She dozed and woke, dozed and woke until dawn's gray light began to seep into
the room. It was only then that she noticed Jude wide awake next to her, staring at the celling. She
considered him through half-closed lids, then turned over to let deep come again. But not before she had
seen such alook of horror on hisface that it made her heart chill. He was worried about Mayfridh;
desperately worried. All that talk in the past of Mayfridh being able to ook after hersdlf, his descriptions
of her asirrational and spoiled, clearly had been afeigned nonchaance. Jude wasworried likeaman in
love

Christine thought she knew, now, why Jude had wanted to leave Berlin in such ahurry. Perhaps even
why he had proposed to her so hastily. Those red and fuchsia brushstrokes may have been dutifully
painted out, but they were still under there somewhere. Strong and bright as ever.

* %%

Mandy took the long walk down to the dungeon with aspring in his step. In his stained sack he had the
bones of three faeries. He had stacked them under atree near thelake, but this morning had found them
disturbed and a number of them stolen. Wolves, probably. What dog could resist abone? So held
thought long and hard about where to put them, and come up with a solution that was both safe and
entertaining. If he piled them outsde Mayfridh's cell door, sheld have to look at them every time she
wanted to talk to her crow! What alovely reminder for her of what she'd be reduced to soon enough.
But carefully, with her; in the vat, not this business of hacking flesh from bone. Hisfingers, usudly so

careful with his sculptures, were growing carelessin his excitement. He had cracked and splintered two
bones aready. He couldn't risk that happening with Mayfridh's, not with al the magic infused into them.

"Good morning, Queen and Counselor!™ he called cheerily as he advanced down thefind hallway. No
answer. He hadn't expected one.

He dropped the sack with a clatter, then began to pile the bones halfway between Mayfridh's door and
Eisengrimm'’s. "Areyou well, Mayfridh?" he asked.

Again, no answer. A moment's panic. Was she gill there? One glance into her cell reassured him. She sat
againgt aback corner, disheveled and broken.

"What's the matter, Mayfridh? Y ou look terrible.”
"Leavemebe," she spat in her own guttura language.
"|sthere something wrong?'

"Let Eisengrimm go.”

"Why?

"He'sinjured. HE's no useto you, his bones are too smdll."



"Injured?’
She choked back a sob. "He might be dead.”

Fear seized Mandy. If the crow were dead, sheld try to escape. He glanced over his shoulder into the
other room. "I'll check for you," he said, releasing the rope from the ceiling and pulling it toward him. The
cage sivung up to the barred window of the cdll. Eisengrimm was indeed lying motionless on the bottom
of the cage. Mandy did afinger between the bars and poked the bird. No response. "Well, now, it's hard
to tell. Wasthat atwitching foot?'

Mayfridh was at the window to her cell. "Leave him be. Let him go."

Hewasfairly certain Eisengrimm was dead, but didn't want to let her know that. "1 won't et him go,
Mayfridh. Hes my insurance policy." He peered close. The crow was breathing, shallow and dow, but
bresthing. "He could very well be dive, you know. It's difficult to say for sure” Helet the cage swing
back into place and replaced the rope on the hook. "Y ou'd better be careful you don't roast him. Don't
open the door, will you? I'll stoke thisfire up nicely to keep him warm while he recovers.”

"Isheredly dive? Areyou lying to me?"
"l don't think I'l tell you."
She shook the cdll door in frustration. The rope jiggled and me cage swayed.

He held up acautionary finger. "Be careful now, Mayfridh. I'm not much of ahandyman. That cage could
drop at any second if you're too rough with the door."

But now she had caught sight of the bones, piled artigticaly with the three skulls Sitting on top. Her face
grew pae.

"Oh, no... who... ?'

"Ah, thisisthe start of my collection. | hopeto add to it before | leave. | can't tdll them apart now, of
course. All faerieslook the same once you pull their skin off. But one of them isawoman from your
kitchen, one ayoung man named Sig from the outskirts of the village, and the last wasafarmer | caught
wandering the edges of hisfield done, looking for hisdog." He glanced up, asmileon hislips, to seeif
shewas listening. Her knuckles were white around theiron bars, her eyes glassy and frantic.

"Mandy," she said, her voice little more than a choked whisper. "Has it grown very much colder
outsde?'

Mandy frowned, afinger of fear touching his heart. "Y es, it has. Why?'

"Has the west wind grown stronger? Are the last |eaves being torn down?”

"Yes, why?"

"What you're doing is upsetting the balance of the seasons. Winter is coming early.”
"Why should | care?'

"Because when winter comes our world will move; you'll be trapped here forever. And if you stay, you'll
eventudly become one of us. One of the very creatures you loathe so much.”

"Y ou'd say anything to make mego.”



"I'mteling thetruth.”

He watched her for amoment, transfixed. Then shook his head and pointed to the pile of bones. "There's
your view. I'll add to it later today. Enjoy it in the meantime, and careful you don't cook the bird." He
turned and stalked back up the corridor, angry with her for making him fearful. Carefully, carefully, he
checked the long halway before emerging aboveground, then darted out into the wild garden.

Mandy turned an eye to the sky. The clouds were date gray, making the late afternoon prematurely dark.
A frogty bite hung on the air. And, in the amost-bare branches, a cruel wintry wind began to play.

* %%

Christine put down Mandy's notebook memoir on the coffee table and rubbed her eyes. She had read
every ghastly word now, and was more frightened for Mayfridh's safety than before.

The door to the apartment opened and Jude walked in.

"Any news?" she asked hopefully. He had been checking with Fabiyan, who sill kept avigil & Mandy's,
hoping for Hexebart's return.

Jude shook his head. " She hasn't been back. No footsteps on the stairs, nothing. Gerda's nearly out of
her mind, convinced she's going to be spitting wormsfor therest of her life.”

Christine tapped the notebook. "This makes for interesting reading.”
"I know. | glanced through it."

"But you didn't read it in detail." She picked up the notebook and flipped it to the last page. "He's
absolutely ghedtly.”

"I believe you, Chrigtine. | don't want to hear it."

"Ligen," shesaid. " 'Now | know | want Mayfridh's heed. | will use her gleaming skull, and fill it with
plaster and—"'

In three quick steps he was across the room, tearing the notebook from Chrigting's hands and damming it
shut. "'l said | don't want to hesr it."

Sheld done it on purpose; she knew she had. She wanted to see how he would react. "Sorry," she said.
He handed back the notebook and grabbed his coat off the back of a chair.

"Where are you going?'

"Back to the park at the bottom of the street.”

"You've dready checked there twice."

"I'vejust got afeding Hexebart might show up there.”

Chrigtine shrugged. "It can't hurt.”

He pulled his coat on. "Be careful. If Fabiyan cdls, if Hexebart turnsup a Mandy's again, | don't want
you to go anywhere near her. Let Fabiyan ded with it until | get back."

"But Jude—"



"Chrigtine, you've suffered enough. | won't have you suffer more. She could put some awful spell on
you."

"Oryou."
"But it'smy job to protect you. Just let me do that, okay?"

Christine gazed at the cover of the notebook, feeling like a usaess, pitiable creature. His job to protect
me. Asthough he were akindhearted socia worker. "Okay, I'll stay away," she said.

He closed the door quietly behind him. She dropped the notebook on the floor next to the sofaand
sretched out, closing her eyes. She had dept only afew fitful hours, her mind turning over the problem
again and again. They had pinned too many hopes on finding Hexebart. First, Hexebart might not even
help. The witch hated her queen: why should she do asingle thing to benefit Mayfridh or her friends?
Second, and most pressingly, Hexebart had disappeared. She hadn't returned, there was no trace of her
anywhere. So if Hexebart didn't make another appearance...

Chrigtine sat up, the agitation sparking to life once more in her somach. She needed to get to Ewigkrels.
Even if she had no ideawhat she/d do when she got there, she needed to go. And if Hexebart wouldn't
help her, and if Mandy had taken her ball of twine, and if only faeries could use the passage that
Mayfridh had drawn between their two worlds, what could she do?

Shetook adeep, shuddering breath. There was one other method of getting there. She knew this,
because it was the method she had used the very first time.

Pain, extreme pain.

Her back twinged just thinking about it, and al the nervesin her body resisted the idea. She eyed the
edge of thetable. It could all go wrong: she wouldn't hit hersdf hard enough; sheld flinch at the last
moment and cause horrific pain with no passage acrossto Ewigkreisto relieveit; or sheld migudge and
hit hersdf at the wrong angle, in the wrong place, causing more damage. Her eyes were drawvn to
Mandy's sculptor's mdlet, ill resting on the table. Jude could do it. He knew the spot exactly from years
of finding it to massage the pain away, and he'd be able to judge the force and distance better than she
could. If hed doit. If shed let him do it.

Hexebart was il their best option. Mayfridh had told her about an oath the witch was under. Perhaps
that was abargaining point. Christine pulled hersalf up off the sofa. She wondered if Fabiyan had had any
luck getting past the locked door to the attic. Presumably, if Hexebart could open Mandy's apartment
door, she could open that one too. She might even be up there right now, listening to their conversations
and laughing at their distress. Despite Jude's warnings about approaching Hexebart, Christine knew she
was the only person who could ded with the witch.

Fabiyan looked up as she opened the door to Mandy's gpartment, alarm quickly replaced by reief. "Oh,
itsyou,” hesad.

Poor Fabiyan, on witch-duty by himsdif.

"Hi. Do you want meto get Pete up hereto rlieve you for awhile?"

"He takes care of Gerda. It's better if Jude come and stay with me.”

"Jude's gone down to the park to look for her." She sat down on the sofa, next to him.

"Agan?'



"Y eah, for some reason he's convinced that's where hell find her.”
"I hope heisright. | have never like witches."
Chrigtine smiled at him. "Y ou spesk asthough you've dways bdieved in mem.”

"Thevillagewhere | grew up, many miles outside of Svidach, tells stories about awitch named
Chyornedova."

"A local legend?"

Fabiyan nodded. " She comesto children in the night and leans over them, and if they smell her breath
they must pretend to deep and not open their eyes. If they open their eyes, she saysaword to them, and
that word make them go mad and kill their sisters and brothers and parents.”

"And do you think shesred ?'

Fabiyan's eyes dropped to hislap. "Perhaps,” he said. "When | was ten, | wake up one night because |
hear breathing nearby. | keep my eyes closed very tight, afraid of Chyornadova. | till hopethisisonly
my mother or father. But the person Sit very close and still next to bed. She smells different from anyone.
She smdlsstde and old and like onions. Then, | fed her lean on bed, her weight pressing against my
chest and her breath hot in my face. | want to scream, or push her awvay, but | remember the storiesand
30 | pretend | deep. Not for meisgoing mad and kill my family. Already, | can seevery clearly how | do
it. I can take knife from kitchen and | can cut them up and there would be very much blood and
screaming. Theimagining won't go away and my heart dmost burst of fear.” He shook hishead. "After
two hours, shefindly leave. By themorning, | say mysdlf itisonly nightmare.

"Y earslater, when | took my own little boy to vist at the village, my mother told him about Chyornadova
and | wished she hadn't, because he was only five and very fearful. He dept in our bed that night, buried
under the coverslikefrightened little animd. | told him again and again, 'Evgeny, there's no such thing like
witches" Fabiyan paused with asigh. "1 lieto my son. What will | tell him when | go home?"

Chrigtine touched his shoulder. "Y ou're very brave and kind to wait up here when you're afraid.”
"What else can | do? Mayfridh, she may die"

"That'sright."

"Sheisbeautiful person.”

"Easy tofdl inlovewith," Chrigine Sghed.

"Y ou are beautiful person too, Chrigtine. | would wait here the same for you.”

"Thanks, Fabiyan. But right now, | need your help trying to get into that doorway to the attic. | suspect
Hexebart might be up there.”

"I have looked everywherefor key." He swept hisarms around him. "It isnowhere here.”

"Let's check the desk upstairs again. Well pull out the drawers. Maybe he's stuck the key to the bottom
of one."

They ascended to the next floor and emptied Mandy's desk. Chrigtine shook every book; Fabiyan
crawled around on the floor checking undernesth drawers and in crevices and crannies. Still no key.



"Such an important key, maybe he keeps close to his heart. He wants nobody to go up there." Fabiyan
hitched his thumb toward the door. "Chrigtine," he added quietly, "what is up there?'

"A vat for bailing flesh off bones. I'll |oan you the notebook to read.”
"Itisin English, | read it only dowly," he said with asdf-consciouslaugh.

She went to the door and peered down the crack between door and jamb, touched the locks asif they
could give her any clues. "What apity we can't just call the police. We have evidence of multiple murders
by Mandy, of abreak-in and assault by Hexebart..."

"Faeries and witches. Not so much police business, you would say?'

Christine laughed. "No, not so much. I'd better get back home. Jude will kill meif he knows|1'm up here.
I'll send him up as soon as he getsin, so you don't have to wait alone.”

Sheran into Jude on the landing. He lowered his brows. "Where have you been?’

"| dropped in on Fabiyan for amoment.”

"| thought | told you not to go up there."

"Sorry. Any luck in the park?'

He opened the door to the apartment and shrugged off his coat. "No, nothing. I'll go back later.”
"Y ou need to go upstairs and wait with Fabiyan. He's frightened to desth alone up there.”

"Okay, okay, | will." Heran his hands through his hair, making it stick up at odd angles. "Chrigtine, please
stay away from the witch if you see her."

"Jude, | don't think we're going to see the witch. | think she'savoiding us, or she'sinto some other
mischief elsewhere. | hateto think what."

"But we haveto find her. How el se can we get to Mayfridn?'

"I'vethought of away."

Hiseyesgrew puzzled. "What way?'

She quickly explained; his expression grew increasingly horrified. "No way, Chrigtine. Not achance.”
"But Jude—"

"I've spent the last four years trying to help you with your pain. I'm not going to risk injuring you worse
than you are dready.”

"It'sour only hope."
"L ook, Hexebart wasin thisbuilding just last night. Shelll be back.”
"Jude, | redly think—"

"No!" he shouted, and she aimost jumped backward from shock. "No, | won't hurt you." Heturned
quickly, embarrassed. "I'm going upstairs. Cal meif you need me."



Shewaited in silence while heleft, then sank into the sofa. No, | won't hurt you. Too late for that.

Knock, knock, there's someone at the door.

Hexebart waits for Diana to turn off the vacuum cleaner. It's a cool, clear morning and Hexebart
likes the sun on her back. Footsteps. Then, the door opens.

"Can | help you?" Diana asks.
Hexebart smiles. Dianais all unsuspecting and smiles back.
"Can | help you?" she says again.

Hexebart thinks for a while, her bony finger poised on her lip. What could she say now that would
be the very funniest thing? The very shockingest thing? The very nastiest thing?

Diana's smileis beginning to fade and Hexebart must think quickly. "Who are you, and what do
you want?" Diana says.

"I'mHexebart, and I'd like to eat your toes," Hexebart says.

Diana's face goes pale, her lips pull down, her eyebrows shoot up. Hexebart laughs and pops a
spell from between her fingers and Mayfridh's mother falls to the ground with a thump.

"I'll teach you a lesson," Hexebart says, dragging Diana toward the kitchen. "I'll teach you for
giving your daughter to Liesebet.”

Diana moans. How funny. How excruciatingly funny.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

Mandy couldn't get the smell off the bones. Normally, one good scrub was enough to remove the
scent dmost completely. But held been scrubbing histwo new sets for two hours, and gtill he could smell
it, faint but permanent. He even snesked into the castle kitchen and stole alemon, cut it in two, and
sgueezed the juice onto a cloth to rub the bones with. He sat, waist-deep and shivering in theriver,
scrubbing and scrubbing. The smdll lingered everywhere. He sniffed the sack. Wasthat where it was
coming from? Dunked the sack, rubbed it vigoroudy under the water.

The damned smell was everywhere, he couldn't escapeiit.

"What did you expect, Immanue?' he muttered bitterly. Y ou arein faeryland.” The sickening smell was
wearing him down, making him nauseous, irritated. It wasthe kind of detall that might eventualy send a
man crazy, likearinging in the ears or anitch under the skin.

"Damnit!" he cried, flinging a collarbone away from him in despair. It bounced on the muddy bank and
cameto rest under atree. He forced abig, shuddering breath into his lungs. It would not do to lose his
wits. Quite clearly, it wastimeto return to Berlin. He had five sets of bones, and he had Mayfridh. It was
enough. He rose from the river and walked to the bank, wringing water out of his pants. For afew
excited seconds, as a cold wind tore past, he thought the smell was gone. But no, asthe air tilled, there



it was. Not fainter. Growing stronger.
Thiswaslike anightmare.

Hewasfreezing. He had to get back to the dungeon and warm himsdlf on Eisengrimmisfire. Singing the
bone sack over his shoulder, he began to contemplate how he could get Mayfridh out safely. Perhaps
two tripsto Berlin? One with the sack, and one with the queen. He pulled the ball of twine out of histop
pocket; it glinted in the sun. What aclever little device. Aslong as he kept it, he could return anytime he
wanted to this place and hunt more bones. Fantastic!

Unless Mayfridh's threets of the worlds moving apart were true. He looked to the sky. It had become
wintry since he had been here. That first day, the sky had been sunset colors. Now it was dark gray and
leaden. Theair had abiteto it, but perhaps he was just fedling that because he was wet. How helonged
to be back in hiswarm apartment, on his soft sofa, with his new treasures spread around him.

Voicesin the distance. Mandy frowned. All the time he had been in faery land, he hadn't heard another
soul here near theriver. He shrank into the shadows of atree, pushing the twine back into his pocket,
and listened as hard as he could.

"... gotowardstheriver, the otherscan go..."

Someone was coming. Mandy glanced around frantically. Where could he hide himsdlf and histreasures?
A rock jutting over the water caught his eye. He dashed toward it and stuffed the sack of bones beneath
it, then helooked about for a place for himself.

About five steps away, beyond the mud of the bank, he spotted a deadfall al overgrown with moss and
weeds, part of alarge tree trunk on its side, and an arc of thorny bushes. He dived toward it. Scrambling
on hisbelly, hetried to hide himself under the curve of thelog. Thorns caught and scraped at him and he
had to stifleacry of pain. When he thought he was sufficiently hidden, helay very ill on hisfront, cold
and sore. A drop of blood fell onto his hand from his forehead with asplat. For afew momentsdl he
could hear was the sound of his own breathing.

Footsteps approaching. Men's voices. Mandy tried to count them. Three, no four. Four men, heading
purposefully thisway.

"Now, you search theriverbank,” one said. "I'll search for him among these trees.”

Mandy struggled to keep up with the language. They werelooking for someone. With an awful lurch of
fear, hewondered if they were looking for him. Hetried to shrink back farther but found an unbroken
section of log. Too tight a squeeze.

He listened, trying to catch their conversations, asthey began to search nearby. Running footsteps came
pounding down to the bank. They stopped near enough for Mandy to hear the exchange that followed.

"Einar? What's the matter?'

"I've been following you for twenty minutes. Didn't you hear me cal?”
"No."

"We checked Omas house. | found Sig'shand.”

A shocked silence. "His hand?'



"On the cutting board. Sig didn't murder Oma, somebody elsedid.”

Oh, thiswas abad sign. They hadn't been looking for Mandy at al. For some reason they had deduced
that Omawas murdered (though why the death of awoman aready three hundred and thirty years old
should be amatter for investigation was beyond him) and that the murderer was Sig, because he had
disappeared. Damn. Mandy should never have |ft the hand there on the cutting board. HEd allowed his
sense of dramato override his reason. Now, the hunt would be pursued even more vigoroudy, and
Mandy wasthe prey.

The other voices drew near. They crowded around Einar, and spoke rapidly. Mandy couldn't keep up
except for afew key phrases.

"Who would do this?"
"Isit an outsder?"
"Thisexplainsthe wesather."

Again, the wegther. Mayfridh wastelling the truth; winter was coming early. Let it come. This afternoon
he would be gone, with his stash of bones and his faery queen.

"Resumethe search!" aman cried.

Once more, the footsteps began to circle near his hiding place. He dreaded to think what they would do
if they found him. Kill him? Drag him down to the dungeons? He couldn't finish his sculpture in afilthy
prison in fagryland, and hed never escape the horrible smell. Mandy was overwhelmed with such atide
of salf-pity that he dmost began to cry. Heinched backward, managed to get hislegsinto thelog.

"Herel Herel" One of the men was shouting frantically. The footsteps pounded past, and Mandy alowed
himsdf abreath of relief. They were heading in the other direction.

A commotion ensued, and Mandy couldn't make out much of what they were saying. They were
gpeaking too fast, and their voices were being carried away on the wind. He strained his ears.

Then he caught asingle word, "bone," and redized what had happened. The collarbone he had thrown
asdein hisearlier tantrum; he had forgotten to pick it up and now they had found it. The footsteps grew
closer again, and arhythmic, heavy besting sound.

"He must be nearby," somebody said. Thump, thump... thump. They were beating at the hedges and
undergrowth with a heavy object, hoping to find him, hoping to drive him out.

Mandy cowered under his crumbling log and deadfall. The bark above him wasthin and hedidn't trust it
to save him from ablow. He inched farther ingde the log. His legs were compressed horribly; the crude
pants he wore ripped and he could fed hisflesh torn. But till hewriggled in dl theway to hiswaist, and
then hisbelly wouldn't dlow him any further access, no matter how hard he tried. He went limp, tucked
his head under, and hoped the roof of bark above him would hold.

Thump, thump, thump.

Closer and closer they drew. Mandy clutched at the dirty bark beneath him. Termites and tiny brown
beetles crawled over hisfingers. He set histeeth. He didn't like bugs.

Thump, thump, thump. They were sanding not more than afew feet avay, hacking at the deadfal,
cutting through the thorns.



Thump, thump, thump. Thisfrom the other end of hislog, sending shuddering pulsesdongiit, didodging
flakes of bark which bounced into his eyes.

Thump, thump, thump. Now they moved on. He was too well hidden, they hadn't found him. Hal Why
did he suspect for amoment that faeries could outsmart him?

Helay very ill now, and listened for a half-hour as they beat and searched the bushes and moved away
into me forest. When he was very sure that they were al gone, he closed his eyes and rested his forehead
on hishands. A close call. But when he thought of his stash of bonesin me river and in the dungeon,
perhaps such danger was worth it. He was a hero, abraver of peril in the name of art.

As he began to relax and become more aware of the sound of his own breathing, he noticed the smell.
Thehorrible, horrible smell.

His eyesflew open, he pressed his nose to his hands and sniffed. The smell of faery bones. On his skin.

No. No, no. Not on hisskin. It hadn't the power to cling so tightly to his skin, not after al the scrubbing
and the soaking and the rinaing. And besides, he could tell the smdll was coming from beneath hisflesh
and hisveins.

The smdl was coming from his own bones.

He cried out. Hisfirgt ingtinct wasto flee, but he was still too firmly tucked ingde the log to move very
far. And if you stay, you'll eventually become one of us. He sniffed asfar dong hisarms as he could.
Without any doubt, hisbones smelled distinctly like faery bones. His breath became panicky and shallow
inhislungs, and ashot of bilerosein histhroat. He remembered now the evening that Christine Starlight
had sat next to him, and held thought he could smell the faintest scent of faery. She had been here.
Mayfridh wastelling the truth. Humans who came to faeryland became faeries. No! No! He had to get
home. Immediately.

Mandy heaved himsdf forward. He moved a half-inch, maybe even less, then stuck.
"Whét the—?"

Heave. Thistime, hedidn't move at dl. Frantically, he jerked his body forward. But he was stuck fast
ingdethelog.

Mandy fell forward on hishands and let out a sob. Tried to wriggle hislegs, tried to contract his buttock
muscles, cursed his hips. At their broadest measure, they had become lodged behind adip in the bark.
No matter how hard he pulled againgt it, it wouldn't give.

"No!" he cried. Hisfield of vision spangled with gold and black spots, and he redlized he was breathing
too shalowly. He forced deep breethsinto his body, was horrified al over again by the smdll of himsdif.
Despair washed over him. He collapsed forward, tasted the ground beneath him as he sobbed and
drooled. He could barely control the impulse to chew his own skin and liberate the bones within. | will
change back, | will change back, he said over and over in his head, hoping it were true, needing to be
home.

When he had sobbed awhile and calmed himself, he remembered the ball of magic twinein his pocket.
Perhaps he could useiit, right now, to get home. He could come back for the bones another time. The
thought made him glad, relieved, and with a shift and awriggle he managed to freeit from his pocket and
hold it before him.

The damage was apparent immediately. His pocket must have been shredded by thorns and bark, and



the twine had been frayed. He attempted to rall it out in front of him. Loose threads spun off it, and the
twineitself separated into three strands, then broke completely. Desperate, still hoping for escape, he
pulled on the twine and attempted to heave himsalf forward.

Nothing moved, not him, not the space around him. He was not back in the Tiergarten; he was il
trapped insde a dead og with the bugs and the ghastly, ghastly smell of hisbones.

See how very clever Hexebart is? Oh, yes, there are surely not many who could adapt so well to
the Real World and all its shrewd devices. Of course the spell helped, but Hexebart is very bold
and sharp, and look what she has mastered: electric frying pan, refrigerator, television, CD
player...well, that's all for now. Diana has many other things that Hexebart would love to learn
about, but that will do for now.

"Once the mince has browned nicely, add the crushed tomatoes and half a cup of water."

Hexebart thinks that the meal the television man is cooking looks very tasty, and her own rather
lackluster in comparison. She glances at the frying pan. Yes, she has chopped onion and garlic and
fried themin butter. But she has no mince to brown and no crushed tomatoes to add. Oh, oh! Only
four poor toes. She supposes she could have cut off all the fingers and toes that Diana has, but she
may be here for a few days and wants to ration herself on fun.

"Sir and allow to ssmmer uncovered for about ten minutes. "

Hexebart keeps a close eye on the television on the bench and hums along with the tune playing
on the CD player. The cooking-show music doesn't go with the CD music, but it drowns out those
annoying little mews that Diana is making.

"Mew, mew!"

Hexebart marches to the cupboard, flings open the door, and glares at Diana. "You be quiet!" she
shouts.

Diana, her feet all bleeding and bandaged with tea towels, looks up with haunted gray eyesand a
tear-streaked face. She has been screaming and screaming, but Hexebart has used a silence spell.
The only sounds that Diana can make now are kitten noises.

"Mew, mew!"
"I'll drown you in a sack!"
"Mew, mew!"

Hexebart slams the cupboard door shut and returns to the frying pan. She samples atoe. It's very
tasty, despite the fact that it isn't a real "spaghetti bolognese." A new man is on the television
now. Thereis a breeze on Hexebart's back from the refrigerator so she closes the door and warms
her hands over the frying pan, picking at the food inside.

Oh, what a merry adventure! Thisis so much more fun than Ewigkreis, and Hexebart never never
never wantsto go back. She's glad that Mayfridh isin a dungeon, far away. Because if Mayfridh
catches Hexebart and locks her up again, all the fun will stop. Liesebet's rules. Ah, how Hexebart
misses Liesebet.



Diana thumps from inside the cupboard. She's kicking the door again, despite her bandaged feet.

"I said be quiet!" Hexebart shrieks. The music on the CD reaches a crescendo and dies off. The
pan sizzles and a woman on the television reads the news. Diana is quiet at last. Hexebart turns to
the book of pictures she has found. Here, Mayfridh as a tiny little girl, like she was when shefirst
arrived in Ewigkreis. Why on earth had Liesebet chosen such an ugly little child? Why hadn't
Liesebet chosen Hexebart's daughter? Klarlied is much more beautiful, of that Hexebart is
certain, even though she hasn't seen her in many long years.

Hexebart's eyes fill with tears as she remembers the day, many many years past, when she offered
Klarlied to Liesebet to adopt and keep forever as her very own child.

"No, no," Liesebet said. "She'sa witch. A witch can't be queen!”
But a human could? Just because she has pretty red ringlets and eyes like sapphires?

Hexebart reaches for the carving knife. Suddenly sheis hungry again.

* %%

Jude held Mayfridh while she sobbed.
"I'm so tired and thirsty," she said.

His handswere warm in her hair and shetried to sink into him, to disappear into him, but something
black and iron and cold wasintheway ...

Mayfridh woke, her neck uncomfortably crooked, her arm pinned under her on thefilthy bed of straw.
The sick disappointment of being brought back to her redlity, of warm Jude disgppearing from her arms,
gtole her bregth from her lungs.

Still in the dungeon.
"Eisengrimm?”

Hedidn't answer, and she began to accept that he might be dead. She pulled hersdf up into asitting
position, her knees under her chin, and let her tearsfal. When long minutes had passed with only the
sound of her own crying, she rose and went to the door. If Eisengrimm were aready dead, she would be
foolish to stay locked in here. She pushed the door hard. No, it was as she thought. Mandy had locked
her in. That meant he had the enchanted keys and was the only person who could set her free.

She stood at the barred window for afew minutes, watching the still figure of the crow in the cage,
slhouetted in thefirdight. She felt her face contort into asob, but no sound emerged and no tears
moistened her eyes. A huge guttural scream was trapped between her throat and her face.

"Good-bye, friend,” she managed to whisper, and returned to the pile of straw.

She closed her eyes and thought about Eisengrimm. Liesebet and Jasper had brought her to Ewigkreis
just before the change of season. Those first bewildering days of deep winter, when the sun never shone
and Mayfridh was confused and screaming for her parentsall the time, soon passed into the warm colors
of the Spring Palace. There, the sense of aways-belonging had first embraced her, and Liesebet had
begun to introduce her as Princess Mayfridh, heir to the throne.

It was a the Spring Palace that she had first met Eisengrimm. He had seemed very forbidding and



serious, with hisyellow wolf eyes and solemn demeanor. Truth betold, shewas afraid of him for along
time. But then Queen Liesebet's favorite bracelet had gone missing, and Eisengrimm had transformed to
Fox to search dl the nooks and crannies of the palace. Mayfridh had been enchanted with himin this
form; small enough to pick up and cuddle, like a pet who could teach her and converse with her. By the
time summer came, she wanted him with her al the time. The friendship had been good for both of them.
While he had helped her prepare for the duties that would al too soon be thrust upon her, she had helped
him become more light of heart, not so serious and somber.

And now he had gone beyond death's incomprehensible barrier, and become as deaf and unknowing as
astone. Mayfridh opened her eyes and sat up, clutching the straw in her hands and knowing it could not
save her from falling into deeth. Mandy would return, he would kill her, and the moment of horrified
redlization was s0 hot and bright upon her that she yelped. But it was only amoment, and then death
became ordinary again, something that happened to everyone. Y es, she was afraid of dying, wondered if
it would be painful or filled with frightful noises and sensations, but death, once it came, was resolution.
Acceptance. She dumped back into her bed of straw and closed her eyesagain. If only shehad died in
that moment with Jude, lying in hisarms after making love, feding whole and warm and embodied, feding
as though she had found the one place where care and woe were not permitted to enter. With asigh she
re-created the scene in her mind, replacing the cold darkness with apair of warm arms; the still body of
her dear friend with the live presence of her onelove, her only lover. If Fate intervened and she saw Jude
again, shewould not let him go. Friendship, roya duty, hishistory of lies—nothing could persuade her to
givehim up again.

* %%

She would still marry Jude. Once Chrigtine had decided that, she felt an enormous sense of relief. Yes, he
had fallen in love with someone e se, but Mayfridh belonged to another world, another race of beings.
Despite the anxiety Chrigtine felt for her now, Mayfridh would soon disappear, never to think of Jude
again. Chrigtine should concern hersdlf about Jude having fedings for Mayfridh no more than she should
about him developing a crush on amovie star. Mayfridh was unattainable and forever distant.

Perhgps, from timeto timein their lives, Christine would catch him with afaraway look in hiseye and
know he was thinking of Mayfridh. But she was used to him seeming far away, and once they had settled
into comfortable affluence and had children, he would stay and he would be happy with her. Of course
he would. If eighty percent of hisheart was dl he could give, shewould tekeit. Sheloved him too
deeply, too desperately and too whally, to demand more or to choose nothing.

But for now, whatever fedings he had for Mayfridh were exploitable. Christine had to convince him to hit
her by pushing every guilt and fear button she could find.

She descended to Gerdasflat. Insde, Gerda sat tight-lipped on the sofawhile Pete sketched furioudly in
his notepad.

"Hi," Chrigtine said, brushing hair from Gerda's eyes. "How are you?'

She shrugged. A bump and a croak came from the bucket on her lap. Christine peered in to see afrog,
two lizards, alocust, and ahandful of worms. "It's still happening then?”

Gerdanodded. Pete looked up from his notebook. "That's my fault. She was determined not to say
anything, but then | started drawing her." He turned the sketch around. Gerdasfacein thick pencil lines,
perfect bewilderment on her brow, alocust legping from her lips.

"Pete, will you go up to Mandy's and relieve Jude? Tell him | need to spesk to him."



Pete put the sketchbook aside and rose. " Sure, but if | see that witch, I'm going to run screaming. | have
ahard enough time socialy without spitting reptileswhen | speak.”

He closed the door behind him. Chrigtine sat on the sofanext to Gerdaand did an arm around her. "I'm
S0 sorry, Gerda.”

Gerdanodded, her lips pressed together hard, tearswelling in her eyes.
"l will do my best tofix it. I'm going after Mayfridh."
Gerdaturned questioning eyes on her.

"Thefirst time | went across waswhen | knocked mysdf out. I've got to convince Judeto hit mein the
back."

Gerdareached for Christine's hand and squeezed it softly. "Y ou'll be hurt,” she whispered, and alizard
pattered into the bucket.

"Shemay bekilled. You may be stuck likethisfor life. It'sthe only way." Chrigtine took the bucket to the
window and emptied its contents down into the street. "Gerda," she said, "if Judewon't do it, will you?'

Gerda nodded.

"I'd rather Jude did it, because he knows the exact spot. But if | tell him you're willing it might convince
him."

She nodded again, reaching for the bucket and cradling it against her.

Christine sank onto the sofa. "I think he'sin love with her, Gerda."

Gerdadidn't answer; her expression was unreadable.

"Now you shut up?" Christine said good-naturedly. "Just when | need you to talk?'
Gerdagmiled.

"Okay, |et's get Fabiyan out of Mandy's apartment and lock it up. The poor guy is scared to death
anyway. I'll go to Ewigkreis without Hexebart's help.”

The door opened and Jude entered. " Christine? Is everything okay ?'

Christine rose from the sofa. "Come on, Jude. We need to talk.” Sheled him upstairsto their gpartment,
Jude with apuzzled ook on hisface.

When the door was closed behind them, she handed him the sculptor's mallet.
"Oh, noway, Chriging," he said, "not thisideaagain.”

"It'sthe only hope we have."

"Chrigtine, I'm not going to hurt you."

"Gerdasad shed doit.”

"No, | won't let that happen either.”



"Every moment you do nothing, he could bekilling her.”

Silence.

"He could bekilling her right now," she said.

"He could kill you too."

"I'll be careful. He doesn't know I'm coming. I'll take aknife, that big one from the kitchen.”
Jude'sface was flushed with anger. "'l can't believe you're even asking methis.”

"Y ou're the only person who can doit. Y ou know exactly the spot to hit. | won't fedl athing oncel get to
Ewigkreis, and when | come back... so, I'm laid up on painkillersfor acouple of weeks."

"| could cause permanent damage. More pain, for therest of your life"
"But she may die. Dead isforever."
"Okay, I'll hit mysdf. I'll knock mysdlf out and go."

"It's got nothing to do with you. | ended up over there because Mayfridh and | made that stupid
blood-sisters pact when we were kids. Y ou'd just end up unconscious.”

Agan hefdl slent.
"Jude" she said softly, "only you can save her.”
Jude scowled. "Don't say that."

"Y ou are the only person who can save her. Every moment you hesitate isamoment he can kill her. It
only takesamoment to die.”

"Now, Jude. I'll get the knife." She went to the kitchen, opened the cutlery drawer with shaking hands.
Tried to force down someair. All her nerves were screaming. He was going to do it, he wasredlly going
to do it. Shetucked the knifeinto her waistband and returned to Jude. "Are you ready?'

"l can't do this, Christing," he said, and his bottom lip was trembling.

"You can, you will." Sheturned her back to him. "Go on, you know the spot.”
"Chridire..."

"I'mwaiting."

A long silence drew out behind her. She heard him hitch his breath on a repressed sob.
"Okay," he said on along shaky bregth.

Christine closed her eyes and forced her body to go limp. "Don't tell me when, don't count down,
don't—"

The blow was sharp and swift and excruciaingly precise. In an ingtant, she was faling between worlds.

PART THREE



So pure and cold the wind breathes.
It pares the flesh from the bones of the land—finds at |ast the essentia shape.

"Autumn,” Kate Humphrey

"Hee, hee, hee! Circleof fire, circle of fire! Spin, spin, circle of firel Merrily, merrily! Puppet, ha, pretty
pUppet, spin, spin!”

"The Sandman," E. T. A. Hoffmann

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

I'mtoo late, winter's here.

Christine sat up lowly, dread clutching at her heart. The sky was |eaden, the branches dl but bare,
thelight dim and low on the horizon. The air was very ill, and gravity, rather than movement, sent leaves
plummeting to the ground. Winter seemed poised to rush upon her in any instant.

And yet, she hadn't forgotten anything about the Real World—not Jude, not Mandy's diary, not the
awesome promise of pain that waited for her to return—which meant the worlds hadn't moved yet. She
needed to seethe giant birch. Ingtinct told her it was unwise to cal for Eisengrimm—Mandy didn't know
she was here. She checked that the knife was till tucked into her waistband, and dmost laughed at
hersdlf; shewas no action hero.

Up through the forest and past Hexebart's empty well she found the garden wall. Thelock on the gate
had been smashed to pieces. A shiver of trepidation. The gate was never locked; in Ewigkreis there was
no need to bolt intruders out of the castle. The only person who didn't know that was Mandy, and hed
struck thislock with aviolence that betrayed the brutaity in his heart.

Prepare yourself for the worst, Christine. Mayfridh might be dead, Eisengrimm might be dead—hell,
everybody might be dead. She steeled hersdlf as she passed through the garden and into the long
shadowy corridor of the Autumn Castle.

On tiptoe, careful not to make a sound, she checked the rooms off the corridor and the great hall. The
birch outside appeared sad and bare, but |eaves still grasped its branches in many places. Soon, very
soon, winter would be, here. But not today.

Chrigtine moved toward the staircase. The strange emptiness of the castle was magnified by her fear.
Dark, silent shadows gathered in corners, a hollow cold rose from the kitchen, and her footsteps echoed
around the narrow turret as she made her way up to Mayfridh's chambers. No sign of anyone. From
Mayfridh's bedroom window she gazed down on Ewigkreis. Out in the fields, people were scything and
gathering and tying bundles onto carts. Even though it seemed very distant, the bustle of activity



heartened her. Mandy hadn't killed everyone. Mayfridh and Eisengrimm might still bedive.

She turned, and noticed the brass bear lying on the floor. She crouched to pick it up. There was blood
onit. A vel of frost sole over her heart. "Mayfridh," she whispered, pulling hersdlf to her feet. But where
was she, what had Mandy done with her? A burst of frantic energy seized her. She raced down the sairs
and acrossto the other turret. Nothing. Through the kitchen. Nothing. The spell chamber. Nothing,
nothing, nothing. And then she paused at the sairs.

Christine knew where she had to go. Christine knew where Mandy had stashed her friend. Y &, here she
stood just above the dungeon, and she couldn't make her feet move, not even aninch.

Underground. A bad place. Bad things happened there.
She took adeep breath.
Couldn't move.

Thiswasridiculous. She'dd had Jude hit her with amallet to get here, and now shewas balking at a short
wak inthe dark.

Not just the dark. The weight. The sllence. The dread findity.

Chrigtine pressed her pamsinto her eyesin frustration. Her fingers were trembling. Why was she even
here? Why suffer so much pain and traumato rescue awoman whom Jude had falen in love with?
Perhaps Chrigtine had falen alittle in love with Mayfridh too, with her warm breath and her soft fingers
and her childlike eyes.

Onefoot, then, onto the stairs. And another. Descending dowly. Into the dark tunndl.
Can't breathe can't breathe can't breathe.

Christine stopped. Turned. Saw the faint light spreading from above the stairs. Breathed. See, not far
fromtheair, not far a al. She clung to the wall and began to back up the tunndl, keeping her eyes
focused on the light above her. Thewall was cold and rough benegth her fingers. Gradudly, the floor
doped away, and the square of gray light narrowed to nothing. Slowly, so dowly, sheturned her back on
the exit and faced the path to the dungeons. The light of aburning torch illuminated the bars of the first
gate. No going back. Her trembling hands reached for the gate. She was awash in memories.

They had been coming home from a party. Christine had won a stupid bet with Finn, and so she
sat in the front passenger seat beside her mother. Finn sat in the back, singing

a silly song. Alfa was laughing. Christine was pretending to be embarrassed.

She pushed her legs forward, one then the other. Her breath was short and she could fedl her shoulders
hitched up so hard that the bonesin her chest compressed.

It was very late, or very early. The black night and the lights of the city and the abandoned
streets. Alfa and Finn bantered about the route to take home. Finn changed the words of the song
to be about Alfa's shortcut; how it was really a circuit to another dimension where men were
alwaysright.

Next gate. The dim tunnel seemed to condtrict in front of her. Her windpipefdt asif it were closing at the
samerate.



And then the bang and the jolt and the bewildering dislocated suddenness of pain and horror, as
though a switch had been thrown: in one second the world had integrity and in the next it was
broken to pieces. The car had been clipped, had hit the wall; her father was crushed her mother
had been thrown through the windshield and had returned in ghastly fragments. Christine, the
only one wearing a seatbelt, could feel something hard and sharp bent into her back. Her head
was swimming and life had taken on a surreal, dimly colored cast.

Deeper and deeper in she moved. A third gate. The squeak of its opening was wrapped in cotton woal,
coming from along way away. Sweat on her top lip, hands clammy, nerves shrieking.

The sounds were awful. Wheezing and groans and metal fatigue and the engine screaming in
horror. The headlights caught his taillights. He had stopped The letters and numbers of hislicense
plate burned themselvesinto her brain. (She till remembered them today. She had not really
needed to write them down.)

One more gate. Chrigtine'slungs shook with the effort of breathing.

And as he sped away, the weight of the tunnel and the dark crashed down on top of her, pushing
her deep inside herself, certain she would suffocate in death's black tunnel. And the light receded
from her forever. There was only heavy, grinding pressure, endlessly descending on her brain and
her lungs and ears and...

She hit the ground before sheld redlized the dizziness had stolen over her. She cried out, agirlish shriek
that sounded both desperate and distant.

Then, not far off, she heard Mayfridh's voice.

"Who's there? |s someone there?

"Mayfridh?' she managed.

"Chrigine? Isthat you, Chrigtine? Come quickly. | don't know when Mandy will be back."

Chrigtine stumbled and stood. Only afew more minutes and she could be out of here. She forced hersdlf
forward.

* k%

Mandy hadn't breathed properly in hours. Hisweight pressed on hislungs, and hislegs were growing
numb. One small triumph: he had managed to work free his cleaver, which had been pressng againg his
belly uncomfortably. Now he hefted it in hisleft hand and wondered if it could be of any useto himin
gaining freedom.

In this uncomfortable, twisted position it was difficult to find any leverage, but hetried to chip away the
log from around hislegswith the blade. A few splinters of bark flew away, and he wriggled forward a
half-inch. Hetried to twist more onto his|eft side, to take the pressure off his sscomach, but asharp painin
hisright thigh told him that he had become stuck again, even less comfortably. His legs were squashed
againgt each other and his hip pressed into something hard and sharp.

He dumped forward, closing his eyes and groaning with frustration. How long was he destined to be
stuck here? Would he die before anyone found him? Mandy was perfectly certain that he didn't want to
die, especidly not smdling like afaery. Then that thought shocked the breeth from his body, because if
he became afaery and fagrieslived along, long time... Could he be stuck herein thislog, under this



deadfal, for hundreds of years? Could faeries starve to death?

Mandy opened his eyes and every morbid imagining fled because he saw something so amazing, so
incredible, so wonderful that there wasn't room for anything else.

Green.

He had heard that grass was green, so that must be the strange sensation in his eyeballs that wasn't what
he normally saw. Color. The grass was colored. It was colored green.

And then his astonishment and delight were ruined by the repulsive, sick knowing that thistoo wasa
product of hisbecoming the very thing he despised. His bones were transforming into faery bones, his

eyesinto faery eyes.

He gazed around him. Spots of warmth were growing among the gray and black and white. Colors
forming. He couldn't bear to close his eyes. He watched the green as though it might escape from him,
crying and crying in happiness and in horror.

* %%

Mayfridh was roused from numbness by footsteps. Mandy returning? She scrambled to her feet and
leaned against the door, ears straining. No rattle and clank of bonesin the sack.

Was he coming back to kill her? Her heart raced and shefdt dizzy with fear.

But then there was aloud gasp and the sound of someone faling. A woman's voice, not aman's. She
caled out and Chrigtinereplied.

"Christine? Isthat you, Christine? Come quickly. | don't know when Mandy will be back." The
footsteps came closer, and in amoment Christine was leaning on the cdll door, panting and palein the
dimlight.

"I'm so glad to see you," Mayfridh said. "How did you get here? Have you seen Mandy?"
No answer, just the panting.

"Chrigtine? What'swrong?'

"l...1..." Her top lip was sweeting and her eyes were glazed.

"What'swrong? Areyou sick?' Then Mayfridh remembered Christine's phobia of tunnels. She reached
her fingers through the bars and stroked Chrigting's hair. "' Shh, shh, be cam.”

"I cant... | needto get out..."

"I'm locked in here. | don't know when Mandy isreturning.” Then athought struck her. "Chrigtine,
Hexebart wasin the neighboring cdll. She may have left spells. If you fetch meone, I'll try to cdm you
downwithit."

Chrigtine swalowed hard and nodded.
"That one," Mayfridh said, indicating the next cell.

Chrigtine nodded again, pulled hersdlf up straight and disappeared from sight.



"Canyou seany?'

"No."

"Look behind the door. She hidesthem.”

"Okay. Yes, there are dleven.”

"Grab them dl. Stuff them in your pockets.”

A moment later, Christine was back. She passed a spdll through the barsto Mayfridh.

Mayfridh rolled it between her fingers. "Lean your head against the bars. Take adeep bresth. It might not
completdy dissolve your fear, but it will help.”

Chrigtine leaned her head againgt the bars. Mayfridh reached out gently with her fingers and stroked
Chrigtinésforehead. "Be calm,” shesaid. "Be calm.”

Christine expelled along breath and her shouldersfell.
"Beiter?' Mayfridh asked, touching Chrigtings hair.

"A little, yes. But | need to get Out of here, redly quick.”
"Sodol. Chrigine, | think Eisengrimm is dead.”

mWhat?

Mayfridh indicated the cage, hanging till in the sputtering firelight. A sob stopped up her speech.
"Hes..."

Christine went to the cell, eyed the rope above her and pulled it to bring the birdcage close to the bars.
Shetied aknot to hold it there. "Mayfridh, he's breathing."

Rdief legpt into her heart. "Breathing?”

"| can fed hisheart. Hes dive."

"Eisengrimm? Can you hear me?"

"He's not conscious. |s there someone in the village who can tend to him?”
"Klarlied. If you get usout of here..."

Christine was trying the door.

"But... Mandy hasthe keys."

Chrigtine turned on her hedl and gazed across a Mayfridh. "Mandy hasthe keys."
"That'sright."

"Y ou can't useamagic el to get out?”

"Thelocksare dl enchanted. Only the keyswill open them.”
"Whereishe?'



"l don't know. | dread to think what he's doing. He hasn't been back for along time.”
"It might take forever to find him. What if heshiding in the Eternd Woods?!
"Y ou haveto find him. I can't do anything in here.”

"What if | misshim and he comes back hereto kill you?" Chrigtine gpproached the cell door and pulled a
spell out of her pocket. "Can you find him with one of these?"

"l don't... well, yes. Yes, | could. | can locate aforeign presence, and that's exactly what heis. Here.
Hand it to me."

Mayfridh's fingers closed over the spell. Her brain was racing—Chrigtine here, Eisengrimm dlive, spdlsto
use—but she concentrated as hard as she could and let her eyesroll back, seeking out the foreign
presence in Ewigkreis. In her mind's eye she scanned the land, like abird might seeit, rolling off east and
west and into the shadows. A dim splash under the castle: that was Chrigtine, such aveteran of her vigts
to Ewigkreisthat she barely made an impression. Mayfridh took amoment to examine the shadow.
Chrigtinewas changing rapidly. If she stayed aslittle asamonth sheld be dl faery.

Scanning again acrossthe land. A dark cancerous speck caught her attention down near theriver. She
homed in on it, down and down, plunging toward the ground. A deadfdl, an old tree; down and down
farther.

Mayfridh laughed.

"What isit?"

"He'sstuck in afdlenlog near theriver. He can't move."

Chrigtine smiled. "He can't hurt me."

"Y ou can bargain with him. Help him freeif he givesyou the keys."
"Butif | freehim—?"

"Not freein Ewigkreis. Banish him back to the Red World."
"How?| can't do that. | don't have any magic.”

Mayfridh paused, her lipstightly compressed, as she considered. "If you give me your hands and a spell,
| can passto you alimited ability to wield enchantment. Limited. Y ou are only ahuman after dl."

"Sorry," Chrigtine said, her voice touched with sarcasm.
Mayfridh felt ajolt of guilt; her mind skating back to the memories of Jude. "I didn't mean to be—"

"It doesn't matter. Here, do your work. | want to get out of these dungeons.” Christine passed her hands
through the bars. She glanced around her, agitated. "I fed like I'm choking on the dark."

Mayfridh pressed her pams againg Chrigting's, molding the spell into her skin and willing it down into her
bones. "There," she said, "your hands are fagry hands now. Y ou can work magic.”

"Redlly? That easily?" Chrigtinewithdrew her hands

"I'm the queen,” she replied, knowing she sounded imperious. "I make theruleshere”



"Mog of thetime," Chrigtine said with awry smile. "Theré's Hexebart."

"Yes, yes. Mogt of thetime," Mayfridh conceded, embarrassed. "Beware of Mandy, Chrigtine. He's
dangerous and he'sclever.”

"I'm sending him back to Berlin, and then I'm going hometo New Y ork and I'll try to forget | ever met
him."

An incongruity occurred to Mayfridh. She had been too preoccupied to think of it before. "Chrigtine,
how did you get acrossto thisworld?'

Chrigtine touched her back, not looking up. "Jude and a scul ptor's mallet.”
Mayfridh winced. Guilt like nausea. "Oh. Oh, I'm sorry."
"There was no other way. Quickly, explain to me where Mandy is and how to make aspell work."

Mayfridh explained and sent Christine back up thelong tunnel toward daylight. Then she sagged against
the door, gazing across a Eisengrimm's dark, gtill, silhouette. All around her, she had caused pain and
suffering. She despised hersdf for it. And despised hersdf dl the more for knowing she couldn't be any
other way.

** %

Christine breathed daylight into her pores, feding her lungs unfold with relief after the pressing dark of the
dungeons. Mayfridh's calm spell had only worked briefly and superficidly, like abandage on agash,
barely holding her together. She took amoment in the garden to collect her thoughts. Mandy was
trapped in alog by theriver. She had spellsin her pockets and faery hands, making her fed alittle
invindble

Chrigtine set out toward theriver.

The sky had grown dark and the wind had picked up. Rain clouds swirled, heavy with winter. Leaves
whipped across the ground, yellow and frantic, as though trying to escape the coming season. Christine
found hersdlf hurrying her step too, reacting to some primitive ingtinct that affected al naturd thingswhen
inclemency threatened: prepare yourself, collect your things, go insde. How shelonged to be home, back
in New Y ork, surrounded by familiarity.

Theriver. Shefollowed Mayfridn'singtructions, picking her way aong the rocky edge until she saw the
outcrop she had been directed to. From here, she scanned the surrounding area. Deadfall. Mandy was
under there, lying very gtill and quiet. He certainly would have heard her footsteps on the dead leaves.
Shefdt in her pocket for the banish spell. Once she had the keys she could send him away.

"Mandy?' shecdled. "I know you'rethere.

His slence spooked her. Perhaps Mayfridh had been wrong, or he had escaped already. She
approached thefdl of old branchesand trailing gray foliage, gingerly liftingit.

"Hal" A snarl and aflash of pink skin.
Christine jumped back. He was under there dl right, and he was angry.

"Mandy, | can get you out of there," she said, "but only if you cooperate.”



"Chrigtine Starlight?" His voice sounded no different from the Mandy she knew; friendly, even.

"Yes, it'sme." She pushed aside the branches again, throwing them to one side so she could see him
properly. He lay half on hisside, hislegs twisted together insde atrunk. She aimost laughed. He looked
likeafat, helpless sedl.

"Get meout of here" hesaid.
"I will. If you cooperate.”

"Cooperate how? I'm stuck here. | took your ball of twine and ended up here. | didn't know what | was
doing, and now look at me! I've been herefor days."

So hewaslying to her. He hoped she knew nothing.
"Let meclear these leaves away." She cleared the area, staying in asafe arc away from him.

"I think if you pulled me hard enough I'd come free. Or you can try to break away some of the bark. |
just want to go home."

"I'll get you home, don't worry." She kicked away the last few branches and sat cross-legged in front of
him, just beyond hisreach.

"Chrigtine? Are you going to help me?' His eyes were desperate.
"If you hand over the keys."
"What keys? What are you talking about?"

"I know everything, Mandy. | know what you do, | know what you're planning. And | know you have
Mayfridn'skeys. If you hand them over, I'll send you home."

A twisted expression of anger and hatred stole over hisfacein that instant, and Christine recoiled with a
gasp. All thistime she had known him and found him loathsome, asif that expression were barely
concedled benesth the congenia surface. Now she was seeing the red Immanuel Zweigler and it horrified
her. Thiswasthe face that hisvictims must have seenin their fina gridy moments. Suddenly, he was no
longer aman, but amongter, an ogre, achild's nightmare.

"Get me out of herel" he hissed.
"Hand over the keys."

Hisfingerswent to his neck, where Chrigtine could see the chain biting into hispalid skin. "What color is
that shirt you are wearing?'

The question threw her. "What?"

"Answver me!"

"Itsblue”

Hesdighed. "l wishit werered. I'd like to see red. People speak so highly of it."
"Wheat the hell are you talking about?"

Mandy took an imperioustone. "I will give you the keys on the condition that you fetch me the sack



hidden under that rock.”

Christine glanced over her shoulder at the place he indicated.
"l want to take it with me."

"What'sinit?'

"Never youmind."

Chrigtine rose and walked to the rocky outcrop, leaned over me water, and felt around beneath. Her
hand caught on awet piece of material. She hauled it toward her. It was heavy and it clattered. She
pulled it up out of the water, dreading to peer insde. Bones, there would be bonesin here.

"Bring it to me," Mandy demanded.

Christine pulled the sack to thelog and dropped it out of Mandy's reach.
"Givemethekeys" shesad.

"Give methe bones."

"If you give methe keys, I'll send you home. Y ou won't be stuck anymore.”
"I'm not leaving without my bones."

"Youll haveto gay, then."

"And Mayfridh and the bird will remain locked up, and well al go off to winter together and you'll never
get back either.”

Chrigtine crouched in front of him. "The keys."
"It seemsto meunfair that | should have to comply with my part of the bargain firgt."
"What do you mean?"

"In exchange for the keys you will give metwo things. my bones and my freedom. How can | trust you to
give meoneif you won't advance me the other?'

Christine did the sack toward him. She hadn't the energy or patience to quibble. "Here. Now hand over
the keys."

He pulled the bones toward him greedily, tucking the sack up under his abdomen with dl therdish of a
fat boy given abag of sweets. "Y our keys," he said, pulling the chain over his neck and holding it out for
her.

"Thank you." She knelt and reached out to take the chain, saw his nose flare. He was sniffing her. She
shuddered, snatched the keys, and hung them around her own neck. "Okay, now I'm sending you back
and you should know that Jude and | are leaving as soon as we can, and that everybody at the hotel
knowswhat amongter you are.

Hetwisted hislipsinto asmile. "And whatever shall you do about it? Report me to the police? Expose
mein Der Tagesspiegel ?'

Flustered and angry, Christine felt in her pocket for aspell. Shedlowed it to rest in her palm, felt the



amogt-hollow weight of it, then blew on her palm and whispered, " Banish." She pushed the spell
forward as Mayfridh had instructed her, triggering ablur of events.

First, Mandy seized her hand. In the split second she thought he intended to take her with him, he had
gathered with unnatural speed a shiny object from among the falen leaves, then pain bit her wrist and he
released her.

Then, hesaid, "Ah, red."

Last, he disgppeared and blood was pouring onto the ground. Her blood.
Confusion. Pain.

Redlization: her hand was gone.

Christine screamed and pulled her wrist toward her. Bleeding and bleeding. She screamed again, inpain
and shock. From somewhere she collected wits enough to fed in her pocket with her remaining hand for
aspdl, pressed it down on the wound and cried out, " Sop bleeding! Stop bleeding!"

Seconds passed. She was aware of the sound of her breathing, the dull gray of the sky. Sowly, she
turned her eyesto her wrist, dreading the sight. The stump was sealed over, amass of twisted skin and
blood. She gasped for breath. Surdly thiswasn't redly happening. Her jeans were stained with blood, her
remaining hand streaked and dirty. She sank forward, sobbing. The keys clattered around her neck. The
world had taken on asurreal edge. Bare branches seemed sharp against the sky, and the clouds were
low enough to touch. For .the rest of her life, she would have pain; for the rest of her life, she would be
maimed.

* %%

L ong afternoon sunbeams broke from the clouds, filling the cramped room in Klarlied's cottage with
warm light. Now that Mandy was gone, the wegther was trying to rebalance. The gray wintry clouds had
blown away, but till the cold was sharp, and the fire was roaring in the grate. Mayfridh had brought
Eisengrimm and Chritine here because she smply didn't know what eseto do. Usualy Eisengrimm
would have advised her, but he was still unconscious. Klarlied was awitch and a hedler, and she had
taken themin gracioudy.

Mayfridh watched as Klarlied bandaged Christineswrist with infinite care. In the next bed Eisengrimm
lay on his sde—he had woken briefly to change into Wolf—Dbregthing shalowly, hiseyes closed. All this
pain and suffering on her behdf, because she had been stupidly adventurous, because she had unwittingly
lured afaery hunter into her safe, peaceful world. Beyond her two friends suffering, therewas aso the
horrible knowledge that Mandy had killed a half-dozen of her subjects. She was abad queen, abad
friend.

"Doesit hurt very much, Chrigtine?' Mayfridh asked.

Christine looked up with shadowed eyes. Her face was pae and drawn. "I can dedl with pain,” she
snapped, "but | don't know how I'm suppaosed to live normaly with only one hand.”

Mayfridh approached and sat on the bed next to her. "I'm so sorry.”
"Itisn't your fault. | don't blameyou." The rainin Chriginésvoicetold adifferent story.

"If therésanything | cando..."



"Can you makeit magicaly grow back?'
Mayfridh couldnt tell if Christinewas serious. "I... no. That's not possible.”

Klarlied tied off the bandage. "' Perhagps Queen Mayfridh can have asmith from the village make you a
hand of slver,” shesaid in her melodic voice, "then she could enchant it so it behaved like area hand.”

Chrigtine turned eager eyes on Mayfridh. "Can you do that?"
"It would only work while you were here."

Her shoulders dumped forward again. "Oh." Shelay down on the rough blanket, her bandaged wrist
across her chest.

Mayfridh shifted to the next bed, touched Eisengrimm's ears gently. "Do you think he will live?'

Klarlied went to aside table, where she washed her handsin adeep basin. "I do. Hell need alot of rest.
Some of hisbones are crushed. But heis a shape-shifter, and they areresilient.”

Mayfridh gazed at Eisengrimm'sface. Aswith any friend, she had long ago ceased to see his physica
features. Thefact that he was awolf rarely crossed her mind. But now, looking at him unconscious, she
was acutely aware of the gray fur around his muzzle, dightly darker under hischin, of the whiskers
around hisnose, the pink of his gums and the white flash of histeeth as he twitched in adream. She
leaned to kisshis bristly heed. "I wish held wake up.”

"Thelonger he dumbers, the more he heals.”

Mayfridh glanced at Christine, then said to Klarlied, "Could you leave us done afew moments?"
"Of course, your Mgesty." Klarlied took the water basin under her arm. "Call meif you need me."
When the hessian curtains swung closed behind Klarlied, Mayfridh leaned over Chrigtine.

"l haveto find Hexebart," she said.

"I know," Chrigtine replied. "We should go back."

"Y ou took a serious blow to your back. If you stay here alittlelonger it will have timeto hed before the
pain returns. And Klarlied can tend to your wound."

"So could anice, modern German hospitd."

"No, it couldn't. Y ou used aspell on the wound. Klarlied isawitch, she knows how to treat awound
which has been enchanted.”

"You think | should stay here?’

Mayfridh nodded. "A little while. Then somebody would be here when Eisengrimm wakes."
Chrigtine turned her head to look at Eisengrimm. "What if the seasons change? It's getting very cold.”
"I'll send one of theroya guard to mind the giant birch. A warning will be dispatched.”

"Do | even have a choice about when | go back? | mean, thefirst timel came, | got home just by waking
up.”



"We can anchor you here with a spell—then when it'stime to go, you can use the passage in the forest as
| do." Mayfridh touched her hand. "Y ou are partly faery, the passage will work."

Chrigtine frowned. Mayfridh could tell she didn't want her to be done with Jude.
"Y ou don't think Hexebart will come back of her own accord?' Christine said.

"| doubt it. Her passage was from the dungeons. A roya guard waits there, but she would expect that. If
she doesn't return and the seasons change, well be left without any magic. Our race will die off."

"Oh," Chrigtine said, cagting her eyes down.

They st quietly inthe warm room for afew moments, listening to Eisengrimm's breathing. The golden sun
faded out of the window, and velvety twilight settled over them.

"I'mvery sorry, Christing" Mayfridh said. For everything. For your injuries, for knowing Jude's
deception, for loving him so passionately. ™Y ou've done so much for me, and | can't think how |
desarveit.”

"Perhapslittle girls who become blood sistersjust grow up to do thisfor each other,” Christine said.
"Maybeyoureright,” Mayfridh said. Or, at least, they should.

"Y ou'rethe only person left who knew mewhen | waswho | redly am. Before the accident.”

"And who are you now?"

Chrigtine shrugged. "I'm different. I've been beaten up by the world."

Mayfridh leaned in and kissed her forehead, then rose to leave. "I must go before the sun comes up
again. Timeispassng too quickly."

"He asked meto marry him."
Mayfridh froze. " Jude?’
"We're getting married as soon aswe're homein New Y ork."

Mayfridh forced asmile. "I'm so happy for you. Judeis... lovely." The profound inadequacy of the word
was clumsy in her mouth.

"Tel him I'll be home soon."

"1 will." Mayfridh took alast loving glance a Eisengrimm, and headed out into the twilight.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

Curse those squeaking stairs! In the dead of night they were asloud as gunshots. Mandy crept
dowly, dowly. Hedidn't want any of the artiststo know he had returned. What had Christine said?
Everybody at the hotel knows what a monster you are. He couldn't risk them interfering with his
work. Maybe, in afew days, when hed spent some time with his Bone Wife, he would call his solicitor
and havethem dl evicted. Not too hagtily, though. He still hoped that Mayfridh would return and he



could fulfill hisplansfor her. How it pained him that she had dipped through his grasp.

His own lounge room aarmed him. So bright with color! Hues were bleeding into everything now, not
just abright object here or there. He could see the carpet was the color of grass, the sofa the color of
Chrigtine'sblouse, and the rug on it alighter, warmer shade of her blood. He paused for amoment,
gazing. Then he noticed the mess. Empty plates and food scraps and pillows where they shouldn't be.
Who had been here?

Tiptoeing now, he explored the rest of hisflat. He was aone. He couldn't risk being discovered, so he
unlocked the door to the dark staircase and headed up to the soundproof boning room. Hewas alarge
man, and the bag of bones was heavy and cumbersome. The stairway was so narrow that he had to
breathe in tight and yank the sack behind him, but finaly he had hisbooty safely in the atic room. He
tipped the bones out on the floor. Gorgeoudy, a pale blue sheen covered them. He had never seen it
before, and spent afew precious moments holding them aoft in the light, tilting each thisway and that to
enjoy the pae color. Christineg's hand was among his stash. He scooped it up and sniffed it. Faery bones.
No doubt at al about it. She was a human with the hands of afaery. One could say he had done her a
favor by removing it.

He turned the hand over; what a special prize. He already had a plan for the bonesinside. He settled on
the floor cross-legged, like achild excited about playing, and pulled off the chegp shining ring on the
engagement finger. He cast it asde and it rolled into acorner of the room. Thework of art he had
planned would prove far more precious ajewel. He reached for a blade and started to work.

The black windows alowed him no accessto the night outside. Still, it must be growing dark becauseit
was growing cold. He padded downgtairs for warm pgjamas and returned to hiswork. Carving, joining,
polishing, under the fluorescent lights, solitary and crestivein adark, desping world. The early hours of

the morning passed. His hands ached, hiseyes sung. A tiny diver of light from ascratch in the window.
Dawn approaching.

He held up the product of hishoursof labor. A ddlicate chain of glistening white every link carved
lovingly out of the fine bones of Chrigtine Starlight'sfingers.

Mandy turned to the Bone Wife, waiting patiently for him. A pity she had no neck to hang it around, but
he approached and dung it over her waist. Her fine hips stopped the chain from diding dl the way to her
feet. It fel inasoft V between her thighs.

Hefingered the chain gently, turning the links over and over. What afine sculptor he was. What abrave
hunter and unique artist. And with apile of boneswaiting for him (not quite the pile he had hoped....) it
wouldn't belong before the Bone Wife could wear her new necklace about her gleaming white throat.

Mandy stood back and admired her. "Come, my love," he said, "we shal dance.”

With that he stepped in and grasped her about the hips. He stepped back, and she stepped forward; he
stepped forward, and she stepped back. Sowly at first, thenin acircle. Mandy began to laugh. She was
actudly getting the hang of it. "Y es, my dear Wife, that's good.”

Step, step, around in acircle. He hastened his pace; she kept up. Soon they were whirling around the vat
asthe city woke up far below.

Then she misplaced adainty foot and came crashing down. Mandy fell down next to her, kissing her pae
curves. "Never mind, never mind, my darling. Soon you will befinished, and there will be so much magic
inyou that you will dance likeabdlerina" He laughed, stting up and shaking his head. His body cried for
deep, to be horizonta in awarm soft bed, but the bones were just within his reach and hisfingers craved



them like asinner craved absolution. He crawled over to the bones and began to sort.

* %%

Asshewaked up Vogewad-Allee through the blustery November wind, leaves skidding and overtaking
her left and right, Mayfridh made adedl with hersdlf. It was up to Jude: if he asked about Chrigtinefir,
then shewould et him go. Shewould et him continue his deception with Chrigtine (poor Chrigtine, how
that guilt swirled in her somach like bad cream) and say good-bye. But, if hisfirst concern wasfor
Mayfridh, then she would know that hislove for her was more than his pity for Christine. And she would
do everything to make him hers.

She steeled hersdlf as she opened the front door to the hotel. Mandy could be around here somewhere;
she had to be on her guard. Sherecdled hisfacein the haf-light of the dungeon, full of hate and longing,
and it made her shudder with fear.

Inside the hotdl, al was quiet. She hurried up the stairs to the sanctuary of Jude's apartment and knocked
on the door. Her heart was hammering fast. He opened the door. His face grew pale. He grabbed her
hand and yanked her inside, kicking the door closed and embracing her. "Mayfridh," he gasped, “thank
God you'redl right.”

She knew she had won.

For afew moments there was nothing but the warmth of hisarms and the beating of his heart, and then he
drew back, took a breath. "Where's Christine?!

"Shelsdill in Ewigkreis™
IIWMI

"To recover." Shelooked pointedly at the sculptor's malet on the kitchen table, deciding not to tell yet
that Christine had lost her hand. That knowledge would confuse hisfedings, Mayfridh liked it better
when it was obvious he loved her.

"When will she be back?' he asked.
"Perhapsaday or so."

For nearly afull minute they stood gazing at each other. Mayfridh knew she had so little time for standing
and gazing—Hexebart was ill loose—but she was frozen. He was frozen.

Then he seized her and kissed her—passionate, violent kisses—and her body was surrendering and
surrendering, with hot blood and lips and eyes, and she was consumed by that blissful feding of
emptiness withdrawing, of londiness vanishing, of happiness being possible. Sometime.

Afterward, they lay in atangle of clothes and warm limbs, bresthing dowly in the afternoon shadows.
Sunlight, dappled and dimmed by branches moving outsde, shone on the sill and the carpet but didn't
reach the sofa. Mayfridh shivered and pulled her blouse over her shoulders.

"Jude," she said, "would you be my king?'
He opened hiseyes. Alarmed. "What?'

"Would you come back to Ewigkreiswith me and be my king? Raise heirswith me, grow old with me..."
The panicin hiseyesfinished her sentence. " Jude?’



"I can't, Mayfridh."

"You can. Y ou'd become one of us, you'd live four hundred years. It's a beautiful place. Y ou could paint
al day and never have to worry about anything.”

Hefdl slent and she sat up, looking down a him.
"What'swrong?' she asked.

"Would you doit?" he countered, his voice touched with anger. "Would you give up everything and join
mein my world?'

"But | have so much moreto lose" she said. "My magic, my power, hundreds of years of youth and

"l belong in the Real World," hesaid. "I belong in a place where there are urban spaces and traffic noises
and cynicism and dienation. All the thingsthat drive my art. What would | paint in Ewigkreis?

Landscapes?’

"Forget | asked."

His voice dropped to awhisper. "1 belong with Chrigtine.”
"Y ou don't. Y ou belong with me. Y ou know it, you fed it."
"l don't know whet | fed."

She climbed to her feet and straightened her clothes. She had expected him to say yes. He loved her, she
knew he loved her. If it wasn't for Christine... asurge of anger and resentment swept through her.
Chrigtine, with her plain face and her infinite ability to make people pity her.

"I'm sorry,” hesaid.

"Soam|." All her hope deflated in her chest.

"Mayfridh," he said gently, reaching for his clothes, "you didn't come back here just for me, did you?"
She took a deep breath and shook her head. "No, no. | have to find Hexebart."

"Gerda needs you to remove the spell that Hexebart put on her."”

"Of coursg, I.... ohno."

"What's the matter?'

"Spelld | didn't bring asingle one with me. Chrigtine fill hasthem.” How could she have left Ewigkres
without spells? Too many of her thoughts had been spent on fantasies of Jude.

"So you can't fix Gerda?' »
Mayfridh shook her head. "Only after | find Hexebart."

"Weve searched for her dl around the hotel. | don't want her to run into Chrigtine. | don't want her telling
about... you know."

Mayfridh fet aflush of impatience. He was S0 selfish, so preoccupied with himself and his stupid



deception. "I'll find her. Where has she been so far?”’

"I saw her in the park at the end of the street when she came to tease me about knowing my secret,”
Jude said, "and Gerda saw her in her gpartment. And she stayed in Mandy'sflat one or two nights.”

"'So she's been making mischief with my friends™
"Y eah, s0 she's probably ill nearby.”

Mayfridh tried to follow the twisted paths of Hexebart's logic. "Because she'staking out her hatred of me
through hurting you and Gerda—"

"And Christine as soon as she finds her."

Mayfridh's heart went cold. "Ohh," shesaid, "I think | know where sheis."

* k%

Chrigtine woke from the welcome oblivion of deep to find that she il lay among the rough bedcovers at
Klarlied's cottage, and that her left hand was till missing. She groaned involuntarily and rolled over.
Eisengrimm waswaiching her.

"Eisengrimm.” She swept her hair out of her eyes. Y ou're avake."

"I have been for an hour." His golden eyes were degp with measurel ess compassion, hismellow voice
warm and gentle. "Christine, what happened to you?'

She held up her wrigt. "Immanud Zweigler happened to me. Mayfridh enchanted my hands so | could
magicaly banish him. He took one asasouvenir.”

He shook hisgray head. "Y ou have suffered too much.”

"So haveyou."

"I'm her counselor. I'm employed to suffer for her."

Chrigtine sghed. "I let her go back to the Red World. Alone."
"Youwerewiseto stay and hed "

"You don't understand. I've left her one with Jude. Jude'sin love with her."
"Areyou certan?’

"Y eah. Pretty certain.” She sat up and gazed across at him. "But shell be gone soon enough. And Jude
and | will get onwith our livesand..." A sob broke through her words. "Oh, God, who am | kidding? I'm
inpain every day. | only have one hand. I'll be such aburden to him."

"If helovesyou, you won't be aburden.”

"He doesn't love methe way he loves her. How could he? She's so beautiful and rare. I'm so.... I'm
interchangeable with anyone.”

"Chriging, that isn't true.”

"You'reinlove with her too. Y ou know the power she has."



"Thenwhy did you let her go done?"

She shrugged. "Because there are some things you can't fight. Because maybe he deservesthe thrill of a
grand passion before he settles down with me. | don't know."

The hessian curtain at the doorway parted and Klarlied peeked in. "Ah, Counsdalor Eisengrimm. | thought
| heard your voice. How do you fed ?'

"Very sore, but lucid.”

"Thorsten and Brathr wait for you in the kitchen. They are eager to speak with you."

Eisengrimm glanced at Chrigtine. "The mayor and the reeve," he explained.

"Shdl | send them in?' Klarlied asked.

"Y ou should rest some more before you take on officid business,” Christine said.

"l can't. Winter isvery close and matters are very serious." Heturned to Klarlied. "Send themin."
Chrigtine stretched and got out of bed. "I'll leave you alone with them.”

"Thank you, Christine." He looked so vulnerable lying curled on the bed, bandages around hisribs; a hurt
dog rather than aqueen's counselor.

Chrigtine dipped out as two men strode in. She hoped they would be kind to Eisengrimm. It wasn't his
fault hisqueen was so flighty.

Klarlied sopped her, with asmile, in the kitchen. "Would you like some soup?’

"No, I'm going to get somefresh air.” Shefdt in her pocket for the remaining spells. She had ddliberately
withheld them from Mayfridh, and felt atwinge of guilt over that. For some reason, when Mayfridh was
leaving, Christine's desire to own the spellswas grester than her concern for Mayfridh's needs. Perhapsit
was smplejedousy, or smple curiosity. Or perhaps there was nothing smple at al about her fedingsfor
Mayfridh.

Chrigtine found hersdlf in Klarlied's neat square of garden. Hedges were over-spun with spiderwebs that
glistened in the morning sunshine, wafting to and fro on the breeze. Chrigtine shivered against the coal,
but relished the fresh air. She had been cooped up too long in the cluttered, stuffy cottage. Klarlied's
home stood at the end of adirt road. Whest fields spread out behind it, stubbled and golden. The danted
sunshine dazzled on the fields. Chrigtine pulled aspell from her pocket. Asfar as she knew, her remaining
hand was still enchanted. She had no ideawhat magic she wanted to perform—given that turn back
time to before Mandy took my hand was not an option. She gazed at the spell and a cloud moved over
the sun.

"Butterfly," she said, and blew. The spell disappeared and an indigo butterfly flew from her fingers and
up into the sky. Shelaughed. What a curious pleasure it was to make magic happen, likeashiver and a
held breath and aliquid tingle. Shetook another spell and held it out. " Birdsong." As she blew, the spell
dissolved and the air around her wasfilled with the sweet strange song of abird she didn't recognize. It
swelled and withdrew, leaving her standing, smiling for thefirgt timein many long hours, in Klarlied's
garden.

She checked her pocket. Only four left now. She had best be prudent and save them, give them to
Mayfridh when she got back to the Redl World.



Voicesfrom nearby. She turned to see the two men—the mayor and the reeve—| eaving the cottage,
muttering to each other in serious voices. She hurried insde to find Eisengrimm sitting up on hisbed. His
eyeswere thoughtful.

"Iseverything al right?' she asked him.

He shook hishead. "No. Not at al." His shoulders were hunched forward and his fur was dull.
"Liedown," Christinesaid. "You look sick and sore.

"l am sick and sore." He did as she directed and closed his eyes.

"Tdl mewhat happened,” she said, curling up next to him and gently stroking hisears.

"Theofficidsin the village, and most of the villagersit seems, are unhappy. Very unhappy. Hexebart has
disappeared with the royal magic, Six faeries have been murdered, winter iscoming, and their queen is
nowhereinsight.”

"Did you explain she's goneto find Hexebart?'

"Y es, but she made no officiad announcement, took no guards or helpers. It looks suspicious. It lookslike
she'srun away."

A brisk wind gusted overhead, moaning softly over the eaves.
"What will they do?' Chrigtine asked.

"They have dready doneit. They have officidly expressed their lack of confidence in the queen. When
shereturns, shewill haveto prove hersdf fit to rule, and she will have to name an heir.”

"Namean har?'

"They ask it of rulers whose competenceisin doubt. She can name anyone she wants, and the villagers
vote on whether to agreeto it. That's how Liesebet made Mayfridh her heir, even though shewasa

human changding.”

"Would she nameyou?'

"She hastried in the past. | won't let her."

"No?'

"l have no desireto be aking."

She smiled and rubbed the back of his neck. "Y ou'd make afineking."
"She could aso prove her intention to produce an heir.”

Chrigtine was confused. "How so?"

"She could marry. Then it would be assumed a child would result.”

Christine opened her mouth to ask, "Who would she marry?' but no sound came out because she knew
precisely who Mayfridh would make her first choice.

"Chridine?'



" She can't take him away from me, can she?" she breathed.

Eisengrimm fixed her in hisgolden gaze. "1 don't know, Chrigtine. Can she?"

** %

Mayfridh thrust money into the taxi driver's hands asthey pulled up outside Dianas house at Zehlendorf.

"Here, keep the change," she muttered, hurrying to open the door, and emerging onto the quiet street.
The last of the sun'srays had disappeared, leaving only the cold gray shadows of twilight. The front of the
house was dark and silent. She hoped that she was wrong, that Hexebart hadn't discovered Dianaand
come to make the same kind of mischief shed made at Hotel Mandy-Z. She hurried up the front path,
stopping when aflash of gold caught her eye.

Inthe long grasslay a spell. She bent to pick it up. Hexebart had been here and left in ahurry, dropping
this behind her. Mayfridh stood and checked the tree branches nearby. She couldn't seethe witch
anywhere. She tucked the spdll inside her blouse and tried the front door. Unlocked.

"Mum?' she cdled, entering the dark hallway. She turned on the light. The house looked dusty and
shabby, and the smdll of old cooking filled the air.

"Mum?' Mayfridh advanced into the house. The lounge room was empty. The kitchen was a chaotic
mess of dirty plates and pans, the fridge door gaped open; spilt butter and water lay on the floor. She
kicked the fridge door closed and was heading for the halway when she heard atiny mewing.

Since when did her mother own akitten? She turned and cocked her head, trying to locate the sound.
Mew, mew.

It was coming from the cupboard under the sink. Mayfridh approached warily. This could be one of
Hexebart's tricks.

Mew, mew.

She reached for the cupboard door, pulling the spell from her blouse and holding it defensively in her right
hand. With a quick movement, she flicked the door open and stood back.

No kitten. No witch. Her mother.
"Mum!"
Mew, mew.

Hexebart had enchanted her. Mayfridh'srdlief that it was only alittle spell was quickly replaced by darm.
Diand's feet were bandaged.

"What happened?’
Mew, mew. Tears ran down Dianas face and she reached out with desperate hands for Mayfridh.

Mayfridh helped her out of the cupboard and struggled with her to the lounge room, where Diana
gratefully sank into the sofa. Mayfridh balanced the spell on her pam, turned it to Diana, and said, "
Speak "

"Oh, Mayfridh, | knew you'd cometo save me."



"What happened?’
"The witch. Shetook some of my toes."

Mayfridh did onto the sofa next to Diana and gently unwrapped the bandages on her mother's right foot.

Hexebart had taken two toes. Mayfridh eyed the other foot and shuddered, imagining the pain. Hexebart
had doneit cleanly, dressed and bandaged it properly; protecting her prey for more enjoyment later. Not
likethe horrificaly crude wound Mandy had inflicted on Chrigtine.

"I'm so sorry," she said, buckling again under guilt. It seemed she was the only person who was
unseamed.

"She's gone, though,” Dianasaid. "I heard her leave just before you got here.”
" She probably heard me arrive.”
"Will she come back?'

Mayfridh looked up into the face of aterrified child. "1 don't know, Mum. | hope not. | haveto find her
and take her back to Ewigkreis."

"You haveto go?'

"I have to do what'sright for my kingdom before winter comes.”
"Please don't leave me aone.”

"I wont, | won't," Mayfridh soothed.

"Youwill. Youll go off to find the witch and then I'll be done." Dianabegan to cry, pressing her hands
into her face.

"Mum, cam down,” Mayfridh said, gathering Dianainto her arms. "It'sdl right, I'll look after you."
"For how long?' Dianasaid, her voicerisng into ahyserica sob.

"Y ou haveto cam down." Mayfridh knew it was ridiculous to ask amuitilated woman, who had been
locked in acupboard for days mewing like akitten, to calm down.

"Take me back with you, then. Don't leave me here done.”
"What do you mean?"

"Take meto faeryland. | have nothing when you go. | don't want to be left here doneto grow old with
nothing.”

"Mum, pleese—"

"Don't tell meto calm down!" she shrieked, holding out her hands. "L ook a me! | have nothing. Nothing
. Onceyou're gone, what have | left to live for? Take me with you. Y ou can take a human with you, can't
you? Liesebet took you."

"Yes, | can take ahuman with me." Just one human. Any more would risk unbalancing the seasons.
Mayfridh aready knew which human she wanted to take. "But it's more complicated than just
deciding—"



Dianathrew hersdf down at her full length on the sofa and sobbed like a child. Mayfridh crouched next
to her, rubbing her back and letting her cry. "Shh,” shesaid. "Shh."

At length the sobs began to dissipate and turn into soft hiccups. She sat up and took Mayfridh's hands
between her fingers. "I don't want to lose you again, Little May."

Mayfridh didn't know what to say, so she said nothing.

"Please, take me with you."

"[t's not so easy to—"

"Jugt tell meyoull think about it."

"Yes" Mayfridh sad, immediately regretful of raising thefase hope, "of course I'll think about it."

The queen, the queen, the horrid little queen!

How did she get away from Immanuel? How did she know where to look for Hexebart? Hexebart
is not happy, hiding from the changeling piglet in a thorny bush in the cold. Hexebart has been
enjoying herself most thoroughly. Now she has to run away again, or the piglet can command the
royal magic and make Hexebart go home. Hexebart doesn't want to go home, ever ever ever.

Ooh, how it aches and gripesin Hexebart's belly that the queen's head is still on the queen's
shoulders. Immanuel should have killed her. What use is Immanuel?

Hexebart smiles to herself and clicks her fingers. Immanuel may be home, Immanuel may still
want to kill the queen. And Hexebart would like very much to help him. Between the two of
them...

Off into the night. What a team Hexebart and Immanuel will make! Why, Hexebart can barely
stop herself from singing with joy.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

Twenty-four hours without a break, and Mandy's hands were sore from the work he had done. His
eyesfelt asthough they had been rubbed with sand, his head ached, and hislimbswere heavy, but the
Bone Wife now had afine pair of breasts. He stood back to ingpect her. Y es, the latest work was rough,
but he was proud of it nonetheless. His Wife had been so long only haf abody, afragment of her finished
sdf, but now shelooked morereal, more like the obedient spouse she would eventualy become. With
some time and detailed work, the rough edges could be smoothed, the curves could be evened out,
and—

Mandy gasped as he redlized. The blue sheen on the boneswas no longer visible. He looked up to the
light, then back to the scul pture. Had something changed in the room? Had some subtle shadow fallen
over the bones?

Helifted hiswrit to his nose and sniffed. He had been working for so many uninterrupted hours with the
bones that he had forgotten about the awful scent of hisown. Unmigtakably, it wasfading. And if that



small physiologica change was happening, then...

"My colord" he exclaimed, and immediately fled down the stairsto hislounge room. The bright colors
were fading once moreto gray. "No, no!" To have never known colorswas asmadl torture; to have
known them and |lost them was agrand tragedy. His eyesflew frantically from the sofato the rug to the
paintings on the walls. He switched on the televison with the sound down and watched it greedily, but
aready the reds were fading, the blues were cooling, the yellows had blanched to white. He watched an
hour, two hours, then had to admit that it had al become black, white, and gray again. His colorswere

gone.

Hisingtinct wasto bellow with anger, to kick things and tear things to pieces, but he had to be quiet and
get back up to his boning room without squeaking afloorboard. The artists couldn't know he was back.
With silent rage, he moved back upgtairs, hislimbs shaking and his eyes twitching with tears. He locked
the door behind him, laid himself flat on the floor at the feet of hisWife, and howled. Oh, it was unfair.
Faeriestortured him! Mayfridh was responsible! He would kill her so dowly, so painfully. Hewould cut
her throat so she couldn't scream, and dip her in the boiling vat, and cut off her head, and make her
eyebd|sinto buttonsfor his Sunday jacket! Mandy closed his eyes, soothing himsdlf on fantases. Within
afew minutes, he had drifted into deep.

He woke with agtart an hour later. The bright lights of the boning room dazzled his eyes. Not atrace of
color marked the world around him. What had woken him? He had gone for days without deep;
something significant must have troubled his sensesto rouse him. He sat up and listened. ... but of course
his boning room was soundproof, so it was some subtler sense that had pricked him awake. Warily, he
rose and opened the door. Leaned his ear out into the narrow stairwell.

Thetdevison! Hedigtinctly remembered muting the sound so that the artists couldn't hear it and know he
was home. He stole down the stairs as quietly as he could, through his studio and into the lounge room.
Then he stopped cold.

"Hello, Immanud." It was the hag from the dungeonsin faeryland.
"How did you get in?" he whigpered, reaching for the remote and turning off thetelevison.
"It wasn't locked.”

Mandy shook his head. He was certain he had | ocked the door. Hadn't he? Or had he been too excited
to think of it?™Y ou must be quiet. The otherswill hear us."

Hexebart grinned and shook her head. "Oh no, for | have enchanted the floor. They will hear nothing.”
She jumped up and down on the spot for emphasis. Mandy cringed, waiting for doors downgtairsto
open, for interfering footsteps to approach. They didn't.

"What are you doing here?' Mandy asked. She stood very close now, and her stench enveloped him.
Faery bones, adamp moldiness, and garlic. Her white-gray hair was matted and tangled, her teeth rotted
with streaks of brown.

"| cameto vigt you, Immanud."

He assessed the hunch in her back, the crooked bow of her limbs. Those bones would be of little useto
him, especidly for the working of arms and hands and fingers. No, he needed Mayfridh's strong, fine
skeleton for that. "And for what purposeisthisvist?' he asked.

"I know things. | can help you with your plansfor Mayfridh."



"Y ou said that once before, and then you disappeared.”

"But thistime | need your help. | need somewhere safeto stay. If Mayfridh finds me, awful thingswill
happen to me." She dropped her head and pretended to weep. Mandy took a step back, disturbed by
the peeping cries and pretended tears. When sheredlized he hadn't fallen for it, sheraised her head and
smiled. "Immanud, you are clever. Areyou clever enough to catch the queen?'

Mandy said nothing, waiting for her to continue.
"Sheis magic, you know."
"l know."

"And you want her magic? Am | right?" She smiled and playfully touched hiswrist. Hejerked hishand
away. "You want to kill her and take her magic?'

"Yan

" She has so much magic. Whoever killsher will getit dl. All of it." She swept her aamsaroundinacircle,
then leaned in close, her breath hot in hisface. "I can help you kill her."

"How?'
"I'm made of the same stuff asher.”
"Thenwhy shouldnt | kill you?"

Hexebart took a step back, an angry scowl on her face. "Immanuel, we are friends. Friends don't kill
each other.”

"Y ou've got magic. | saw you disappear from the dungeons.”

Hexebart held her forefinger and thumb ahaf-inch gpart. "Hexebart has only alittle crude magic. She's
old and sick and no useto you &t al. Mayfridh's the queen. Her magic isroya magic. Y ou could do

anything with it, anything at dl."
"How can you help mekill her?'

"I cantell you when she's nearby. | can help you capture her. | can keep you hidden from the others so
they never know you're here." She cackled and shuffled her feet in alittle dance, snging, "Use a little
magic to catch the dirty queen, use a little magic to catch the dirty queen.”

"What if she doesn't come back?'

"Oh, shelll come back," Hexebart said knowingly. "Shell cometo find me. Won't belong now. Not long
adl”

He smiled, hishopeslifting. Perhaps hewould get Mayfridh's skull after dl. "All right, I'll let you help me,"
he said. Then held bail her. There might be afew useful bones, asmidge of magic. "'l want to cut off her

"Hee, hee!" Hexebart squealed, clapping her hands. "Oh, | should like to see that!"

"Y ou can stay here, but don't disturb me while I'm working."



"Hexebart will bevery quigt,” she said solemnly.

"And don't make amess.”

"Hexebart will bevery tidy," shereplied. "But, Immanue, Hexebart ishungry.”
"Help yoursdf to what'sin thefridge.”

"Therésvery littlefood Ieft. | aready looked.”

"I'll go shopping when | can. | don't want anyone to know I'm here, so for now I'm staying locked up
insde. There are cans of food in the cupboard.”

"Cansof food. Yes, yes. Shal | make you food, Immanuel? Shall | bring it to you up the Sairs?’

"No. Stay away from me and stay away from my work.” Who knew what she was capable of ? He didn't
want her wrecking his sculpture. "I'll come down when I'm tired and eat something then."

"We arefriends, aren't we? Immanud ?'
"Yes, werefriends." Heforced aamile.

Sheturned on her toes and started singing another song; something about Mayfridh's head rolling down
the stairwell and being friends with "' Im-man-u-€l." Mandy turned to go back upstairs and lock the door
to his boning room. It would frighten her to see the vat, though she would see it soon enough.

* %%

Mayfridh spent two hours searching in the trees and bushes near her mother's house, then findly admitted
that Hexebart had long since disappeared. Back at home, Dianafluttered about nervoudly, her feet
freshly bandaged by a bewildered local doctor.

"Areyou sure she'sgone?' Dianasaid. "Are you sure sheisn't coming back?*

"I think | know where sheis," Mayfridh said, remembering that Mandy had set Hexebart free, "or where
she might turn up soon." She collected her coat and headed for the door.

"Don't leave me here done. What if she comes back?"

Mayfridh turned, impatience beating in her temples. Dianawas judtified in her worry, and alocked door
was no deterrent to Hexebart. "Come on then. I'll drop you off a ahotel in the city."

Diananodded. "I'll just pack afew things."

Mayfridh phoned for ataxi and waited impatiently in the hallway, wishing she wasn't impatient. Hexebart
had to be found and returned to Ewigkreis before the season changed. The witch was so full of magic she
could easily create an anchor spell and stay in the Real World, while Mayfridh returned home
empty-handed. And then... ? Then her people would be caught forever in an endlesswinter. The
respongbility weighed heavily on her.

Finaly, Diana hobbled downgtairs with alarge suitcase.
"You need dl that?' Mayfridh said, taking the case from her.

"I don't know how long I'll be gone," Dianasaid. "Maybe I'll never come back if you decide to take me



withyou..."

Thetaxi pulled up and Mayfridh pointedly ignored her mother's hint. "Come on. | need to get back to
Hotel Mandy-Z quickly. Thereésalot at stake."

By the time Mayfridh had dropped Diana off and arrived & Mandy-Z, it was nearly ten P.M. Frozen for
amoment, she stood at the front of the building looking up a Mandy's gpartment. No lightsin the
windows. Was he staying away now that everyone knew what amonster he was? Or was he up there,
lurking in the dark, with Hexebart by his sde? A noise behind her stopped her heart. She spun round.
Just acat dinking off in the gutter. She hurried to the front door, knowing she was vulnerable done;
Mandy wouldn't waste amoment in killing her if hefound her again.

With her key inthelock she hesitated. Already Eisengrimm, Christine, Gerda, and Diana had suffered at
the hands of her enemies. Shouldn't she just leave them al in peace? But Hexebart had to be found, and
she needed their help. She needed Jude.

Mayfridh listened carefully at the threshold of the gdlery. Light under Jude's studio door, theradio
playing within. There were more pressing matters to worry about than Jude, but she crossed the gallery

anyway.

The door was unlocked. He looked up as she closed the door behind her. He was crouching next to a
box, stacking it full of paint tubes and brushes.

“Packing?

"Going home. As soon as Christine comes back." He stood and stretched his back. "Did you find
Hexebart?'

"Not yet. | suspect she'swith Mandy."

"And wheres Mandy?'

"l don't know. He's not here?’

"We haven't seen or heard him. And we would have heard him in this creaky old place.”

"Where could he be?’

Jude shrugged. "One of the richest men in Berlin? Anywhere. In any hotel. In any one of his apartments.”
Mayfridh ran ahand through her hair in frugtration. "Damn him, and damn Hexebart."

"Don't go near him done, Mayfridh," Jude said, hisface serious. "Promise me youll take one of uswith
you."

She gazed a him. "I've hurt so many people.”
"What do you mean?"

Of course, he didn't know about Christine, nor Eisengrimm, nor her mother. And how could she bear it if
Jude was the next victim of Hexebart's magic, or Mandy's violent nature?"I'm so confused,” she said, her
voice cracking on ahelpless sob. "I don't know whereto art.”

He approached her, put agentle hand on her elbow. "Hey, it's okay. If Hexebart's with Mandy, well find
him. Well start by phoning al the hotelsin town. Then well try Mandy's solicitor, his secretarid



savice. .. someone must have heard from him."

Histender voice, his soft eyes, heaped woe upon her woe. "Oh, Jude," she said, folding againgt his chest.
Hisarms caught her tentatively. "Won't you come back with me? | can't be happy without you."

"Youll forget me."
"I don't want to forget you. | want to look at your face every day for the rest of forever.”

"l don't deserve that happiness,” he said, "and you won't remember me once winter comes, so you won't
auffer.”

"I will. Somewhereingde | know I'll suffer. It will be ascar on my soul.” Sheturned her face up to him.
"Tel methat you'l think about it."

"l won't think about it. Don't make methink about it. Y ou know it'swrong. Y ou know | don't belong in
your world. | belong here, and | haveto take care of Chrigtine.”

"Just ten seconds. .. for ten seconds tonight, before you deep, think about it. Ten tiny seconds of your
life. Please, Jude, please. Don't leave me with no hope at al.”

He smiled. "Ten seconds, then. That's an appropriate amount of time to think about my plansfor afew
hundred years."

Sheleaned into him and encircled hiswaist with her arms. "Kissme, my love."

Hekissed her, his hands moving to the small of her back, pressng her hard againgt him. "Il loveyou," he
muttered.

Then the door burst open.

Mayfridh and Jude dropped their arms and jumped apart, but it wastoo late. Gerda glared at them with
dedy blue eyes.

"Gerda," Jude gasped. "Gerda, don't—"

"Don't what?' Gerda demanded, and Mayfridh was horrified to seealizard jJump from her lipsand land
on thefloor. "Don't interrupt your fun? Don't stop you from cheating on your fiancee? Don't spit fucking
locusts and beetles?' She turned on Mayfridh and pushed afinger into her chest. "When were you going
to come and fix me? Before or after you betrayed your best friend?" Such abarrage of insects and small
reptiles sorang from her mouth that Mayfridh couldn't count them.

"I can't fix you," Mayfridh said. "Not yet. | didn't bring any spells. | haveto find Hexebart.”

"You're doing afinejob of looking for her, aren't you?' A tiny frog landed in Mayfridh's hair and became
entangled. With aghriek, sheloosened it and it dropped to the ground.

"Gerda, cdm down," Jude said.

"Y ou know what?' Gerdasaid. "1 will cam down, but only because | hate the feding of these things
coming out of my mouth. Though | will ask you one question.” She held up her index finger for emphasis.
"Will you tell Chrigtine about this, or will 17"

* %%



en Mandy finaly dept, it was on the bare floorboards next to the vat, with the fluorescent lights still on
overhead, and his arm hooked around the Bone Wife's ankle. He dreamed about her completed, with
strong armsfor carrying things, with amane of bright hair that he could dmost see, with Mayfridh'sface
painted onto the front of her gleaming head. Waking, seeing his Wife standing there unfinished, filled him
with agreat sadness. If Mayfridh didn't return, it could be years before she was ever whole.

Helay till for amoment, looking up &t her, then hunger and discomfort made him lock the boning room
carefully behind him, and go downstairsin search of breskfadt.

The soft, early morning light in hislounge room was awelcome relief to his eyes, but the messthat
Hexebart had made startled him. She lay adeep on the sofa surrounded by empty food tins, by wrappers
and scraps and dirty plates and spoons. The sofa had been pulled close to the televison—which was
blaring an American news broadcast—and in the process the rug had been bunched up. He bent to
draighten it, and noticed it was wearing at least haf abottle of spilled tomato ketchup. A glimpse of the
kitchen through the doorway told him that the messwasn't confined to just one room.

"Hexebart!" he bellowed.

She woke with agtart, her eyes bleary and blinking. "What? What isit?’

"Y ou promised me you'd betidy." He swept hisarm around him to indicate the mess.

"Yes, yes”

"You've made aterrible mess”

"I'll cleanit, I'll clean it. Only don't throw me out, no, don't throw Hexebart out. Hexebart can help you."

Mandy stalked to the kitchen and began searching for food. All the bread was gone, al the cheese and
the cold meats in the fridge had been gnawed on and left unwrapped on the bench, so he threw them out.
He switched on the coffee machine. The cupboards were open and all that remained in them were
condiments and two tins of beans. He opened the freezer and found abag of peas. Hexebart, in the
gpace of one night, had dmost cleaned him out of food.

He turned to see her in the doorway, trying to charm him with asmile. He shuddered.
"Did you et everything?' he asked.

"Hexebart only ever ests bread and water in prison.”

"Y ou could have |eft some for me.”

"I left the meat and the cheese." Sheindicated the rubbish bin.

"Y ou'd dready chewed on them.”

Hexebart approached the bin and reached inside. "I'll fetch them.”

"No, no. We don't eat food that's been in the rubbish. Not in the Real World."

She shook her head and clicked her tongue. "What awaste. What aterrible waste." Then sheturned,
bright-eyed, and said, "Mayfridh came back."

Electricity. "Wha?"



"She came back last night, but now she'sgone again.”

"Where has she gone?' Frustration clawed at him. She had been here, in the hotel, and held dept through
it.

"Hexebart was listening the house, yes she was. Hexebart can hear everything that goeson.”
"Whereisshe?'

"She came and she kissed Chrigtine's lover. Gerdafound them and sent her away.”
"Whereisshe now?'

"Shewent to stay in ahotdl.”

"Which one?'

"I don't know," Hexebart said, pouting & his ungrateful questions. "Shedidn't say."

Mayfridh, in ahotel, probably nearby. Could he make discreet inquiries? Find her? Kill her while she was
aone? What were the risksinvolved?

Hexebart was talking again. "But shélll be back. Shelll be back very soon, | know, because she'slooking
for me and shethinks| might come here."

Mandy was suspicious. What could this foolish old woman have that Mayfridh wanted?"Why isshe
looking for you?'

"Because I'm a poor prisoner and she'samean little sow and can't bear it that 1've esca-aped.” A song
ensued, about escaping and about me dungeon. There was no way of telling if shewaslying, or crazy, or
perfectly serious.

Mandy opened atin of beans and took a spoon from the drawer. "I'm going to my bedroom for afew
hours deep. Next time you hear her come, wake me up immediately.”

"Yes, Immanud.”
"If you're so good at listening to the house, tell me next timethey're dl out. I'll go shopping for food.”
"Ooh, yes, Immanud. I'll listen very hard."

"Good." He moved through the lounge room on hisway to hiswarm, soft bed. "And clean up your
mess."

"Yes, Immanud. Yes, | will."

Hedidn't bdieve that for amoment.

* k%%

Chrigtine leaned out the window of Mayfridh's bedchamber, trying to imprint upon her memory the view
of Ewigkreislaid out before her. Russets and golds and the wind playing on the trees; theriver lazy in the
eadt, the Eternal Woods dim and mysterious, stretching into the distance. "1t's so beautiful and | can't take
it with me" she Sighed.

Eisengrimm spoke from the bed behind her. " Perhaps you should have brought acamera,” he said, a



amilein hisvoice.

She turned her back to the window. His ribs were still wrapped in bandages, but his vigor and movement
werereturning. "A photograph never captures aplace. The smdll, or the silence, or the way thelight
moves." She glanced over her shoulder. "Part of mereally doesn't want to say good-bye."

"Y ou can stay alittlelonger if you like."

Christine shook her head. "I have to get back to my own world. I've left them alone together for long
enough.”

"How'syour hand?'

"Comfortable." She held up the velvet-lined silver hand that Klarlied had ordered from the silveramith. It
was an exact match for her remaining hand, with intricate carvings, and jointed fingers. A shortage of
magic in Ewigkreis meant it remained unenchanted.

"A pity we couldn't make it work for you."
"It wouldn't have worked back home anyway. It doesn't matter. None of it matters.”
"It mattersto me. | regret your injury very deeply.”

She sighed and turned to the window once again. The giant birch was amost bare. Winter was close.
"Youll forget it."

"If I could remember, | would. I'd remember you forever."
"How much of autumn isthereleft, do you think?"

"A week at most. Mandy's work upset the balance. Well have along winter, but the seasons will right
themsdlves by spring.”

"It must be beautiful herein spring.”
"It'sdways beautiful here."

Chrigtinetook alast look around the room. So many months ago, when this adventure started, she had
found the low roof beams and the dank smells uninviting. Now she had grown fond of the Autumn
Cadtle, itsdusty corners and its grimy windows and the layers of white linen to deep in. Perhgpsit was
smply gppeding by association: here she felt no pain. Soon she would be consigned to pain for the rest
of her life.

"What's the matter, Christine?" Eisengrimm asked.

"Thinking about how I'll fed when | go back. Thinking about my back. It'sredlly going to hurt. Jude had
to hit me hard."

"I wish you the best with it," he said, "and | wish you the best with Jude.”

"Yeah, and | wish you the best with your pain and your love." She sank down on the bed next to him.
"What'swrong with us, Eisengrimm? Why can't we find somebody who loves us perfectly, wholly, and
completdy?’

"Very few people do find that somebody, Chritine. It'srare.”



Shelay on her back, enjoying each bresth that ventured into her lungs, wishing and wishing and not even
surewhat shewaswishing for.

"It'stimeto go," shesad.

"Good-bye, Chrigtine."

Shesat up and leaned over to hug him gently. "'l will missyou so much.”
"I hopeyour lifeisfull of wonders™

"l hopeyour lifeisfull of joy." Shetook onelast look out the window, one last ook at Eisengrimm.
Found tears on her lashes. "Good-bye," she said.

"Good-bye. Maybe someday..."
"Maybe. Y ou never know."

Christine made her way down to the passage—adreamy mirror of afternoon colors standing in the
forest. She stepped through into the painful embodiedness of redlity. Behind her, the Autumn Castle had
disappeared, and Berlin traffic sounded in the distance. She took a moment to catch her breath, then
headed toward Hotel Mandy-Z.

Hexebart searches the cupboard again, but all the cans are empty and gone. Oh, woe. Real World
food is so tasty and exciting on her tongue, and now it'sall gone. All, all gone. She runs her
fingers around the edge of an empty can and laps up the tiny dollop of sauce. If only Immanuel
would go shopping soon. Hexebart is growing hungry again.

She leans her head out of the kitchen and listens. Immanuel is still sleeping. Hexebart hears his
snores. Why, she could sneak in there right now and have a piece of himfor lunch. There's
certainly enough meat on him. But no; Hexebart grinds her teeth. She needs Immanuel for now.
Immanuel can kill the queen before she finds Hexebart, and Hexebart can go free with the royal
magic and spend her life looking for Liesebet.

Hmmm... but while Immanuel sleeps, Hexebart could get up to other mischief. He often hides
himself up in the room behind the door with many locks... Hexebart wonders what's behind that
door. A mystery. Maybe he has more food up there. That'sit! He's hiding food from Hexebart! Or
maybe he has jewels and other pretty Real World things that he doesn't want Hexebart to have.
Sifish, selfish. Hexebart beginsto creep up the stairs.

Then stops. And listens.

Downstairs, far below, somebody has come home. Isit the pig queen? Isit time to wake Immanuel
and tell himto kill her?

No, it's somebody else. It's Chrigtine. Oh, Christine, oh, Christine,

Where have you come from, where have you been? Hexebart isn't so interested in Immanuel's
secret room of food and treasures now. She would rather go and speak with Christine. Hexebart
opens the door and dances lightly down the stairs to Christine's apartment. She can't wait to see
Christine's face. Oh, ha ha! Hexebart has so much to tell her.



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Mayfridh hadn't expected to find herself sharing a hotel room with her mother on one of her last
nightsin the Real World. She woke up disoriented. The colors of the room were unfamiliar, the sheets
diff and tight. It took a moment to remember: Gerdawalking in, spitting lizards and insects with rage,
ingsting that Mayfridh make aquick exit before Gerdatook it upon hersdlf to tell Chrigtine everything.
Jude had bundled her out the door in less than twenty seconds. "It's better thisway," hesaid. "I'll sort it
out with Gerda. Y ou go stay with your mother."

Mayfridh sat up, cradling her head in her hands. Why was she so worried about what Christine would
think? Hadn't she been trying to encourage Jude to leave Chrigtine, to tell her that the New Y ork
wedding was off and that he was going to become King Jude of Ewigkreis?

"Areyou dl right, love?" Thiswas Diana, awake in the next bed.

Mayfridh dropped her hands and forced asmile. "Y es, Mum. I'm fine."

Dianareached out and grabbed her fingers. "Thanksfor coming to stay with me. | felt much safer.”
Mayfridh squeezed Dianas hand fondly. "I'm glad.”

"What has the day got in sore for you?"

Mayfridh was climbing out of bed and pulling on her clothes. " Same as yesterday. Find Hexebart."
"'l just stay here, shdl 17"

"Stay here and rest your feet. It's safer that way. I'll cometo get you if | find her.”

"And then youll leave?'

Mayfridh nodded. "I'll haveto leave very soon after.”

Diands head drooped. Mayfridh sat next to her on the bed. "Mum, promise me something."
mWhat?

"Promisemethat... if | can't takeyouwithme..."

Dianalooked away quickly, a petulant expression crossing her face.

"Mum, | might not be ableto take you with me."

"Y ou're the queen.”

"There are other consderations. It's very complex.” She patted Dianas knee. "Mum, if | can't takeyou
with me, will you promiseto get on with your life? Will you go hometo England and find old friends?!

"l have no old friends."
"Then make new ones. Y ou can't organize your life around me."

Dianaslipstwitched with irritation. "If | hadn't organized my life around you, | wouldn't have been there



for you to come hometto after twenty-five years. Y ou're my daughter, May. One day, perhaps, youll
have a child and you'll know what true fear is. To lose my daughter, not to know on any day for
twenty-five years whether you were alive or dead, sick, in pain, miserable, longing to be home..."

Mayfridh let the sllence beet out for along time, and she thought about dl the times she had missed with
her mother and al the times she was yet to miss. Shopping trips and morning teas and mother's days and
first grandchildren. A flicker of imagination teased her: Dianain afew years, learning to trust the world
again, smiling or laughing, holding a plump-armed child. The knowledge that it wasn't to be made her
heart lurch under her ribs. "I'm so sorry, Mum.”

A knock at the door.

"Who would that be?" asked Diana

"Jude," Mayfridh said, risng and heading toward the door. "He's going to help me with Hexebart."
"Jude? Chrigtine's boyfriend?’

Mayfridh tensed at the appdllation. "That's right.” She opened the door and Jude camein.

"Hi," he said, leaning forward to kiss her cheek.

Mayfridh pulled back and glanced at Diana. Had she seen?

"Oh, hdllo, Diana," Jude said, trying to sound smooth and not managing. "1 didn't realize you were sharing
aroom. | thought you might be... next door... or something."

Mayfridh saw the spark of realization in her mother's eyes.
"Becareful,” Dianasaid quietly. "I hope you find your witch."
"l hope so too," Mayfridh muttered, grabbing her coat. "Come on, Jude.”

They turned off Unter-den-Linden and headed down Friedrichstrasse, past gleaming car showrooms and
dusty building sites. The sky was pae and streaked with clouds, and early morning sun reflected off the
crooked-pin shapes of building cranes. Streetcars, trains, taxis moved in the rhythm and tune of city
mornings; other peopl€e's overcoats brushed against her asthey vied for space on the narrow wooden
boardwalk under aconstruction site. Mayfridh was overwhelmed by it, by the addictive cadence of the
Real World, by the proximity of Jude who was the Red World's sar citizen and witness. The vast silent
spaces of Ewigkreis were empty and bare by comparison. A measureless ache suffused her, and she
couldn't identify if it wasin her heart, or her head, or her hands. How could | forget this? It is
everything to me, it makes mewho | am.

"So, we need to talk about the Gerda Situation,” Jude was saying.

For amoment she was bewildered. How was she to discuss something so mundane when such an
epiphany of saf-knowing was upon her? But of course, it was the very mundanity of the Real World that
gaveititsaddictive flavor.

"Okay," she sad. "Have you spoken to her?"

"Yeah, | talked to her last night. | promised I'd tdll Christine about you and me, but only after you've
gone. Only after we're back homein New York."

"And Gerdaagreed not to mention it in the meantime?”"



"Gerdawas pretty dubious, actudly. But she hatestalking so much at the moment that she nodded.”
"And will youtd! Chridine?"

"Oh, yeah. | haveto, | know that. Gerdawill check up on me." Helit acigarette and blew out along
stream of smoke. "I'll tell Christine before we get married, give her achanceto back out.”

"Shewon't back out.”
"l hope not."

They walked in silence afew moments, then Mayfridh had to ask, " So, you've decided not to take up my
offer?"

"Mayfridh, [—"

"Did you giveit ten seconds thought? Like you promised?'

"l did. | gaveit more than ten seconds. | haven't stopped thinking about it."
"And till you decided not to come with me?”

He swept hisarm around him. "I belong here.”

"I know." Mayfridh refused to give up hope; she might convince him yet. At least held admitted to
thinking about it.

"I haveto take care of Chrigtine." He shook hishead. "I'm not looking forward to seeing her facewhen |
tell her about you and me. Guilt isaterrible feding, Mayfridh. It'slike akind of nauseathat never goes

avay.'

"If you comewith me, you'l forget dl your guilt. Youll forget Chrigtine, the accident, the betrayd..."
"Dont, Mayfridh," he said. "I've thought of that. I've thought of everything."

"Ewigkrasisvery beautiful,” shesad. "lt's—"

"No. No. Here, I'm dive. There, I'd be a shadow."

Aswill 1.

Heled her down the street behind Vogelwald-Allee, into the park near Hotel Mandy-Z. Jude had seen
Hexebart run in there to hide, and Mayfridh hoped she might be there again, waiting for Mandy to return.

"That'swhere| last saw her," Jude sad, indicating atal em. " Shejust seemed to disappear.”

"She can climb trees very quickly and hide in them, athough not so easily now thet dl the leavesare
fdling." Mayfridh thought about the birch outside the great hal. When would the last leaf drop? Would
she be pulled back, empty-handed, to Ewigkreis? The thought sickened her with dread. "She dso likes
to hidein bushes and hedges, so welll haveto check them al.”

"What do | doif I find her?| mean, what if sheturns meinto afrog or something?'
"She can't turn you into afrog. If you find her, grab her as hard as you can.”

"But_"



"Whatever she doesto you, | can undo. Once she'sin my presence, | command her magic again. She has
todoasl say."

They began the search. The grass was overgrown and Mayfridh's feet sank into the bed of sodden
leaves.

"And what happensif we don't find her?"
Mayfridh shook her head. "We haveto find her."
"Would it be very bad?"

" She has the roya magic that our world runs on. Without it, well be caught in winter forever. Endless
night, frozen ground, nothing will grow. Our racewill die out.”

Jude stared at her, astonished. "1 had no idea it was S0 serious.”

"Wedlill havetime.”

" She could be anywhere in the world. She could have jumped atrain to Frankfurt by now."
"No, she can't go too far. Were bound by the passage until it closes.”

For an hour they searched the park with no success. Mayfridh taught Jude to look for the little Sgnsthat
Hexebart had been present—bent twigs, dropped threads or spells—but there was no sign of her. A
headache had started throbbing over her right eye. Perhapsit was worth going back to Ewigkreis briefly
to take the remaining spdls from Christine. Hexebart could hide from a searching spell, but magic might
pick up the signsof her movement in the Real World where their eyes couldn't.

Jude touched her elbow gently. "She's not here. I'm sorry.”

"Let's go out to Zehlendorf. She might have returned to my mother's house. We can search the Streets
out there."

"Sure, if youlike"

"And then wélll scour the newspapers for reports of strange events—anything that might be related to
Hexebart. WEll get Fabiyan and Gerdato help. Christine might even be back soon.” Mayfridh felt a
sudden jolt of guilt as sheredized she ill hadn't told Jude about Chrigting'sinjury. Not because she was
deliberately withholding it; she had smply forgotten.

* %%

Chrigtinelet hersdf into Hotel Mandy-Z and hung her coat on the hook. Her back was throbbing and she
needed painkillers and a soft placeto lie, but she couldn't walk past Gerda's door without stopping to
undo Hexebart's enchantment. Poor Gerda had suffered for days, and must have been frantic when
Mayfridh arrived without spellsto help her. Christine had the last four spellsin the pocket of her jeans
and she patted them lightly with her silver hand. She knew she had to give them back, and wondered at
her extreme reluctance to do so. Surdly she should be happy to put al thisfaery magic behind her and try
to lead anormal life. But then, what was normal about her life? The chronic pain, the missing hand, the
fiance who loved somebody e se, the still-unaccessed multimillion-dollar trust fund?

She knocked lightly at Gerda's door, then pushed it open. Gerda sat on the sofa, her knees drawn up, a
bucket positioned between them.



"Hi," Chrigine said. "Don't say aword. | have spdlsto fix you."

Gerdas eyes rounded in surprise and excitement. Christine closed the door behind her and approached,
ditting on the coffee table in front of Gerda. She fished in her pocket for a spell. Gerdareached out to
touch the silver hand, her eyebrows shooting up in shock.

"It'salong story. Let'sfix you firgt," Christine said, balancing aspell on her pam. Shewasn't exactly sure
what to say, and bit her lip as she thought about it. Moments passed and Gerda began to look worried.
Christine took a deep breath, and said, " Speak normally." She couldn't be more specific than that. She
blew on the spdll; it dissolved.

Gerdatentatively opened her mouth and said, "Did it work?!
Chriginelaughed. "I guessit did. No bugsand lizards."

Gerdathrew the bucket aside and clasped Christine against her in ahug. "Oh, thank you. Thank you so
much." She sat back again and indicated the silver hand. "What happened to your hand?’

"It'sgone.”

"Immanud Zweigler took it." Chrigtine told Gerda the whole story, while Gerda shook her head in anger
and dishelief.

"I'm so sorry, Chrigtine." Gerdatook the silver hand in her own and traced her fingertips over the carved
vinesand birds. "Thisis beautiful.”

"It probably tarnish.”

Gerdaamiled. "I'm glad you can joke about it."

"What'sthe option?"

"Revenge”

"Revenge?"

"On Mandy. He can't get away with this. He deserves to be punished.”

Christine leaned forward, puzzled. "What can we do to him in thisworld? Here, there are police and
courtsto worry about.”

"Weve got magic."
"Do we even know where heis? | presume held be in hiding now that we al know what amonster heis.”

"All the othersthink he's disappeared, but | don't.” Gerdalifted afinger to the ceiling. "I think hesup
there

Chrigtine shuddered. "Here in the hotd 7"

"I think he's hiding up there. | read hisdiary. He needs that boning vat, he needsto be near his sculpture.
Whilethey'real frantically searching for thewitch, | think she's up there too. She's magic. She can
probably cast aslent spel.”



"And what did Mayfridh say when you suggested this?'

"I haven't spoken to anyone about it. | hated speaking, and..." She shrugged. "I don't know if | like
Mayfridh anymore.

Chrigtine was unnerved. "Why? What did she do?'
Gerdatapped Christineg's silver hand. "'For one thing, she'stold nobody that this happened to you."
"What? Not even Jude?’

"Do you think she forgot? That's bad enough. Or maybe she didn't want Jude to know for other
reasons.”

Chrigtine narrowed her eyes suspicioudy. "What reasons?”
"Oh, who knows?" Gerdawaved adismissve hand, clearly fearful that sheld said too much.

Chrigtine sat back on the coffee table, heavyhearted. She understood what Gerda meant: Mayfridh knew
that Jude'slovefor Christine relied on ahedthy dose of pity. If Jude's degpest compassion were aroused
for Chrigting, it would dull hisfedingsfor Mayfridh. "I fed like such an idiot sometimes, Gerda."

"Shell be gone soon." Gerdatapped her knee. "But don't trust her."
Chrigtineraised her shouldershelplesdy. "l... What difference doesit make?"

"Forget about her. Let's concentrate on Mandy. Well have amesting, al of us, tonight. Well decide
what to do about him. Well stop him from hurting anyone ever again." Gerda stood up and helped
Chrigtineto her feet. "I'll organizeit. Meet here at seven o'clock. Tell Jude. WEIl go somewhere nearby,
somewhere Hexebart and Mandy won't hear us. In the meantime, go upstairs and rest. Y our back must
be hurting.”

"Itis"

"Do you need ahand?'

"No, | can manage. Thanks, Gerda."

She left Gerdawith her plansto lead amutiny, and took herself upstairs to her own apartment.

"Jude?" she caled asshelet hersaf in. No answer. He was probably out with Mayfridh, looking for
Hexebart. She dropped her keys on the kitchen table and went to the sofa. The curtains were drawn
againg the gray daylight. Christine dumped down among the soft cushions and closed her eyes. Rdlax.
Outside, traffic noise and distant trains, two men with loud voices unloading avan, and anal gunon a
nearby building site. No real quiet. She opened her eyes and gazed at the carved silver hand, choking on
asob.

Unexpectedly, anoise deep inside the apartment.
Chrigtine sat up, ears straining. A floorboard creaked. Footsteps?

"Jude?' Her heart hammered. What if it were Mandy, waiting for her, waiting to take the other hand? She
legpt from the couch, unplugged a heavy lamp, hefted it in her good hand, and tiptoed toward the
bedroom. The door was gar afew inches. "Who'sthere?' she called, forcing anote of bravery into her
voice.



"Itsme." A little voice, old and husky.
Chriginerecoiled. "Who isit? Get out of my gpartment.”
"I have something to tell you."

Hexebart. It was Hexebart. Chrigtine looked at the lamp in her hand. It wasn't proof againgt magic.
"Come out of there. Let me seeyou.”

Four crooked fingers curled around the door and Slowly pulled it open. Hexebart peeked out, awicked
glintin her eye. "Hello, Chrigine.”

"What are you doing here?' Chrigtine knew she should detain Hexebart, but was frightened to move any
closer.

"| cameto say something to you."

"What?What are you talking about?"

"I know something about Jude.”

"Jude?' How did she even know who Jude was?

Hexebart clicked her tongue and pointed at Chrigtine. "I think you know. | think you know—deep under
deep—what'swrong, why it'swrong.”

Christine was bewildered and frightened. Where was Mayfridh? Should she call out for Gerdato come
and hdp?"Y ou haveto go back to Ewigkreis," she said. "Mayfridh needsthe roya magic.”

Hexebart's face crinkled up in anger. "Why should | care what the preening pig needs? | didn't come here
to talk about her, | came hereto talk about Jude.”

"What about Jude?' Wasthisto do with Jude and Mayfridh?
"Hesaliar."

Christine shook her head, baffled. But before she could say aword—
"And akiller."

"Akiller?'

Thewitch revealed her stained and crooked teeth in asmile. "Oh, yes. Yes. Y ou know who hekilled,
you know."

"l don't know what you're talking about."

Hexebart cackled and her long bony finger pointed to Christine's chest. ™Y our mother and father are
dead."

An awful tide of dread begantoriseup insde her. "Yes," she managed to gasp.
"Judekilled them."

Chrigtine felt her lips moving, heard the word "No!" shouted-in the dark hallway, but a searing shock of
redlity—an overwhel ming moment when the knowledge of her own existence grasped her and shook



her—blunted her senses and sent her pitching to her knees. The lamp crashed from her hand, cracking in
two on the floor. When she looked up, Hexebart was gone. And she knew. Hexebart was right: Chritine
had aready known.

Deep under deep.

* %%

Mayfridh saw Christine and the artists already assembled around a table under the bright lightsof a
fast-food restaurant. They had arrived together, and Mayfridh had walked alone from her hotel. Gerdals
phone call had been brief and terse: "Meet usthere at seven-thirty. Don't even think of coming by
Mandy-Z fird."

Mayfridh'sfirst surprise was that Christine was back. Her second—and it should have been no
surprise—was that Jude wouldn't meet her eye. No doubt he wondered why Mayfridh hadn't told him
about Chrigingsinjury.

"Hello, everybody," she said, taking the seet next to Pete. Empty food wrappers were piled in front of
him on aplagtic tray. "Christine, when did you get back?'

"A few hoursago,” she mumbled.

Chrigtine seemed more hunched and skinny than ever before, dmogt asif she had folded in on hersdlf.
Wasit the pain? Theloss of her hand? Or had Jude dready told her their guilty secret? The first glimmer
of gladnessthat shewould forget al this stole over her. "And how arethingsin Ewigkreis?'

"Eisengrimm is recovering wdl, but winter'svery close. Eisengrimm said aweek.”
Sted fingers congtricted around her heart. "How is your hand?!

Chrigtine held up her left wrist. Attached to it was abeautifully carved silver hand. 'l havenoideaas|
don't know whereitis."

A tense silencefollowed as all eyes at the table watched to see what Mayfridh would do. "Of course. I'm
very sorry.”

Pete durped on his shake and dropped the empty container on the table with a satisfied sigh. It broke the
tenson. "Come on, Gerda," he said, "what's your devious plan and why are you revealing it here?'

"We're meeting here because | don't think it's safe to talk back at the hotdl," Gerda said.
"What do you mean?" Fabiyan asked.

"Because | think Mandy and Hexebart are there.”

"We haven't heard them or seen them,” Jude said.

"I've seen Hexebart," Chrigtine said, and every pair of eyesturned on her, shocked.

"What?' Mayfridh gasped. "Y ou've seen her? Since you've been back? Why didn't you tell me? Did you
try to caich her?'

"Shewasin my gpartment but sheran when | camein. | didn't try to catch her because | figured I'd lost
enough body parts already.”



"Did she say anything?' Jude asked.
"Likel said, sheranwhen | arrived.”
"It doesn't matter that we haven't heard them," Gerda added.

"Yes, yes," Mayfridh agreed. " She could have enchanted the apartment. It's easy to do. | should have
thought of that."

"We don't know for sure they're up there," Pete said.

"No, not for sure," Gerda conceded, "but if they are, we can't risk them hearing our plans.”

"What plans?' Jude shook the ice at the bottom of hisdrink in a nervous gesture.

"The planswe're going to make tonight,” Gerdasaid, "to stop Mandy from hurting anyone ever again.”

"Revenge on Mandy isn't asimportant as capturing Hexebart," Mayfridh said. "My world is a stake, the
surviva of my people.”

Gerda shrugged. "My guessisthat Hexebart is hiding with Mandy, right? She thinks you won't come near
her aslong as he'sthere to protect her. But, if he's out of the picture, she has nowhere elseto hide. You
can do what you want with her."

"What you mean 'out of the picture,’ Gerda?' Fabiyan said, anervouslaugh on hislips. "It soundslike
you intend to murder him."

"Murder him? No. I'm not suggesting anything illegd. I'm suggesting something.... unnaturd.”
"Like?'

"Mayfridh here can put aspell on him. Think about it. We can turn him into afrog. He can't kill any more
faeries, then. He can't cut Christine's other hand off, then.”

Mayfridh spread her handsin protest. "I can't turn him into afrog.”
"What? Why not?'

"I don't have that kind of magic. Even Hexebart couldn't do it. Only a dedicated sorceress, someone
who'd spent her wholelifeon... It's preposterous to suggest it."

"Don't you have a sorceress back home who can come and do it for us?"

"No. Nobody like thet livesin Ewigkreis. We're peaceful people. We use magic for little thingsto bring
harmony and balance the seasons, to ater moods and make small enchantments. Hexebart did about the
worst she could do to you, Gerda. Besides, | don't have any magic." Sheturned to Chrigtine. "Unlessyou
brought spellsfrom Ewigkreis?'

Christine reached into her purse and pulled out three spells, which she lined up on the table between the
empty wrappers and cups.

"Three?' Mayfridh sad. "Y ou only have three?'
"That'sright."”
"What happened to the others?'



"l used them."
"Y ou used them? For what?"

Three spellsweren't enough to do anything. She wanted at least two to help her find Hexebart—in case
Gerdawas wrong and the witch was hiding el sawhere. The other she would prefer to keep spare. What
if shemet with Mandy and needed a protection spell?

"l used them. | had to fix Gerda—you couldn't help her. I had to anchor mysdlf in Ewigkreiswhilel
recovered.”

"What 2?1 thought you found eleven in the dungeons.™
Christine scooped the spells back into her purse. "Well discussthislater,” she said, her lipstightly drawn.
"It'snot important,” Gerda said. "We have three. We should be able to do something with them.”

Mayfridh was about to say that the spellswere hers, that she should decide how they were used, that she
was the queen. But she sensed that the sympathy at the table was firmly reserved for Chrigtine, poor
handless harmless hel pless Chrigtine. Annoyance niggled in Mayfridh's chest. How could the girl bear to
be so pitiable?"Very well,” she said quietly. "What do you suggest we do with mem?”

"Isit possible to get into his apartment with aspell? Pick hislocks?' Gerda asked.
"Wes"

"Then well useonefor that."

"And what will we do to him once werein his apartment?' Pete asked.

"Well, I'm open to suggestions,” Gerda said. "L ook, were al agreed, aren't we, that he should be
punished for what he did to Chrigtine?"

Everyone nodded.

"And that, if possible, he should be stopped from killing more faeries.”
"Of course" Chrigtine said. "But how, without bresking alaw which will land one or dl of usin prison?”’
"We could push him down the sairs,” Gerdasaid.

"Murder," Christine countered.

"We could st fireto his gpartment.”

"Arson,” they dl chorused.

"We could use aspdll to make him anice person.”

"Not even possible" Mayfridh said. "Think again.”

"We could destroy that stupid sculpture.”

"Then hed want to kill more fagries" Pete said. "He'd be even angrier.”

"Help me out here," Gerda said, hands spread on the table. "What can we do to him?”



They dl fel silent as one minute, two minutes, ticked by. Then Fabiyan opened his mouth and tentatively
sad, "Electrocution, by accident.”

Gerda narrowed her eyes. "What do you mean?”

Fabiyan shrugged. "I do not understand very much of hiswriting, but | read about hisvat. He hastwo
lights above door. Oneiswarning light for overflowing from high temperature. He cannot tell these lights
by color, only by position. If | rewirethem, heisin danger of accidental € ectrocution.”

Pete snapped hisfingers. "Yes, | remember reading that."
"There's no guarantee the vat will overheat and dectrocute him, isthere?' Gerda asked.

"l can maybe adjust thermodtat,” Fabiyan offered. "The next time he starts vat, it will overhest and
overflow. Hell seethelight, think it isready, go upstairsto useit and..." Here he made a zapping sound,
likethe spit of eectricity. Very convincing. Mayfridh wondered if al ectricians could make convincing
€lectrocution noises.

Gerdanodded dowly. "Yes, yes. That would work."
"How can we get into the room to do that? Deadlocks, remember?* Chrigtine said.
"The spdls" Gerdasaid.

Mayfridh dug her fingernailsinto her pdmsin frugtration. Were they redly going to use the only magic she
had |eft to open doors? Mayfridh hated Mandy as much asthe rest of them, but once her world moved
on, hewould never crossto Ewigkreisagain.

"But there are three locks on the door," Chrigtine said.

"And well only have two spdllsleft.” Gerdadumped forward on the table. "We're one short.”
Mayfridh saw an opportunity. "If you help me catch Hexebart, well have dl the magic we need.”
Gerda shot her asuspicious glance. "Are you sure? It sounds like you don't have any control over her."

"It'smy magic," Mayfridh said, aware she sounded petulant but unable to check hersdlf. "When she'sin
my presence she hasto spin me the spells| want.”

"You hope" Chrigine said gruffly.

"Look," Jude said, leaning his elbows on the table, "there'salot to think about here. | don't know if |
want to be responsible—even partly—for Mandy's death.”

"Look what he did to your fiancee," Gerda protested, reaching for Christines slver hand. Christine pulled
away and did her hand under the table. "And he's amass murderer.”

"Of faeries, not people.”

"I'm afaery,” Mayfridh said quietly, but nobody seemed to hear her.

"| think we should al degp onit," Jude continued.

"l don't careif hedies" Christine said, not raising her eyes. "Heésamongter.”

"Comeon. Let'sgo home" Chrigine said. "Mayfridh, are you staying with us or with Gerda?"



"l..." Mayfridh glanced a Gerda, who shook her head in warning. "I'll stay with my mother.”
"WEélIl seeyou inthe morning,” Gerdasaid.

Mayfridh gathered her hotel keys and stood. "I'll come by early.” She glanced around. Christine wouldn't
meet her eye, Jude wouldn't meet her eye, Gerda gave her achdlenging stare. "Fine, I'll see you then.”
She left the restaurant and headed out into the cold, dark street done.

Hexebart listens the house.

Sheis so very hungry and wicked Immanuel won't go out for food in case the people hear him or
see him. Then, aha! At last, she hears them getting ready to leave. There isto be a meeting to
decide "what to do about Mandy." Hexebart wonders who Mandy is, then realizes they mean
Immanuel. Hee hee, a plot! A plot against Immanuel. What fun. Hexebart wishes she could be at
the meeting and listen, but now they're all gone Immanuel might chance a trip to a supermarket
for more food.

Tiptoes, tiptoes. She goes to |mmanuel's bedroom.

"Immanuel,” she says. "Immanuel, are you awake?"

"Yes." Immanuel sounds gruff and tired.

"They've all gone out, Immanuel."

He sitsup in bed. Hexebart thinks he is an ugly man. "Where have they gone?"

Hexebart nearly says, "To a meeting,” but that won't do, no, that won't do at all. Because then he
"Il guess they're with Mayfridh, and then he'll want to go and find Mayfridh, and then there won't
be any more food.

"I don't know," she says.
"Why don't you know? Didn't you tell me you could hear all their conversations?"

"But if they don't say where they're going, | can't know," Hexebart protests, and thisis her sad old
lady voice. She uses the sad old lady voice sometimes when she's angry, so Immanuel doesn't

know just how angry sheis. She thinks about a nasty spell she'd like to use right now on
Immanuel. But she needs him to protect her from the little queen.

Immanuel throws back the covers and gets out of bed, switching on alamp. "l expect | should go
out for some food while | can," he said.

Hexebart claps her hands. "Oh, yes, oh, yes, oh. Get some of those sausages that comein atin.”
How Hexebart loves those salty tasty little morsels.

"I don't see why | should get you anything, " Immanuel saysin a surly tone. "You've not been very
helpful so far. When are you going to find out which hotel Mayfridh is staying in?"

"As soon asthey say it," Hexebart replies. "As soon as they say it, I'll know. | listen the house all
day and all night, and all | want is a few little sausagesin a tin."

Immanuel shakes his head. "All right, all right. Sausagesin a tin." He pulls on his coat and



Hexebart follows himto the front door. "I'll be back soon,” he says. "Don't get up to any mischief.

Hexebart gives him her charming-est smile. "Oh, no. Hexebart will be very good. Hexebart is very
grateful, Immanuel."

Hisfaceis half-smile, half-grimace. The door closes behind him.

Hexebart spinsaround in a circle. Hee, hee! She races upstairs and finds the door with all the
locks on it. Isn't it funny how Immanuel thinks he's more clever and wise than

Hexebart? But Hexebart can find out all his secrets, easy asthis, easy as that. Hexebart's index
finger grows long and skinny, and she pokesit in the first lock. Pop! Magic goesin, the lock opens
up. Pop! Pop! And now the door swings open and Hexebart laughs. She triesto think of words to
rhyme with "Immanuel” and "secrets' to make a song, but she's too busy creeping up the dark,
narrow stairs and pushing open the door to a big bright room.

Ouch! Thelight istoo bright. Hexebart blinks.

What's this, what's this? A big bowl of poison. Hexebart has never seen a bowl so big, and she
knows instinctively not to touch it. Something feels all wrong in this room. Something feels bad, so
very bad, and Hexebart doesn't like it, no. Shivers and shakes and quivers and quakes. Her fingers
clutch up against each other, cold and colder. What's wrong, what's wrong?

Hexebart turnsin a dow circle. Thereisa sculpture. It isa woman with no arms and no head. And
that's where the bad feeling is coming from.

All Hexebart's breath is pulled out of her on a hook. The woman is made of faery bones! Hundreds
and hundreds of faery bones!

Hexebart approaches, touches the scul pture. Oh, how horrid! Oh, how awful! Oh, how dreadful!
Sheruns a trembling finger down the scul pture, and feels years of pain and suffering and fear.
Immanuel made this? Is he an ogre?

And then... a shock to her fingertip as she nears the bottom of the sculpture. There's magic in
here. Somehow Immanuel has saved some faery magic and it's mostly around here near the
knees...

Hexebart shrieks and jumps backward.
Oh no oh no oh no, oh no no oh oh!
Liesebet!

Hexebart sinks to her knees and cries out. "Liesebet! Oh, Liesebet!" And Jasper too. They are
both here. They are both in this foul sculpture of a woman. Jasper's magic permeates the bones,
cold and reluctantly expanding, like the pain in an old man'sfingers.

"Oh, oh," Hexebart weeps. "Oh, and oh."

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE



"Are you coming to bed?"

Christine turned to see Judein his pgjamas, waiting by the bedroom door.
"Um... soon."

"Why areyou sitting herein the dark?' He moved to turn the light on.

"No, no. Leaveit off." Chrigtine pulled her knees up under her chin, her feet on the sofa. "I'm just
thinking."

"Don' think too hard." He touched her hair. Sheforced hersdlf not to flinch. "What are you thinking
about anyway?"

"A millionthings" shesighed.

"You'll get used to it, Chrigtineg," he said softly, and his tendernessjolted her. "When we get back to New
Y ork, we can see dl the right medical people, get you a proper prosthetic hand—"

"Dont, Jude. | can't bear to betreated like I'm amedical oddity, like some poor pitiful invaid." Although
he had aways treated her that way.

"But, Chrigine, |—"

"Jude, please, go to bed. Please just |leave me alone here in the dark for awhile. | don't want to talk
about it."

He backed away, his pamsraised. "Okay. Okay, babe. But if you need me, you know where | am."

She heard the bedroom door shut, and leaned her head back on the sofa, eyes closed. God, she was so
twisted up insde. She hated him, she loved him. The depth of her fury was beyond measure, and it was
not because he had caused the accident that killed her parents and left her congtantly in pain. Long ago
she had alowed her anger for that juvenile driver to become an abstract, impersonal murmur of if-only, of
accidents-happen, of wishing-what-might-have-been. It wasfading, it would die. Certainly, shewould
never have knowingly formed arelationship with that person, but time and fate and acceptance would
haveled her to forgive him.

What Jude had done was unforgivable. At the very best, he had hidden from her atruth that was
sgnificant in every moment of their shared life. At the very worgt.... Chrigtine could hardly bear to mink
of it. Could it be that Jude had sought her out and stayed with her because he felt sorry for her ? How
could shereclaim any dignity from such a situation? For dl these years she had battled with asuspicion
that he didn't redly love her. Sweet Jesus, what if she wereright?

Chritine opened her eyes and dropped her feet off the couch, leaning forward with her forehead resting
on her knees. She suppressed agroan. Of course she was right. Of course the relationship was based on
adeception. She could dmost admire him for how far he was prepared to go: he was about to marry her.
Hewas willing to sacrifice his heart for the rest of hislife out of the guilt that he felt; but she didn't make
the mistake of thinking it was for her sake. No, it wasfor his. So he could be the noble, compassionate
Jude who aways did the right thing, rather than the hopel ess, careless boy who had killed two peoplein
amoment'sinattention.

Did shelove him or hate him?

Sheloved somebody; she could il fed it in her heart. A deep sweet ache that poets could turn into



words, but which remained inexpressible to her. But the somebody she loved didn't exist, and she was
like ateenager who died of yearning for an imaginary boy.

"I can't marry him," she whispered into the gloom. Such an emptinessfilled her as sheimagined returning
hometo New Y ork without Jude, with adull, dark space where he should be. Sobs started deep inside
her, but she kept them quiet. She didn't want to talk to Jude about it, not yet. Not ever. If only she could
amply wak away from dl of thisand forget, as Mayfridh would. Shelonged for Ewigkreis. No painin
her back, no painin her heart. Just endless rura peace and ignorant bliss.

The bedroom door opened softly. "Christing," he said, "are you crying?"
"No," shereplied, risng from the sofa. "'I'm just coming to bed now."

He held hisarms out, but she Sdestepped him. "Dont, Jude," she said. "I'm not fedling particularly
affectionate a the moment.”

"Okay. Cometo bed and get somerest. I'm concerned about you.”

"l know you are," she said. He was aways concerned about her. It was all he could ever offer.

** %

"Hexebart listened the house last night.”

Mandy looked up from his desk, where he was sketching arms. It was important that his Wife's arms had
exactly the right balance of grace (for aesthetics) and musculature (for physica labor). He wasirritated
by the hag bothering him just as his pencil wastracing the most perfect of curved lines. "What?'

"I listened and listened, when they al got home. Guesswhat | heard, guesswhat | heard?"
"What?" he demanded again, hisvoice becoming nasty.

Hexebart flinched and backed away. "Hexebart isonly trying to help you, Immanue," shesaid. 'l havea
plan to help you catch the queen.”

Mandy placed his pencil carefully on the desk. He could never be certain if Hexebart were serious or
merdly amusing hersdf. "What isyour plan?'

"Well, you see, Hexebart has something the queen wants very much.”

"What isit?'

"Never you mind. It'saprivate thing.”

Mandy rolled hiseyes. "If thisis more of your time-wasting—"

"No, no. You haveto trust me."

"What isyour plan?' hesaid again.

"I'll tell her to meet me here and that if she meetsme here, I'll give her the thing she wants."

Mandy nodded dowly, taking a deep breath. A typically vague explanation. "'l see. How are you going to
tell her to meet you when we don't know where sheis?'

"Oh, | know where sheis," Hexebart replied airily.



Mandy's attention snapped into focus. He shot out of hischair. "What?"
"l sad | listened the house last night. | heard them talking about a particular hotel that—"

"Which hote? Whereis she?' Why hadn't the old hag told him last night? He stalked over and reached
out to shake her.

Hexebart dipped out of his grasp like mercury, and shoved ahard finger deep into the flesh of his chest.
"Now you ligen to me, Immanud,” she hissed.

Mandy took a step back, surprised and, if he admitted it to himsdlf, alittle frightened. He had never seen
her as anything but a pathetic, occasonaly mischievous hag. He had to remember she was afaery, and
faeries had magicd abilities and unpredictable natures. "I'm sorry, [—"

"Do you want to kill thelittle queen?’

"Yes, you know | do."

"And do you want to do it in your lovely secret room up the Sairs?

"Yes" hesad.

"And hasn't Hexebart been helpful so far? Making the sllent spell. Listening the house.”
"Yes"

"Then stick with Hexebart's plan and don't be grabbing me and threatening me or | won't tell you athing.
| swear | won't."

Mandy bit histongue. He could reish killing her and boning her later. "1'm sorry, Hexebart. What isyour
plan?'

"| dready told you. I'll bring her heretonight, I'll say I'm alone, welll trick her upgtairsinto your room, and
then shell get what she deserves. Sulky little sow. Nagty little changeling.”

"All right, dl right then," Mandy conceded. He would trust Hexebart to lure Mayfridh into the apartment.
If she couldn't, he would torture her tomorrow for Mayfridh's whereabouts.

Hexebart was giggling. "Hee, hee" she said, "'l know, | know."
"What do you know?" he asked.

She gave him acoquettish smile. "1 know what Immanuel has up in the secret room.” She pointed at the
celling. "Hexebart knows, Hexebart kno-ows."

"How do you know?'

"Hexebart has specid fingers." She held her left hand out and, right in front of his eyes, theindex finger
extended and grew thin, the bone within creaking. "Hexebart can get into any room.”

"Y ou've been snooping in my boning room?* She must have seen the Bone Wife. Did sheredizeit was
made of faery bones?

"You haveamagic doll,” shesad. "l saw it."

"It'snot adall, it'sawork of art,” he replied.



"Y ou want more magic for the doll. That'swhy you want Mayfridh."
He gazed a her warily. "And what if | do?"

"Y ou bail off everything, just keep the bones.”

"That'sright."

"Therés more magic. Therésmagic in her eyesand magicin her hair and magic in her skin." Hexebart
pinched afingerful of her own crepey skin to demondrate.

"l only want her bones."
"You'll waste the magic. | know away to extract it al.”
"How?'

"Hexebart can show you. Hexebart can make you alittle spell to help.” She pushed her hands together
and her fingers tapped each other gently. As Mandy watched, a golden glow began to grow between
them. "Ah, ah, spin and spin," Hexebart said. Moments|later she presented him with aglowing ball, about
the sze of an eyebdl. "For you, Immanud.”

"What isit? What do | do with it?"

"Make Mayfridh touch the dall, then blow this spell on her and say, 'Extract. All themagic will flow into
the doll. Then you can kill the queen and not waste adrop of roya magic. Lovely, lovely roya magic.”
Hexebart leaned close. "She'sfull of it, you know," she whispered, her breath warm and garlic-scented in
hisface.

Mandy gazed at the ball on his palm. Thiswasworth al the food Hexebart had eaten, dl the messshe
had made. He was fedling so fond and generous in that moment, he considered letting her go once
Mayfridh was dead. His smile turned to afrown. If she knew what the scul pture was made of, why
wasn't sheworried that she might be hisnext victim?

"Why are you helping me?" he asked.

"Because you're hiding me until Mayfridh is dead. Once she'sdead, | don't haveto hideand | don't have
to stay here. Hexebart isrunning away to Paris.”

Mandy weighed her words. He had aspell to extract dl of Mayfridh's magic, and he had Mayfridh's
bones within his grasp. The Bone Wife would be finished, and she would be perfectly enchanted. She
would be able to make him breskfast in bed, wash his sheets, clean histoilet. Oh, it would be bliss, a
lifetime's achievement, a boyhood dream made manifest. "Very well, Hexebart. Y ou may run away to
Paris" hesaid. "Aslong as| finish my sculpture, | don't care what you do."

"Oh, you wait until you see your dolly dance once she hasroyad magicin her," Hexebart said, lifting her
skirtsand kicking her legsin ajig. "La, dada La, dada."

"Whét time?'

"Midnight,” Hexebart said in aportentous voice, raising a crooked finger. " The hour for witches." With a
sweep of her arm, she cleared the drawings off his desk.

"Hey!" he protested.



" Shush now, Immanue,” she said, reaching for his hands. "We are too busy for drawings. We have
scheming to do.”

* k%

Mayfridh was returning from the breskfast room of her hotel when she heard the phone ringing. She
placed her room key on the table and scooped up the receiver. Thiswould be Jude, she knew it. He
would be phoning to tell her held made his decision, he was coming to Ewigkreiswith her. "Hello?" she
sad.

"Hdlo?Helo?' A femdevoice, familiar but too strange in this context to pinpoint exactly.
"Whoisthis?' She could hear Dianain the bathroom, water running, asoft humming.
"lt'sme."

Mayfridh puzzled a moment longer, then the voice made sense. "Hexebart?' she gasped. Of course,
Hexebart. The old witch was too clever to appear in person. "Where are you?'

"Never you mind, never you mind that." Her voice was distant, quiet, as though she hadn't quite got the
hang of how to use the phone. "Y ou must do as | say, Queen Mayfridh. | know things, | know awful

things"
Hexebart had never called her Queen Mayfridh. "What are you talking about?"
"I know awful thingsand | waswrong. | want to give your magic back.”

"Hexebart, you'll have to explain better than that.”

"He'scoming,” she whispered urgently. "1 haveto go. Meet me at Immanud's house a midnight. I'll leave
the door open and I'll make sure heisn't home. Bring the othersif you like."

"If you're going to give my magic back, why not now?Why not come herein person?’

"Trust me, stubborn girl." Then the phone clicked.

"Hello? Hexebart? Damn!" She dammed the phone down as her mother emerged from the bathroom.
"Iseverything dl right, May?'

"I don't know. | doubt it." Shewas aready grabbing her coat and scarf. "I have to find Jude and the
others and see what they think."

Dianagently took her elbow as she headed for the door. " Jude and the others? Don't you mean Christine
and the others?"

Mayfridh shook her off with an involuntary scowl. "They'redl my friends now."

"May, | hope you're being careful. With your own heart, and with the hearts of others." Diands eyes
were soft and sincere; Mayfridh felt hersaf start to crumpleinside.

"Mum, I'm..." Then asob caught in her throat. "I'm in aterrible mess, Mum."
Dianafolded her into her arms and rubbed her back. "Oh, May. Areyou in love with him?”
Mayfridh nodded. "And he'sin love with me, but we can't be together.”



"Because he beongsto Christine?"

"No, because he belongsto the Real World." Mayfridh brought her tears under control and stood back.
"I can't dedl with thisnow, | can't think about it. Hexebart caled. She wants me to meet her tonight, she
says shell give back my meagic.”

Diandsface paed at the mention of the witch. "Tell meyou aren't going near her. Tell meyou don't trust
her."

"Of course| don't trust her, but it may be my only opportunity to catch her. If the otherswill help.”
Mayfridh pulled on her coat. " She called me Queen Mayfridh, Mum. It'sthefirst time she's ever done
that. She said she'd found out something awful. Maybe she knows about Mandy and his bone-hunting.
Maybe it's made her change her mind about me." Mayfridh dmost laughed, imagining Eisengrimm's
skepticism. "Whatever she has planned for me, though, she hasto be at Mandy's at midnight to do it.
She'sduded me until now, and timeis running out.”

Diana gave her aquick squeeze. "Be careful, May. | don't want to lose you a second time."

Mayfridh forced a smile. They both knew that a second losswasinevitable. "I'll be careful.”" She kissed
her mother on the cheek and headed for Hotel Mandy-Z.

She found Jude donein his studio. He was sitting on the blue sofa surrounded by sedled and labeled
boxes. The room seemed bare and empty, cleared of the usual mess. He gazed at a haf-finished canvas,
acigarette dangling between hislips.

"Hi," shesad.

"Don't close the door," hereplied, obvioudy mindful of their last encounter here, when Gerda had found
them. "'I'm expecting Chrigine."

"Wheat are you looking for?'

"I never liked thisone, so I'm leaving it. I'm just trying to memorize the parts of it that | can use
somewheredse.”

She didn't have time to gppreciate his painting. "Hexebart has been in touch.”

"Yesh?'

Mayfridh explained while Jude responded with a dubious drawing-down of his eyebrows.
"It may be my best chance of capturing Hexebart," shefinished. "'l havetodoit.”

"l understand. | think the others will understand too, and well come with you, but not Chrigtine. Christine
has suffered enough. If we al get turned into frogs—"

"| keep telling you she can't turn usinto frogs, and I'll have those last few spellswith mein case shetries
any mischief."

"Neverthdess, | don't want Christine there. She's not hersalf, Mayfridh. She's withdrawn; she won't talk
tome. | can't imagine what she's going through." He held up hisleft hand, the cigarette firmly between his
two forefingers. ™Y ou know she lost her engagement ring dong with it.”

Mayfridn's skin prickled with irritation. He spoke as though he wereredlly in love with Christine. "Jude,
don't pretend there's nothing between us."



"There's nothing between us, Mayfridh," he said, and drew deeply on his cigarette.

"I'll never believethat. Y ou can gtill change your mind and come with me. If | can catch Hexebart tonight,
I'll be leaving tomorrow. Y ou could come with me. Y ou could forget dl your guilt, dl the awful thingsthat
weigh on your heart. Well have love and laughter and afuture. Y oull be the king of amagnificent land,
you'l live for hundreds of years, young and beautiful.”

Jude shook hishead. "That's not my future, Mayfridh," he said.
"Why not?" She wanted to stamp her feet and shout. How could he be so stubborn?

"Y ou know why not," he replied gently. "Just as you know why you'd never trade faeryland for the Red
World." Helifted himsdf from the sofaand crushed his cigarette out on the floor. "Come on, we should
find Chrigtine and the others."

Mayfridh was frozen to the spot, her mind suddenly aflame with possibilities. Did she know that she
would never trade Ewigkreisfor the Real World? Did she know for sure?

* %%

Midnight. He only had to wait until midnight.

Mandy paced the boning room. Around once, twice, three times. The hag had arranged for Mayfridh to
cometo him; had given him magic to lure her up here. Dreams were coming true.

He stopped in front of his Bone Wife. So many years had passed since he first conceived of her.
Childhood had curved into adolescence, adolescence had whedled into adulthood with al its attendant
mundanities: financid commitments, business agreements, persond respongbilities. Y et he had dways
clung to this dream, and resolved to cal it destiny rather than fancy. The long gestation was nearly over.
Hewaslike apregnant cat, pacing and settling, pacing and settling. A lifeswork would culminatein the
next few hours. He only had to wait until midnight.

He reached up to switch the boiler on. It clunked and swallowed, then dowly the sweet hiss of the
elementswarming up began to fill the room. The engine was awhite-noise backdrop to hismusings. He
closed hiseyes and felt awarm wash of contentment, of tightness. Her head from her neck, her flesh
from her bones, her essence surrendered to the most sacred of his boyish dreams. He could imagine the
colorshewould never see, deep crimsons and wet purples; he could imagine the fed of her under his
wicked thumbs, the pressure of longing, and a swest, violent end for the queen of the fagries.

* %%

Mayfridh stood at the window of Christine and Jude's gpartment, gazing at the world outside. It was eight
minutes before midnight, and teeming rain swept the dark street. Beyond VVogewald-Allee, cars did past
on Friedrichgtrasse, muted to silence by the double glazing. Lights from shops, the glitter of streetlights,
and the rhythmic change of traffic sgnalsfrom green to red reflected on the dick road surface. Mayfridh
felt a once apart of it, and excluded from it: attached by adeep lovefor the city and its ceasaless
cadence, estranged by the fact of her being made of different stuff. The Red World wasn't her world.
She hadn't aged since she reached adulthood and wouldn't for hundreds of yearsto come; shewould live
for four hundred years; she had the ahility to perform magic and distribute goodwill and blessingsto her
entireland. She was different, she was other.

Behind her, the door to the apartment opened softly and she heard voices, urgent with whispers.
Christine approached over her right shoulder and tapped her gently. "Mayfridh, Pete and Fabiyan are



here. It'snearly time."

Mayfridh dowly turned from the window. "Thanks, Chrigtine." She touched Chrigting's shoulder,
smoothed hair away from her pokey face. "Thanksfor everything."

Chrigtine involuntarily gave her asmile, wary though it was. Suddenly, Mayfridh wished for nothing so
much asto have never come to the Real World, to have never met Jude or Mandy or reunited with
Christine or Diana. She regretted too deeply the chaos of the heart that had followed her.

"Gather close, everyone," Mayfridh said, keeping her voice low. Christine, Jude, Gerda, Pete, and
Fabiyan surrounded her. "Chrigtine, the spels?’

Chrigtine handed over the remaining three spells. Mayfridh could sense her reluctance. She pushed two
into the pocket of her overals and weighed the third on her palm. "'I'm going to work a protection spell
over dl of us. It won't protect usfrom everything, o you still have to be vigilant and sensible, but if
Hexebart tries any mischief it should minimize the effect and duration. Everyone hold ill." Mayfridh
worked the magic, dl the time watching them watch her—especidly Jude—and fedling vainly pleased
with their awe.

"Okay," sad Gerda, when Mayfridh had finished. "Can we go over the plan again?'
"First we check that Hexebart wastdlling the truth, and that Mandy isn't home,” Mayfridh said.

"Andif heisnt," Pete responded, "Fabiyan and | will go down to the laundry to the fuse box and switch
off the eectricity so we can rewire the warning lights.”

"But if he'sthere," Gerdasaid, "we dl closeranks around Mayfridh so he can't get her.”

"It'sredly important for meto catch Hexebart," Mayfridh said. "The surviva of my wholeworld is
dependent oniit. | know that | can't expect you to understand fully—"

"Sweetie, we wouldn't be helping if it were anything less dire," Gerdasaid drily. "l have no desireto be
near that witch again.”

"We understand,”" Jude said. "WEell do our best."

"If we see her, we have to keep her hands gpart. She can't do any magic with her hands apart,” Mayfridh
warned.

"I'll grab one hand, Gerda can grab the other," Jude said.

"Good," Mayfridh replied. " So, Pete and Fabiyan will take care of the eectricity, and Jude and Gerda
will help me with Hexebart."

"Um..." Thiswas Chrigtine, leaning on the back of the sofa. "What am | supposed to be doing?*
Jude turned and tapped hisindex finger gently on her shoulder. "Y ou're not coming.”

"What? Why not?"

"Because you've dready sacrificed enough of yoursdf to hdp me" Mayfridh said.

"Because | won't let you come,” Jude added.

Christine looked from Jude to Mayfridh. "Oh, and you two have aready discussed this and decided upon



it, have you?"
"Shh," Gerdasaid, "don't raise your voice."

Chrigtine glanced around, dropping her voice to a harsh whisper. “I'm not an invalid, I'm not an idiot.
Stop treating me like one. I'm coming with you."

"No," Jude said forcefully. "No, you're not.”

"Yes | am."

Pete intervened, waving hisskinny arms. "Guys, guys. Thisisnt agood time for arguing.”
"What if Mandy's up there? What if he decides to take your other hand?* Jude said.
"It'smy decison. It'snot yours."

"I'm only trying to protect you."

Chrigtine fdl slent amoment, shaking her head a him. Then she said dowly, "I never asked you to
protect me."

"If shewantsto come, let her come,” Gerdasaid irritably. "If Mandy'sthere, I'll push her down the Sairs
and out the door mysdlf." She checked her watch. "Come on, it'stimeto go.”

They |eft the gpartment and, as quietly asthey could, filed up the stairsto Mandy's gpartment. Jude led
the way with Mayfridh close behind him. She glanced over her shoulder. Christing's arm was interlocked
with Gerda's, behind Pete and Fabiyan. Mandy's door now stood in front of them.

"She said sheld leave it open,” Mayfridh told them.

Jude pushed the door. It swung inward. "Reliable so far," he said, then beckoned the othersto follow him
ingde

Thetelevison was on with the sound down, and al the lights were blazing. Half-eaten food on dirty
plates cluttered the tables and floor.

"Hexebart?' Mayfridh caled timidly.

Pete and Fabiyan broke away from the others and began checking the rooms.
"Nobody down here," Fabiyan said. "We should check upstairs.”

They advanced up to Mandy's studio. Again, it was empty.

"Okay, Mandy's not here," Pete said. "Fabiyan and | are on our way to the fuse box. Who's got the
flashlights?'

Gerdaand Jude held up aflashlight each.
"WEell be back in afew minutes," Pete said, and he and Fabiyan disappeared.
"Mandy's not here," Mayfridh mused, "and neither is Hexebart."

Chrigtine indicated the locked black door that led to Mandy's boning room. " She could be up there."



"Threelocks, two spdlls" Mayfridh replied.

At precisely that moment, the door clicked and swung inward on anarrow, empty stairwell. Mayfridh
jumped back with aninvoluntary shriek.

"Queen Mayfridn?' Hexebart's voice, from up the gairs.
"Hexebart?'
"Come upgtairs. | have something for you, but you have to come adone."

Mayfridh peered up the stairwel| to the bright yellow line of light. A low rumble came from nearby.
Hexebart hadn't yet shown her face.

Jude was shaking his head. "Don't go up there. Mandy's probably up there with her. It'satrap.”
"| haveto catch her."
"Then well come up with you." He moved to stand next to her. "Come on."

The stairwell was too narrow for Gerdato flank her on the other side, but she followed. Christine made
to join them, but Gerda turned and said, "We need you down here to tell Pete and Fabiyan what's going
on."

"Okay," Christine replied, and took up position by the door.
"Don't |et that door close behind us.”
"l won't."

Mayfridh's heart hammered as she took the narrow stairs one at atime. The reassuring warmth of Jude's
shoulder pressed against hers was not enough to ease her trepidation. What if, what if, what if? She
wanted to turn and run, but Hexebart was up there and she needed Hexebart. Everyonein Ewigkreis
needed Hexebart.

Two steps from the top of the staircase and a black shape loomed out. Mandy.

Mayfridh screamed, Jude tried to movein front of her, but Mandy grabbed his collar and pushed him
adde, sending him pitching down the stairs. In an uncannily swift movement he had Mayfridh by the hair,
dragging her up toward him. Shefdt Gerdas hand around her ankles, but then Mandy turned and with a
grunt, kicked Gerdain the ssomach. He pulled Mayfridh in with him and threw her on thefloor. She
struggled to her feet, but he kicked her again. Gerdawas il trying to enter the room, but Mandy pulled
himsdlf up tal and Mayfridh redized with horror that he had aspdll Stting on hispam.

"Over and out!" he shouted, and it was Hexebart's voice that emerged from his ed-likelips. Gerda
pitched down the stairs after Jude.

Mayfridh heard the door dam. Shelooked around frantically for Hexebart, but soon redlized she was
aonein the boning room with Mandy. The roar of the engine that drove the vat drowned out her frantic
heartbegt.

"Did you like my use of faery magic?' Mandy said, now spesking in hisown voice. "That hag you had in
the dungeons has been very supportive of my plans. Though | hope | won't have to cut my own hands
off." He sniffed hishand and wrinkled hisnosein distaste.



Mayfridh felt her whole body crumble from theinside. So Hexebart had been tricking her. Of course. But
she hadn't thought the witch would sink aslow as hel ping Mandy murder her. Shetried to Sit up, but
Mandy kicked her hard in the side. Her breath flew out of her.

"Don' try to escape. I'm not going to let you escape.”

With shaking fingers, she attempted to reach the pocket that held the spells, but he saw her moveand in
an ingtant was on the floor, knegling on her ribs and pinning her hands up above her head. "I'm not a
fool," he spat. "I can't stand to think for amoment that you believed you might get away. I'm inexorable
and unstoppable. Tonight, | will finish my sculpture.” He reached for aropethat lay coiled near the feet of
his awful sculpture, tied her hands together, and then tied them to the gleaming ankles of his Bone Wife
so that her fingers curved onto the smooth white surface.

Under the yelow-bright light, with the rumble of the motor and the hiss and spit of the vat nearby,
Mayfridh's perception shifted into the tunnel vison of panic. Detallslegpt out at her: thetiny hairs of wool
on Mandy's pullover; the stubble on hisruddy chin; arough knot in the floorboards she lay on. Shetried
to calm her breathing so the detail s wouldn't overwhelm her and make her black out, but suddenly
everything did black out, athough not in her mind. Fabiyan and Pete had found the fuse box.

"What the—?" Mandy bedlowed. His voice was excruciatingly loud in the sudden quiet that followed the
vat turning off. Theliquid till spat softly inddeit.

Mayfridh alowed hersef amoment of hope, that somehow Mandy's plans would be thwarted by the
blackout. Then he turned and Mayfridh noticed something glowing in hishand. Another spell. The only
light inthe room, it threw hisfaceinto evil shadows.

"l can seewd| enough by thislight,” hesaid, "until | can find acandle. Thevat is hot enough, and I'll have
youinit soon." He hed up the spell for her to see. "Hexebart wove thisfor me.”

"Whdt isit?"
"It'saway for meto get everything | need from you before | kill you."
Mayfridh tortured her mind trying to imagine what the spell would do. "Hexebart isn't to be trusted.”

"Not by you, she'snot." Mandy laughed. "Asto whether | can trust her, well, it seems|'ve donedl right
sofar. Let'sget onwithiit, shal we?' He leaned close and held the spell on his palm, ready to work
Hexebart'straitorous magic.

CHAPTER THIRTY

Christine waited, her back pinning the door open, when shrieks and thumps above aderted her that
everything had gone wrong. As she moved to peer up the stairwell, Jude tumbled into her, knocking her
againg the threshold. An agonizing bolt of pain shuddered down her spine.

"Mandy!" he gasped, struggling to hisfeet, just as Gerdathudded into him, knocking him to thefloor.

At the mention of Mandy's name, Chrigtine ingtinctively recoiled. Too late she saw the door begin to
move. Shetried to jam her shoulder againgt it, but it dammed shut, shaking her whole body with a
violence that echoed in her bones.



Jude climbed to hisfeet and pounded on the door. "Open this up, Mandy. Open it immediately or I'll call
the police."

"I doubt he can hear you," Gerda said, standing with athesatrica wince. "It'sal soundproofed.”

Chrigtine tried the door. All the locks had snapped back into place. "Maybe we should call the police,”
shesad. "They might be ableto stop him before hekills her.”

"Hewont kill her just yet." A voice from behind them.

Gerdaand Jude gasped. Chrigtine turned gingerly. Hexebart stood two paces away with a satisfied smile
on her face.

"l thought—" Chrigtine Sarted.
"Hexebart gave Immanud her voicefor alittlewhile" thewitch said. "Clever? Y ou dl thought it was me.”
"What have you done?" Jude demanded. "He's going to kill her."

"Oh, pish!" said Hexebart with adismissve wave. | have ascheme. Let me at the door.” She moved
toward the door, but Jude stood in her way.

"What are you up to?' he said.

"Out of my way."

Jude grabbed her arm roughly. "Gerda, get her other arm.”

"I don't like you, boy," Hexebart said, trying to twist out of hisgrasp. "Get out of my way."

At that moment, the lights went out and they were dl plunged into darkness. Then three lightscameonin
the room. Gerda's and Jude's flashlights, and aball of light between Hexebart's hands. She had escaped
Jude's grasp.

"Now stay away from me," Hexebart said. Her haggard face was thrown into shadowy relief by the dim
lights. "L et me open the door. The queen needs our help, you know, and you can't do anything without
rrell

Jude advanced on the witch again, and she flung out her arm and cast the spell. He staggered back, his
armin front of hiseyes, acry of painon hislips.

"Jude?’ Chritine shrieked.

"l can't seeathing. She's sent me blind.”

Gerda backed away.

"Now, let Hexebart do her work. Stupid Real World people.”

Chrigtine had an arm around Jude, grabbed his flashlight, and tried to peer into hiseyes. "Can you see
anything? Anything a d1?'

"l... maybe. | think | can seethelight. Actudly, | think it's coming back dready. Thereyou are." He
touched her face tenderly, and for amoment al her anger toward him dissolved.

"Mayfridh's protection spell must have helped.”



Gerda's gasp of horror made her turn back to Hexebart. The witch'sindex finger had become aslong
and thin as aknitting needle. Sheinserted the end into each lock individualy and they al snapped open.

"Come," thewitch said, standing back, "Hexebart should very much like you dl to see what she has
planned for the man who killed the queen.”

* %%

It was a scene from anightmare. In the dmost-black space of the boning room, while her hands were
tied and the vat waited hot and poi sonous nearby, Mayfridh watched Mandy loom over her with asneer.
Gently he dropped the spell onto her wristsand said, " Extract,” then sat back on his haunchesto watch.

Extract? What diabolica enchantment had Hexebart made for him? Wasit the kind of extraction spell

that took afaery's soul and essence for usein black magic? She had heard of such spells, but had no idea
that Hexebart's ability extended so far or her hatred extended so deep. Franticaly, she fought againgt the
ropes, kicked out at Mandy. He easily grabbed her ankles and pinned them down.

"Frightened?" he asked.

"What have you doneto me?' Then, shefdtit. A dow, sweet energy moving into her fingers and hands,
coursing down her wrigts and into her torso. Something familiar and comforting about it, afegling of being
safe and protected and—

Jasper! She gasped as two redizations fought for her attention. Thefirst: royal magic was pouring into
her, Jasper'sroya magic. Shefinaly knew what had happened to her parents. Mandy had killed them for
his sculpture. And this explained the second redlization: Hexebart was helping her. At last the hag
believed Mayfridh had nothing to do with her parents disappearance.

Mandy laughed when she gasped. "Doesit hurt to lose your magic?'

The spell extinguished, the room was now pitch-black. Mayfridh was grateful that Mandy couldn't read
therelief on her face. She didn't answer, but began to twitch her fingers together to make the magic work
and untie the ropes. They did off her hands and onto the floor. Still she kept her fingers on the ankles of
the statue, reclaiming every last drop of her father's magic.

"I'll light afew candles," Mandy said, and his voice came from across the room. She hadn't sensed him
move. "I'll need to see where your throat isif I'm going to dit it accurately.”

The flow of magic dowed. Mayfridh could fed it in her heart now, pumping around with the blood. It left
her temporarily breathless. Jasper's magic was only atributary of Liesebet's, lessthan atenth as
powerful, but it weighed in her heart and her chest like the burden of anation. A light flickered on the
other side of the room and Mandy's figure appeared in the dark, silhouetted by a candle. She maintained
her position, pretending she was till tied and hel pless. What to do now? She was anovice a this. She
had only ever used spells spun by Hexebart or used leftover magicin her fingers. Whereto start in trying
to overcome Mandy? He had the speed and strength of abeast, and aboiling vat of poison and acid
stood only afew feet away.

While she was deliberating, the sound of locks popping echoed up the stairs. Mandy's eyebrows drew
down and his head turned in that direction. In the dark, Hexebart appeared at the top of the stairs, with
Jude, Gerda, and Chrigtine hovering behind her.

"What'sthis, Hexebart?' Mandy said.



"Immanuel, you have been very wicked."

Ingtinctively, Mayfridh drew away from the statue and curled up in acorner of the room. Mandy didn't
see her move; he was preoccupied with Hexebart.

"Wicked?' he said. "What do you call breaking into my private spacejust asI'm about to kill..." He
turned to where held left Mayfridh, saw she wasn't there, and turned back to Hexebart, understanding
coloring hisgaze.

For afew long seconds Mandy and Hexebart locked eyes across the dimly lit room. Mayfridh held her

bresth, wondering which of them would pouncefirst. In the candldight, she saw Mandy's shoulders and
back tense. She was about to call out, but Hexebart's |eft hand shot up, releasing a bright spell from her
fingers. It wastoo far off target. Its trgectory was nowhere near Mandy, and Mayfridh wondered how

Hexebart could have aimed so poorly.

Then the spell landed on the Bone Wife. The gleaming sculpture erupted with bright light and Mandy's
eyes bulged with horror.

"What have you done? What have you done?"
The light blazed once and then sucked into the bones. The scul pture's feet began to twitch.
" She wants to dance with you, Immanuel," Hexebart said.

Mandy approached the scul pture with frantic hands reaching for her curves. "What have you doneto
her?'

The twitching turned into shuddering. Theleft leg went up, then down. The right leg went up, then down.
Theleft leg kicked, the right leg kicked. Mandy backed away.

"Come, Immanuel, dance with your beautiful wife" Hexebart said, cackling heartily.

The Bone Wife jumped—once, twice—then began to spin, dance, kick, jump, more and more
franticaly, advancing on Mandy.

"Stopit!" he shouted. "Stopit! | command you to stop it!"

This only made Hexebart laugh louder. Mandy turned and stalked toward her. Christine, Jude, and
Gerdascurried out from behind the witch and took refuge in the corners. Hexebart was doubled over
with laughter and hadn't seen Mandy's sudden approach.

"Hexebart!" Mayfridh shouted, scrambling to her feet. "L ook out!"

The Bone Wifé'sfeet clattered on the floor, spinning madly. Hexebart looked up in timeto see Mandy's
hands closing in on her. Shetried to duck sdeways, Mandy hunted her, the Bone Wife trailing them.

"Ha, ha, thisway, thisway!" Hexebart cried with glee.

Mayfridh redized in horror that she was leading Mandy toward the vat. "Be careful,” she caled.
Hexebart paused; Mandy stopped in front of her, his shoulders tensed to pounce.

"Dance, dolly, dance!" Hexebart cried.

The Bone Wife jumped and spun a Hexebart'swords, then curled her left leg, and relesseditina



devadtatingly powerful kick. It thudded into Mandy's fleshy behind, knocking him sdeways and up, into
the side of the vat. He turned, enraged. Kick, kick. The Bone Wife's feet contacted with hisjaw,
knocking him over, balancing him on the edge of the vat. A look of horror crossed hisface and hisarms
flailed out frantically. Kick, kick. Thistime she got him in the chest, knocking bresth from hislungs. He
began to overbaance, to fal backward. He screamed once, his hand shot out and caught Hexebart by
the neck.

"No," Mayfridh shrieked, running toward them.
Hexebart had the roya magic. Mayfridh had to get her home safely. "No. Hexebart!™
Slash! They both disappeared into the vat.

"No!" Mayfridh shrieked again, narrowly avoiding the wash of hot toxins. She could see nothing in the
semidark but the boiling surface of the water. The Bone Wife gtill clattered and danced behind her, its
frantic pace intensfying.

Suddenly, ahand thrust up out of the fluid. Hexebart's gnarled fingers, half eaten by the acid bath,
reached out to her. Mayfridh braced hersalf against the vat and grabbed the witch's hand. A swest rush
of feding began to flow from Hexebart's fingersto Mayfridn's own. Theroyd magic, Liesebet'smagic, at
last being passed to her. Hexebart knew there wasllittle time and was pumping out the magic too fast.
Mayfridh felt her veins might explode as the weight and pressure began to intensify, to crowd her organs
and her mind. The responsibility was overwheming. A groaning began in her ears; her own voice. Then
sheredlized the hand she was holding was no longer attached to a body, that Hexebart was gone and the
magic was transferred. A loud bang sounded behind her. Something sharp hit her in the back of the head,
but she barely fdt it. The devastating weight of the magic was aready pulling her down. She dropped
Hexebart's hand and collgpsed, the floor damming into her body.

*k*

Chrigtine barely had time to register what Mayfridh was doing—she seemed dangeroudy closeto the vat
and was clearly losing consciousness—when the mad clatter of the Bone Wife'sfeet reached a
crescendo and she began to shake into pieces. First one foot flew off, then the other. Chips of bone
missiled through the air, and aviolent shuddering signaled her imminent detonation. From across the room
she heard Jude call, "Get down!" Christine covered her head with her arms and skidded to thefloor,
cowering againg the wal asthe sculpture blew into fragments, sending bone shardsin al directions.

A quiet descended, and Chrigtine redlized she was Sitting on something sharp. She supposed it to bea
chip of the sculpture. She pulled it out from underneath her and held it in front of the flashlight beam.

Not achip of bone, aring. Her engagement ring. Mandy must have cast it in the corner when heldd
brought her hand here. She gazed at it in the beam of the flashlight, then remembered Mayfridh near the
vat and looked up to see what had become of her.

Mayfridh lay on thefloor, breathing shalowly, but conscious, her eyes open. Gazing into Jude's eyes. He
crouched over her, smoothing her hair away from her face,

Chrigtine felt her bottom jaw tremble. She clutched the ring so hard it cut into her palm. A sob stabbed at
her throat. Her hair spilled over her fingers as her head dropped into her hands, and she cried quietly in
her corner, aone.

* %%



The rain was easing outside as Christine, Mayfridh, Jude, Gerda, and Pete waited in Jude's apartment for
thelightsto come back on. Gerdahunched over Mandy's memoir by candllight, flicking through the last
pages, while Mayfridh explained to Jude and Pete how Hexebart had findly given back the roya magic.
Chrigtine sat, numb, on the sofa. With aweary sigh, Mayfridh sat next to her. An uneasy stiffnessfilled
the space between their bodies. There was ahum and the lights blazed back to life. A few moments later,
Fabiyan bounded up the stairs and into the apartment.

"1 will go upgtairsin little while and switch off boiler,” he said, closing the door behind him.

"No hurry," Gerda said. "Wed better make sure Mandy's good and dead.” She held up the notebook. "I
don't know if they'll ever find hisremains, but | think were safeif they do."

"Why'sthat?' Pete asked.

"Thelast linehewrote: 'Farewell. | go to a better place.' It soundslike asuicideline. That, along with
al the ramble about faeries, should well and truly divert suspicion away from acaba of witlessartistslike
us." She placed the book carefully on the coffeetable. "'l fed completely overwhelmed.”

"Isthere any other way to fed after you've watched awitch and afaery hunter boiled diveinavat?' Pete
sad. "Mayfridh, will your believe spell wear off and make usdl go nuts?’

"I don't think so. | think once you've believed, you'll dways believe.”

"Areyou going to go home?"' Jude asked Gerda.

"To Stockholm? Indeed. Assoon as| can get aflight. What about the rest of you?'
"I have dready booked train for day after tomorrow," Fabiyan said.

"I'm going to hang out at the arport until they find me a seet,” Pete said. "Jude? Y ou and Christine missed
your flight on Sunday, will you dill..."

Jude shrugged. "I'm not hanging around here.”
They dl turned to Mayfridh.
"And you, Mayfridnh?' Chrigtine asked. "When do you haveto leave?"

"Tomorrow," shesaid. "I'm leaving tomorrow. | want to fetch my mother from the hotel and take her
back to her place tonight, get her settled in, and say good-bye. And then..."

"Youll forget dl this, won't you?" Jude asked.
Mayfridh nodded.
"l wish | could forget,” he sad wistfully.

Mayfridh looked as though she were about to say something, then thought better of it. "I'd better go,” she
sad. "l don't have muchtime.”

"Stop by tomorrow on your way to the passage,” Pete said. " Say good-bye properly.”
Sheamiled tightly. "I'll see"

As sheleft, Gerdayawned widely and picked up the memoir again. "Come on, Fabiyan. Let's go turn off



the vat and put this notebook back."

"Il come," said Pete.

"Do you need any help?' Jude asked.

"No, you two stay hereand..." Gerda shrugged, didn't finish the sentence.

Within minutes they had all |eft, the gpartment door had closed, and Christine was donewith Jude. She
felt trapped insde hersdlf with anger and pain. Jude did onto the sofanext to her. It seemed he didn't
know wheat to say either.

Findly, sheturned to him. "Do you il intend to marry me?"

Helooked startled. "Yes. Of course.” But he didn't sound sure, not anymore.

"Okay, then. Before we get married, isthere anything you want to tell me?"

"What do you mean?"

"Isthere something you need to get off your chest? Something you haven't told me?”

Hisdark eyes narrowed suspicioudy. "Why do you think that? Has somebody said something to you?'

"Jude, just tell me. If there is something you've concedled from me, tell me now. | want to hear it from
your lips. | don't know what | can forgiveif it goestoo long unspoken.”

His eyebrows curved up and alook of guilty pain crossed hisface. "Oh, Chrigtine. I'm so sorry. I'm so
sorry, it just happened.”

Seeing him in distress softened the edge of the anger. "Didn't you know? Didn't you know 1'd understand
an accident?' she said.

"I fdl inlove with her, Chriging," he said. "And when you weren't here and shewas, | just—"
Chrigtine bolted upright, startled. "What? What are you talking about?"

Jude's face took on abewildered expression. "What are you talking about?'

"Y ou and Mayfridh..." she sputtered. "You..."

Hewas nodding. "Yes. Isn't that what Gerdatold you?"

"Gerdadidn't tell me anything.” So not only had Jude betrayed her and lied to her, Mayfridh had too.
"Did this happen before | sacrificed my hand to help her, or after?”

"Before," Jude said softly. "And after. But don't be angry with her, be angry with me. I've let you down,
I've—"

"Oh, shut up, Jude. Just shut up." She stood, fished the engagement ring out of her pocket and handed it
to him. "I'm sck of your sdlf-pity. I'm sick of your egotistica nobility."

"Chrigtine, don't do this. Well get over it. | want to marry you. Mayfridn's gone, | belong with you."

"Theworgt thing, Jude, isthat you don't even know why I'm angry.”



"Y ou're angry because—"

"Dont!" she shrieked. "Don't even pretend for amoment to understand me. | know what you did, Jude.
| know. So you dept with Mayfridn? What's one smadll betrayd like that? Redly?!

Jude shook hishead. "Chrigting, | don't follow."

Secondsticked past. Christine felt her heart thumping in her throat, her face felt hot. Despair and
resentment choked her.

"I could have forgiven you for killing them,” shesaid a last. "I can never forgive you for making me your
charity project. Y ou took my dignity from me."

The blood drained from hisface. His mouth moved but no sound came out.
She stalked toward the door.

"Where are you going?"' he squesked.

"l need to talk to Mayfridh.”

"Chridine—"

Sheturned, held out her silver hand in a"stop” gesture. "Don't come near, don't follow me. | can look
after mysdf.”

She dammed the door behind her and raced down the stairs. The pain in her back pulled her up onthe
front step. Rain cooled the hot blood flushing her face as she walked down to Friedrichstrasse to find a
taxi.

*k*

Dianasighed as Mayfridh helped her through the front door of the house at Zehlendorf.

"I honestly thought | might never be coming back,” she said.

Mayfridh did Dianas suitcase ingde and closed the door behind her. "We need to talk about that, Mum."
"Have you recons dered? Can you take me with you?"

Mayfridh fet thefamiliar rush of guilt. "I still don't know."

"It'sJude, it it?"

"I've asked him to come with me. He's said no, but—"

"But you hope hell change hismind.”

"Tonight, he said something that gave me hope." | wish | could forget. Until he had spoken those words,
Mayfridh had accepted that she had to let him go and take Diana with her back to Ewigkreis. Now the
decision was not so clear. "It'snot that | don't love you, Mum. It's not even that | don't love you as much
as Jude. But | haveto think about my kingdom. About heirs, about the future.”" Thiswas only partialy
true, but she saw no reason to bruise Diana with the whole truth: that everyone ran second to Judein her
heart. Degp down, she hoped at any moment to hear the phonering, for him to contact her to tell her
held changed hismind.



Dianashook her head sadly. "I'm tired. | was having such anice dream when you came by and woke
me." Sheamiled. "I'm glad you're back safely. Will you be leaving in the morning?”

"YS"
"I'll get agood night'sdeep.”

"Metoo." Her body was heavy with magic, with the responsibility that it brought. It terrified her to return
to Ewigkreiswith it, to be the sole guardian of such aburden. All the years that Hexebart had hoarded it,
Mayfridh had been |eft to cultivate a carefree heart. Now the thought of the empty castle, the quiet fidds,
became nightmarish: ahollow placeto fill with years of duties and obligations. Her mother's house herein
Zehlendorf was so warm, so loving and free by comparison. "I'll missyou so much.”

"Shh, now. Savedl that for the morning," Diana said, extending agentle finger to Mayfridh'slips.
A knock on the door made them both jump.

"Don't answer," Dianawhispered urgently.

"It'sal right, Mum. Hexebart isgone. Mandy isgone." It was Jude, it had to be Jude.
Dianashrank back in the hallway as Mayfridh went to the door and opened it.

"Chridine?"

"I need to talk to you." Her hair and clothes were wet, and she wore an expression of rancor and
resolve,

Mayfridh turned. "Go on, Mum. Go up to bed. I'll wake you in the morning.”

Dianatried asmile and headed upstairs, <till dow on her bandaged feet. Mayfridh held the door open for
Chrigine. "Comein, then."

"No. You comeout. | want towalk."
"It'scold and it'swet."
"It matches my mood,” Chrigtinesaid. "Comeon.”

Mayfridh shrugged and stepped out of the warm pool of yellow light into the dark, drizzly outside. They
walked in silence down the path and up the empty, cobbled street. Rain caught in her hair and pasted her
clothesto her skin.

"Chrigine?' Mayfridh said, after five minutes had passed and Chrigtine fill hadn't said anything.
"Over there," Chrigtine said, pointing to alittle stone church.

"All right." Mayfridh followed her across the road and through the iron gates. Christine ascended the
steps and sat down on the stoop, just behind the dripping eaves. Mayfridh joined her. A gust of wind
shook raindrops from nearby branches. A car sped past, abrief light in the darkness.

"Okay, ligento me," Christine said, turning to Mayfridh with an urgent gaze. "I know everything, okay?|
know everything about Jude, and about you."

Mayfridh hung her head. "I'm so sorry.”



"Doyoulovehim?'

Mayfridh started to mumble something about passing attractions and the heat of the moment, then
decided that Christine deserved better. She deserved for someoneto tell her the brutal truth. She lifted
her head to meet Chrigtiné's gaze. "Chrigtine, | love him with apassion so primal that | can't give words
toit."

"Hesinlovewith you," Chrigine said. "Hetold me s0."
lld,].ll

"l love himtoo, Mayfridh. | love... | love hiseyes, and his hands and how sometimesthey're dirty with
paint.” .Christing's eyesfilled with tears. She blinked them back. "But he doesn't love me." Her voice
trailed to awhisper.

"| think he does, but in adifferent way from—"

"He doesn't love me," Chrigtine said forcefully. "Hefeds sorry for me, he feds responsible for me. He
feelsno passion or desirefor me."

Mayfridh didn't answer. They sat on the church step for along time while the drizzle fell around them,
their shoulders huddled against each other for warmth.

At length, Christine drew adeep breath. "Mayfridh, | cameto ask you to take me with you."
Mayfridh pressed her handsto her eyes. "Oh, no."
"Isit apossbility? | could be without pain. | could forget Jude and al he's doneto me."

Mayfridh could have laughed. She had two peoplein the queue for passage back to Ewigkreis, neither of
them the one she wanted to take. Then a new thought—or perhaps athought she had entertained before
and dismissed—began to circle around her mind. A way for her to be with Jude, with her mother. A way
for Chrigtine to be released from her grief and pain. A way for Mayfridh to be relieved of the terrifying
burden of her sovereignty. The cost was dear, very dear. But al around her people had sacrificed
themsalvesfor her life and her happiness. A restitution was due.

"Mayfridn?' Chrisinewas asking. "Isit possble?’
Mayfridh took Chrigtine's good hand in her own. " Chrigtine, how would you like to be the queen?"

** %

Mayfridh paced up and down her white chamber, window to door, waiting for Eisengrimm’s return.
Ordinarily, she would be thrilled to be excluded from ameeting of officids, but today she wished she
could be there as they discussed her future. She stopped at the window; the birch was almost naked.
How could she stand it if they said no? How could she stay in this bare, empty place forever? How could
sheforget about Jude?

Pace, pace.

Her bag was dready packed in the event that they agreed. Just afew souvenirsof Ewigkreis. A miniature
of hersalf and Eisengrimm, two dresses she couldn't bear to leave behind, a carved puppet she had loved
asachild. Apart from that, she was ready to go, ready to start anew lifein the Real World as Jude's
wife. Chrigtine and Jude were waiting on the other side of the passage for the verdict. Chrigtine by now



had organized money and a place for themto livein New York. New York! It sounded like the most
heavenly placein the universe. But if her plansfdl through, if the village had voted againgt her choice of
replacement.... Just keep pacing. Eisengrimmwill be here soon.

Right on cue, the door swung inward and Eisengrimm dunk in. Asusud, hisface didn't give much away,
but his shoulders were dumped forward, a defeated gesture.

"Oh, no," shesaid. "They said no, didn't they?"

Eisengrimm shook his head. "Mayfridh, they said yes. Chrigtineiswell liked by dl who have met her on
her vigts”

"Yes? They said yes?' Shefdt her heart lift. "Then why do you look so... sad?

He approached, leaned his head againgt her hip. "Because you're leaving, dear girl. I'm sad because
you'releaving."

Tearspricked her eyes. "Don't, Eisengrimm. Don't you make me cry.”
"Come, let'swak down to the passage. Have you got everything you need?’
Shelifted her bag off the bed and took alast ook around her white chamber. "'l think so, yes."

Heled her to the autumn forest in Silence. Once they arrived at the passage, she felt a sudden nauseagrip
her. Thiswould be the last time she ever saw Eisengrimm. Even though Jude and her new lifein the Red
World waited on the other side, she barely had the courage to take one step toward the passage.

"I'm glad that you have found happiness, Little May," he said. Hisvoice strained around the words "and
I'm glad that Chrigtine will be our new queen.”

"Y ou could have been king, you know. If you weren't so reluctant.”
"A wolf king? Perhaps | could haveruled if | had aqueen by my sde. But not done.”

Mayfridh laughed. "Well, if you weren't awolf I'm sure| could have married you," she said lightly, "but
we are wha we are and mugt act in faith withit.”

His head hung forward, and she knelt to embrace him.

"Good-bye, old friend," she said.

"Good-bye, LittleMay."

She glanced a the passage. "'l want to go, but leaving you fedslike—"

"Fedslike losing apiece of my heart." Hisvoice cracked. Mayfridh was taken aback by the
uncharacteristic display of emation.

"Y%"
"I won't forget you," Eisengrimm said, collecting himsdif.

"I'll never forget you either. Wewon't forget each other. The forgetfulnessis Christing's bam, not ours.
Be as good to her asyou've been to me."

"Twill."



She stood and deliberately turned away from him. "Good-bye," she said softly. He didn't say another
word as she stepped through into the Real World.

* k%

It was early evening in the Tiergarten. Christine's face was pale and fearful in the dark. Jude smoked and
paced. Mayfridh stepped out and they both looked up.

"Wel?' Chrigtine asked.
"It's been gpproved. They're waiting for you."

This news didn't ppear to bring Christine any relief, and Mayfridh gave her shoulder asqueeze. "You
aresureyou gill want this?!

"Of course.”

Jude stood uncomfortably nearby, not sure whether to embrace his old lover or hisnew lover.
"Then," Mayfridh said, "I declare you queen.”

"Queen Starlight.”" Chrigtine laughed.

"Hold perfectly ill whilel transfer the royd magic to you." Mayfridh enclosed Chrigtinein awarm hug,
felt her skinny body tremble. The magic began to pass between them. In every second Mayfridh felt
lighter, more carefree, the weight lifting and lifting, the muscles around her heart loosening and her lungs
filling to therr full depth. Findly, the transfer completed, she stood back.

And saw that Christine was beautiful.

Nothing about her face or hair had changed. She gtill had the same eyes, nose, cheeks. Something from
within illuminated them, made her ssem intense and noble. Mayfridh glanced at Jude. He had noticed too.
His bewildered eyes were fixed on Christines face. Anxiety pulled in Mayfridh's somach: now she had
relinquished her role as queen of the faeries to become an ordinary human, would she lose as much
beauty as Christine had just gained?

Mayfridh took her place at Jude'sside.
"It'stimeto go," shetold Chrigtine.

"Gladly," Christine said with awry smile. Sheturned to Jude. "I won't remember you. Good-bye." It was
sad kindly, with relief rather than bitterness.

"Uh... good-bye" hesaid.
"I'll remember you, won't 17" she said to Mayfridh.

"Yes. Youll remember everything that happened in Ewigkreis, though some of it may not make sense
once the Real World memories are gone. But you won't remember ... the bad things about me. The
thingsthat happened here.”

"Good." She glanced dl around her. "Good."

"Eisengrimm will take care of you," Mayfridh said. "Now you must go. They'rewaiting for you. They'll
want to perform the coronation before the season turns.”



Christing's hands trembled as she pushed her hair out of her eyes. "Okay, then."
Mayfridh took her friend'sfingersin her own. "Long may you live, Queen Starlight.”

Chrigtine squeezed back. "Y eah," she said, turning away now, moving toward the passage. "Long may |
live"

Mayfridh glanced at Jude. Uncertainty al over hisface. Shetook hishand in hers, realized she was
clutching it too desperately.

Christine stepped through the passage and disappeared.

The coronation had been organized in lessthan aday. Newly minted Queen Starlight, Chrigtine sat at the
head of the table in the Autumn Castle, ahuge and noisy banquet whirling around her. Outside the greet
hall, awicked wind stalked the castle grounds, the forests, and the village. Huge firesin al the grates kept
itscold fingers a bay. Eisengrimm sat close by, keeping watch on her.

"How areyou feding, Chrigtine?' he asked.
"Y ou keep asking methat," Chrigtine laughed.
"Youlook pae”

"I'mawayspde.”

"Y ou look frightened.”

She sghed. "I'm often frightened.”

"Don't worry. At any timewe could al wake up at the Winter Castle, and you'll forget your fears. And
you have me to guide you through the duties and obligations.”

"I look forward toit." She rubbed his ears and glanced around the hall. Many of the villagers had been
invited, and afew of them gazed at her fondly, raising their glasses and shouting blessings as she caught
their eyes. Klarlied, the new roya witch, gave her awarm smile from across the room. A comforting
welcome. A new life of smple pleasures and people, of learning her magic with Klarlied and becoming a
good ruler with Eisengrimm, of peaceful spaces and freedom from pain. Why the misgivings?

"Everyonefedsalittle anxious at the turn of the seasons," Eisengrimm said, asthough reading her mind.
She leaned her head on his shoulder. "1 have no right to be melancholy. Y ou'velost your love forever."

"Perhapsthat's true. But perhapsit's for the best. While she was here, | had no chance of ever recovering
from that love. Now she'sgone..."

"Shewon't be thereto fal in love with every morning. | understand.” Christine thought about Jude, and a
big bubble of panic rose up. To forget him forever? Awful, impossible. Shed made the wrong decision,
she had to go back.

Deep breaths. Let him go. Let it all go. He wasn't the Jude she thought she knew, he was somebody
else, somebody with liesin hisheart and vanity on his brow.

A noisy commotion from near the door. A roya guard raced in, excitement and panic coloring his
cheeks. "Theladt ledf, thelast leaf!" he cried. "There's only one lft.”



Voices, gasps, cheersdl around her. Christine's heart picked up its rhythm.

Eisengrimm legpt from his chair. "Queen Starlight? It's customary for the queen to watch the last | eaf fall.
Would you like me to accompany you?'

"l... yes. Yes, | don't want to be alone."

Heled her dong the corridor away from the banquet, and up the stairsto the white chamber. He pushed
open the window with his nose and stood, paws on the sill, overlooking the giant birch. Christinejoined
him, clutched her fingers around hisforeeg.

"Gentlenow," he admonished withasmilein hisvoice. "I'm il recovering from aninjury.”

She searched the tree with her eyes, found the last lesf. Santed evening sunlight stained the branches, the
wind howled. The leaf hung asif by athread. It reminded her of aloose tooth sheld had asachild. It had
hung there day after day, spinning under the impetus of her tongue or her curious fingers, but not coming
free. Then her father, under pretense of ingpecting it, had suddenly and violently pulled it out. She had
started to cry, but her father'swarm laughter at her startled expression had made her laugh too. Before
long they had been ralling on the sofain fits of laughter as he clutched the tiny tooth and she explored the
smooth gap with her tongue.

With arush of fear and longing, Christine redlized what it meant to forget. Everything.

She moved closer to Eisengrimm, her arm curling around hisribs. "I wish you could hold me," she
whispered. "I'm so afraid.”

"The seasons will change, Christine. Nothing can stop them.”
A violent gust of wind tore up from the valley. The leaf spun, struggled, broke free.
And...

aled... fdl...

The Tale of Silverhand Starlight

In days of old, there was agreat and beautiful queen named Silverhand Starlight. One of her hands was
made of silver, but it moved as gracefully as any person'sreal hand. Queen Starlight's dearest companion
and counselor was awolf named Eisengrimm. They spent dl of their waking hours together, working by
day on making her kingdom bountiful and happy, and spending their evenings sharing memories and
thoughts, until they were s0 close they were dmost of one heart and one mind.

Some years after her rule began, the people of Queen Starlight's redlm began to ask if shewould ever
marry and give them aking and an heir. Now, this troubled Queen Starlight greetly, as she had not yet
met any man for whom shefelt agreat love. Her dearest love and affection were reserved for Counselor
Eisengrimm, but he was awolf and amarriage between them was forbidden.

"If 1 could but marry you, Eisengrimm,” she said, "we could be good companions for each other. | trust



your judgment and | love you dearly.”

"Queen Starlight,” he said, "you know that thereisaway you could marry me, but it's dangerous and
difficult and | adviseagaingt it."

Now, Eisengrimm hadn't dways been awolf and Queen Starlight knew this. He was once aman, but had
been put under an enchantment by a sorceress named Zosia. The only way for him to be restored to his
true form was for atrue love to seek out Zosiaand demand to know his real name, which she had stolen
from him. But Zosalived many, many miles from Queen Starlight's castle, and was known to be an evil
sorceress who stole souls and hoarded treasure.

Queen Starlight tossed and turned every night for amonth and aday as she thought about Eisengrimm
and Zosa Finally, she decided that sheloved Eisengrimm truly, and that he surely felt the sameway. He
was the only king she would ever desire to have by her sde, and so the journey was worth therisk. The
next morning, without telling asoul, she set out done.

Now, many surprising things befel Queen Starlight on her journey to Zosiaswoods, so that by thetime
she arrived, shelooked little like aqueen. Her hair was dirty, her clothes were torn, and she had become
dun from lack of food. What she till possessed were her fine silk glovesthat she woreto protect her
beautiful slver hand, ajewe on agold chain, and aring made of diamonds.

Zosiaswoods were dark and treacherous, and as night fell Queen Starlight thought she would be safer
deeping in the hollow of atree until daylight came again. She nestled hersdlf into the hollow, then heard a
loud voice saying, "Ouch!™

"Who'sthere?' she asked.
An owl wriggled out from behind her. "'l deep inthistree" he said. "There'sno room for you."
Queen Starlight quickly explained who she was and what she was herefor.

"Well, you can't deep here,”" the owl said, "but | can give you some advice.' Zosais greedy for jewelry
for her hoard. Maybe that can be of help to you."

Queen Starlight bade farewel |l to the owl and went on her way. She found abed of lichen and decided to
seitletherefor the night.

"Quch!"
"Who'sthere?' she asked.

A lizard wriggled out from under her. "I degp under this bed of lichen," he said. "Theres no room for
you."

Queen Starlight quickly explained who she was and what she was herefor.

"Well, you can't deep here” thelizard said, "but | can give you some advice. Zosia collects soulsfor her
sorcery. Maybe that can be of help to you."

Queen Starlight bade farewel| to the lizard and went on her way. She found a pond of warm mud and
decided to settle there for the night.

"Ouch!"
"Who'sthere?' she asked.



A frog hopped out. "I deep in this pond of warm mud,” he said. "There's no room for you."
Queen Starlight quickly explained who she was and what she was herefor.

"Well, you can't deep here," thefrog said, "but | can give you some advice. Zosalovesto win at games
and isfiercely competitive. Maybe that can be of help to you."

Queen Starlight bade farewd| to the frog and went on her way. By thistimeit was nearly morning, so she
decided not to deep but to find Zosa's cottage. She mused over everything .the woodland animals had
told her, and decided on apian.

Zosias cottage had tiny windows, and nestled among a copse of black trees. Asthe sun rose, Queen
Starlight knocked on the door.

"Whoisit?' Zosaasked.

"A traveer," Queen Starlight replied.

Zosiaopened the door and peered out. "What do you want, traveler?”
"I want to play agame with you."

"A game?What do | getif | win?"

"l havejewds.

"How many jewds?'

"Two."

"And when you run out of jewels? For | shal surely win.”

"When | run out of jewels, | have my soul to play for."

"Y our soul? Well, that sounds like good enough stakes for me. Comein and let's play.” Zosia opened the
door wide. She pulled up two chairs by the hearth and Queen Starlight sat down.

"Now, Zosa," Queen Starlight said, "if | should win the game, | want only onething.”
"Whet isit?"
"A word."

"Hal Isthat dl?Wdll, | know you won't win because | dwayswin a games. But aword is nothing to me,
and I'll happily giveit to you if you should beat me." Zosasat down and nodded. "L et us begin then."

Queen Starlight held out the jewel on the gold chain. "Hereisthefirst prize," she said, "and you may win
itif you can tel me how many eyes| have.

"Why, that's easy," said Zosia. "Y ou have two eyes.”
Queen Starlight nodded and handed over the jewe. "Y ou are right. How clever you arel”
Zosagrabbed at the jewd greedily. "Let usplay agan.”

Queen Starlight held out the ring made of diamonds. "Hereisthe next prize," she said, "and you may win



it if you cantdl me how many ears| have."
"Why, that'seasy," said Zosa. "Y ou have two ears."

"Once again you areright,” Queen Starlight said, handing over thering. "Zosia, you are too clever for me.
| can't play anymore.”

"No, no, you promised agame.”

"I've no morejewels.”

"Y ou said that once you ran out of jewelsyou'd play for your soul.”
"I may need it, and you are sureto win. | can't play anymore.”

"No, no, no! Y ou made apromise and you haveto stick to it."" Zosiawas growing angry now, her face
dark with rage, her hair sticking up. "Y ou are bound by the rules of the game."

"Very wel," sad Queen Sarlight. "The next prizeismy soul. And you may winit if you can tell me how
many fingers| have." She held up her handsinther finesilk gloves.

"Why, that'seasy,” said Zosia. "Y ou have ten fingers.”

Queen Starlight shook her head. "Oh, no. No, Zosia, you are wrong." She pulled off her glovesto reved
one hand of flesh and blood, and one made of silver. "For | only have fivefingers. The othersare jewels
mede of slver."

Zosialooked shocked. "It can't be. I've never lost agame.”
"And now," Queen Starlight said, "I want my prize. | want theword | came hereto collect.”
"Which word do you want?'

"l am Eisengrimm'strue love, and | want to know hisredl name so that | may reverse the enchantment
you cast on him many years past.”

Zosiaground her teeth and stamped. "No, no, no!" she cried.
"Youmugt," Queen Starlight said, "for you are bound by the rules of the game asmuch as| am.”

Zosaraged and spat, but findly she had to admit she had lost the game and she declared Eisengrimm's
tree name out loud. Queen Starlight took it with her al the way back to her own realm.

Now, many months had passed since she had set on her way, and though Eisengrimm had done his best
to rule in the meantime, her subjects were overjoyed to see her, ragged and dirty as she had become,
and cheered as she passed through the village on the way to her castle.

"l shal marry very soon," she declared, waving to them. "'l promiseyou | shall marry very soon.”

Eisengrimm heard her saying thisand his heart felt heavy. Queen Starlight, he thought, must have met a
fine prince on her travels. He could expect little more than to remain a counsdlor, because awolf and a
queen could never marry.

"l am glad you are returned, Queen Starlight,” he said, greeting her at the door to her chamber. "You
have been gonealongtime.”



"Do you know where | went?' she asked.

"To find asuitable husband, | suppose.”

"That'sright And | have found him. Heisloya and patient, kind and brave."

"Hewill bealucky manto beyour king. May | ask, Queen Starlight, what is his name?"

And then Queen Starlight said Eisengrimm’'s true name out loud. In asecond, hiswolfish snout and ears
shrank back and hisfur fell out, and he stood in front of her, transformed at last into histrue saf. When
Queen Starlight saw how handsome and noble he was, shefell in love with him even more deeply than
before.

They were married the next day, and lived happily and contentedly for along time theresfter.
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CHAPTER ONE

[Midgard]

Thisismy story and it'salove story. Mad, redlly, as1'm awoman who at the dightest provocation has
aways cursed loversfor fools. | remember one evening, drunk out of my skull after splitting up with
Adam, declaring loudly to dl assembled at Embankment station that "Victoria Scott does not believein
love" And yet, not long after this declaration, not long after the messiest broken engagement in the
history of messy broken engagements, this story commences.

Thisismy gory. It'salove story, and it goeslikethis.

| found myself on the supply boat Jonsok out of Alesund, heading for Othinsey, anidand at zero degrees
forty minutes east, Sixty-three degrees ten minutes north, or about two-hundred nautical miles off the
Norwegian coast. | was sick, sick, sick. The crew kept telling me to get up on deck for fresh air, but the
fresh air was awash with rain and salt spray. Instead, | [ay down, fedling nauseous, on athreadbare sofa
inthe aft cabin, listening to the hissing of aradio which baffled my every attempt to turn it off.

The ten-hour journey was made worse by the deep pit of misgivingsthat | mined while | should have
been deeping. Had | done the right thing breaking up with Adam? Should | have accepted so readily this
traineeship &t an isolated meteorological research station? Was it good sense to continue with my
doctorate when academia had long since become dreary and stale for me? My mother had squawked a
horrified "No!" on each count. But my mother, bless her heart, was still waiting on the big lottery win she
ingsted would solve dl our problems. In the meantime, | had to try out some solutions of my own.

Eventualy the waves gentled, the boat dowed, and | knew we must be entering coastal waters. |
ventured up the narrow meta stairsto the cold deck for my first glimpse of Othinsey.

We cruised through a passage between two enormous dliff facesinto the till waters of Hvitahofud Fjord.
| saw grey water and grey rock, dark green grass and trees, and painted red buildings with white
windowsills. Those buildings made up Kirkja Station. Here, at the age of twenty-seven, | was about to
commence my firgt job which didn't involve burning my fingers on atemperamental coffee machine. | was
excited and terrified al at once, and felt astrong sense of ... destiny is probably too loaded aword.
Perhapswhat | felt was astrong sense of being in the right place a theright time.

A tdl, neat man with aclose grey beard greeted me off the boat. "Good afternoon,” he said, hand
extended to help me on to the jetty. "I'm Magnus Olsen, the station commander. We spoke on the

phone’
"VictoriaScott," | said. "Niceto meet you." | picked up my suitcase and turned, nearly running into a
young man hurrying down the jetty. Magnus steadied me with hisarm around my wais.



"Sorry," the young man said, indicating the Jonsok. "I'm eager to have something from the boat." He was
about my age, rangy and sandy-haired, and attractive in aboyish way, and he spokein the samefaintly
accented English asMagnus.

Magnus presented me for ingpection. "Gunnar Holm, meet Victoria Scott. Gunnar's our I'T man, and he's
asoin charge of your induction. Hell show you around the station tomorrow.”

"Remind meto tell you about the ghogts," Gunnar said with amischievous grin, hurrying on to the boat.

| smiled palitely, supposing thiswas some kind of frighten-the-new-girl joke and wondering why Magnus
gill had hishand resting in the small of my back. We approached the assembled buildings of Kirkja
Station, which al sat on aconcrete dab abutting a dense pine forest on two sides. The fjord curved
around the other two. Theimpression was one of civilisation vainly making a stand against the deep
waters and the ancient trees.

"Comeon, Victoria. I'll introduce you to the others,” Magnus said. "They're dl at the mess hall having
Wednesday afternoon drinks. It's one of our traditions.”

| met dl eight people at Kirkjathat afternoon, and—s eep-deprived, bewildered—forgot their names as
soon as they were spoken. | know them dl now, of course, and it was Frida Blegen who made the
biggest impression on mc. Like me and Gunnar, shewasin her twenties (everyone d sewas well past
forty), and she had spiky hair, aswarthy complexion and ed-like lips. As Magnus stood there pointing
out faces and assigning them names, | determined to try out some of my beginner's Norwegian. | said,
"Hyggelig atreffe deg," which means something like "Nice to meet you." Fridasnorted with laughter and |
never spoke another word of Norwegian in my whole time on theidand.

Finally, Magnus showed meto my cabin, one of ninelaid out three-by-three behind the sation. Mine was
in the furthest corner to the north-east, crowded on two sides by the dark forest. | put down my suitcase
at thefront door.

"| assigned you this cabin asit's quieter here,” Magnus explained, extracting the key from his pocket and
unlocking the door. "In light of the degping problem you mentioned on your employee information form.”

"Oh. Thanksfor that." I'd had to fill out afour-page document about myself, and had listed my chronic
insomniain the box headed "psychologica disordersfor which you have received trestment.”

"Therec hall can get very rowdy at night." He opened the door and stood back to let me through, giving
me six inches of distance from him for thefirst time since I'd arrived. "I'll leave you toit. Y ou probably
want to unpack and settlein.”

| peered into the cabin. Thewords"chilly” and "dingy" sprang to mind. "Um... yes."

"I'll sseyouinthe office at eight am. sharp. It'sdowngtairsin the admin building." He gave me acharming
smile dong with the key to the cabin. "1 hope youll likeit here a Kirkja. Seep well." With awave of his
hand, he left me done.

The cabin had clearly been designed with scientists, not artists, in mind. Four perfectly square rooms, all
of precisaly equa size, stood left and right off anarrow halway. Left, kitchen; right, lounge; |eft,
bathroom; right, bedroom. There was a pleasing regularity about it. At least | wouldn't be awake at night
shaving off imaginary percentagesto makeit evenin my head. | dropped my suitcase on the dusty
gingham bedspread.

The back door stood directly in line with the front door at the end of the hall. Outside, two mouldy



deckchairs sat on the dab.
Then theforest.

Spring rainfdl lightly. I fill wore my anorak, so | pulled up the hood and headed alittle way into the
trees. The smell was wonderful after the diesdl and fish smells on the boat (just thinking of that brought
back an echo of the nausea). | was about a hundred feet in when | realised | was counting footsteps. |
stopped mysdlf, took a bresth and banished sums from my head. There was something familiar about this
place and | wondered why. Had | been somewhere similar? In my head, | tracked back over places|'d
visgted and couldn't recall. The sense of familiarity was very deep, very strong, like amemory from
childhood which won't be pinned down. Mum would know. Had we been on holiday near aforest?
Given we were so poor we hardly ever left Lewisham, | couldn't imagine we had.

Two hundred and forty-eight, two hundred and forty-nine...

Damnit, | was till counting. | turned and made my way back to the cabin, subtracting afootstep each
timefrom my tota. | used fewer footsteps going back, probably because | was more confident about
where | wasgoing. | had eight |ft over.

Evening shadows crowded in and by thetime | had unpacked and esten the plastic-wrapped sandwich |
had bought at Alesund, | was exhausted: the result of four days of Seep troubled by new-life trepidation.
| showered and snuggled under the tie-dyed bedspread.

It was nine o'clock. If | wanted to be at work at eight am., | would have to wake up at seven, so | set
the alarm on my watch. But maybe | needed to rise earlier, as| had to find the galey. Why hadn't |
asked Magnus what time breskfast was available? Was there food in the cupboards in the kitchen here?
Would | have to make my own breskfast? | obsessed about thisfor awhile, redlised it was now eleven
o'clock and if | wanted eight hours deep 1'd have to nod off precisaly then, and of course that chased
deep away. So | caculated some more: most people redlly only needed seven hoursdegp so | had an
hour to nod off, unless| decided to get up earlier. No, | wouldn't get up earlier, the galey couldn't be
hard to find. And now it was after midnight, and | was till doing sums and trying to convince mysdf that
sx hoursdeepisal oneredly needsto fed refreshed and findly | gave up and got out of bed.

| set up my laptop on the coffee table in the lounge room and worked on writing up my thess. Inside, the
light was yellow and the bar heater warmed my toes. Outside, the forest waited, peaceful and cold in the
rain; dense and dark and vagudly, vagudly familiar.

* %%

Any insomniac will tell you that they can nearly aways deep between five and seven am., which isapity
asthisiswhen most darm clocksin the world go off. I'd been degping for just over an hour when a
knock at the door of my cabin woke me. | resisted coming up; | willed the knock to go away. But my
vigtor knocked again and, with agroan, | pulled mysdf dl the way to wakefulness. Checked my watch.
Five minutesto seven.

Gunnar waited on the other side of the door. "Sorry," he said, when he saw how bleary | looked.
"Magnus sent me. He forgot to tell you about breakfast.”

It occurred to me that both my exchanges with Gunnar had commenced with him gpologising to me. "l
had some trouble deeping last night,” | explained.

"Ah. Magnustold usyou haveinsomnia.”



"Not every night. Just when I'm tense. Would you liketo comein?"

He douched in, eyes averted from my blue-hippo pyjamas. "Take your time. Get dressed and I'll show
you around the station thismorning.”

| had aquick wash, threw on askivvy and a pinafore, and applied some mascara and some lipstick. |
had a phobia about my very pae hair, skin and eyes making me look washed-out. Silly, redlly, as Gunnar
was by far the most digible man on the idand and he had already seen mein my pyjamas after abad
night. My mother'sfault: I'd have been far lower maintenanceif her most-uttered phrase hadn't been,
"Dress up nicein case there are boys there."

We stopped for bregkfast in the galley, which was at the front of the rec hal, across a narrow walkway
from the admin building. Toast and teafor me; disgusting pickled fish thingiesfor Gunnar. | dmost
couldn't eat watching him wolf them down. Maryanne, the cook-cum-cleaner, wasflirting shamelesdy
with Magnus in an outrageous Manchester accent as they smoked together in therec hdl. We said hello,
and then Gunnar led meto the front of the admin building.

"lsn't Magnus married?' | said to Gunnar. "'l saw aring on hisfinger."
" Separated. He's on the prowl.”
"Maryanne?'

"Anyone—but Maryanneis easy prey. | don't think he'sredly interested. | think he just likesto seethe
naked adoration in her eyes.”

"How comeyour English isso good?"

"My father isEnglish, and | lived with hisfamily in Cambridge for two years." Heindicated alarge sone
st into the ground. "Did you know that Kirkjais Old Norse for church?!

"No."

"Thisisthe foundation stone for an early eeventh-century church which once sood on thisste. It was
discovered when the plans were being drawn up for the ation. Historians excavated the areawhile the
main building was being congtructed behind it. There was atelevision program about it."

| indicated the three-metre-wide satdlite dish mounted on the roof. " Tl me about the communications
sysem.”

Gunnar was just as happy to talk about technology as he wasto talk about history. He took me around
the whole station, showing me the water tank and desdlination machine which sat at the back of the
station next to the water, and the generator shed and hydrogen chamber on the northern fence. An
instrument enclosure, full of pluviographs and anonometers and celometers and a score of other gadgets,
lay between the admin building and the cabins.

We entered the admin building viathe back door, through alino-floored storeroom and into a
remarkably neat office. Magnuswas a his desk, aswas Carsten (Danish), the registered nurse who
doubled as administration manager. Up aflight of spirdling metal stairs wasthe control room, wherewe
found Frida, who was a maintenance engineer, and Alex (American) and Josef (Icelandic), who were
both meteorologists. The other meteorologist, Gordon (English), had been on the night shift and was
wisdly in bed. The room waslined on al sides by desks, littered with stained coffee cupsand
half-finished paperwork, computers and other electronic devices. Both Alex and Josef were gluedto a
computer screen, complaining about a permanent echo on the radar. Gunnar took me out on to the



observation deck. Rainy mist swallowed the forest and the other sSde of theidand.
"There areraincoatsin the storeroom,” Gunnar said, noting my efforts to shrink back towards shelter.
"It'sdl right. It'sonly drizzle.

Heraised hisarm and | caught awhiff of his musty jumper. "It paysto take awak out east through the
forest. It'svery quiet and beautiful and brings you to the beach on the other side in about forty-five
minutes. The beach can beredly cold if the winds change; sometimes they come straight off the Arctic,
but the prevailing winds are westerlies and the cliffs protect us from them. Thelake is nice too, though
that's where the ghogtslive.”

"I'm not bothered by ghosts,” | said, annoyed that he was continuing with the prank.
Hesmiled a me. "No?Y ou don't believe in ghogts?!

"I don't bedievein anything. And | don't scare easy. Saveit for the next trainee.”

The door opened behind us and Magnus stepped out. "Awful weeather, isn't it?" he said.
"Sureis” | replied.

"Wedon't makeit, wejust forecast it,” he said. "It'seight am. Timeto start work."

Gunnar backed away, apologetic handsin theair. "I'll leave you with Magnus. If you need anything, just
let meknow. I'minthe cabin directly in front of yours."

| spent the day doing little more than filling out forms. Magnus was obsessive about adminigration. The
last form he gave me was a questionnaire about meteorologicd instruments... well, hecdled it a
questionnaire. To meit looked like one of those multiple choice exams1'd left behind in my
undergraduate years. It asked meto list the daily jobsin aweather station in their correct order.

"I don't know anything about the daily work," | said. "My degrees are in maths and geophysics. I've
never used any of theinstruments. | have no ideawhat kind of reporting relationships are st up here.”

Magnus smiled hischarming smile. "Go on, just fill it out. See how you go. Y ou might surprise yourself."

| got two items out of ten right. Magnus thought thiswas funny. | thought it was aunique way to
embarrass me. By the end of the day, 1'd had enough of him and everybody e se. | sopped by the gdley
and asked Maryanneif | could take dinner back to my cabin, and | holed up therein my pyjamas and got
redly, redly homesick.

Someone knocked on the door around seven. | resisted the urge to shout, "Go away."
Gunnar agan.

"Sorry," hesad.

"Stop saying sorry every timeyou seeme.”

He held out abottle of red wine. "I'm redlly sorry. | need to explain something.”

"Comein." I led him into the lounge room, afaded brown and grey room where | had the bar heater on
high.



He sat in one of the armchairswhile | found two glasses which looked like they had beenjam jarsina
previouslife,

"So what do you need to explain?' | asked, Spping the wine.

"l wasn't trying to make fun of you with dl thetalk about the ghogts.”

"No?'

"No. Serioudy, no. Y ou thought | was playing atrick on you? Like an initiation?"
"That'swhat | thought, yes."

"I'm so sorry, Victoria | want you to fed welcome here. Magnus isthe expert on embarrassing people.”
"He'svery good at it. And you can cal meVicky."

Gunnar laughed. "Redlly, Vicky, my intention wasn't to make you fed stupid or afraid.”
"I'm neither," | said, too tersdly.

"I know that."

"Then why mention the ghosts?'

"I'm redlly interested in history. Othinsey has afascinating history and the ghosts are part of it. It's part of
the story of theidand.”

"Do you bdievein ghods?"
He shrugged. "Who knows?'
| pulled my legs up on to the couch and made myself comfortable. “"Go on, then. Tell me."

"Thisidand was sttled by Chrigtiansin the deventh century. They built the church. One day a boatful of
new settlers arrived to find everyone on the idand dead. Saughtered. Hanged with the intestines of the
calvesthey'd brought, or burned, or pinned to trees with spears. Asthere was no sign of anyone having
landed or |eft the idand by boat, the story began that they were killed by vengeful spirits, sent by the old

gods”

"And nobody tried to sdttleit again?'

"A few attempts were made. Nothing lasted. It'salong way from the mainland and too smal to be
sdf-sufficient. Rumours persst of ghosts—strange noises, Sghtings down near the lake—which frighten

thelessrationa away. The handful of scientists we have here don't care about those rumours. Y ou don't
believein ghogs”

"I'm about the most sceptica person you'll ever meet. My mother isanother story. Every week shevists
anew psychic, who tells her she's going to win the lottery. She uses the same numbers every week—I
know them by heart—and even though her psychic says they're the right numbers, they never come up.
But..."

"She il goes back. I know. People need something to hope for.”

"If sheéd invested the psychics feesand lottery ticket money into amutua trust, she wouldn't beliving



updtairsa Mrs. Armitage'sin Lewisham.”
"Wheat does your father think?"

"I don't have one. | mean, | suppose he's out there somewhere. My mum raised me alone, unlessyou
count the three husbands who each Ieft in under ayear.”

"It must have been very hard for her. No wonder she needsto believe shelll win thelottery.” Herefilled
my glass

"That's very generous of you." | smiled across at him, then wondered if the reason he was being so nice
was because he thought he had a chance with me. | nearly groaned. A girl doesn't make the decision to
move to aremote sea-hitten idand lightly, and coming to Kirkja had seemed an excellent opportunity to
avoid entanglements of the heart.

"Do you have aboyfriend back home?' he asked, confirming my suspicions.
"Um... | just broke off an engagement. It was messy."
"How messy?"

| Spped my wine: combined with extreme weariness, it was sending my brainin circles. "He got another
girl pregnant.” Proud of mysdlf for not saying, "He knocked up sometart.”

"That'svery messy."
"Yes, 30 I'm going to enjoy afew yearsof anglelife. Loveishighly overrated.”
"Do you think s0?1 think it'swonderful "

"It looks good in books and movies, I'll grant you that. Butinred lifeit'sjust..." Never quite enough,
never really there, never living up to its promise. "Let's change the topic.”

Gunnar left a nine. | liked him, it would be good to have someone my own age around. | had the distinct
feeling that after the wine and the conversation | would be able to deep, and | wasright. | drifted off
soon after dipping into bed. Half-deeping, haf-awake, | heard noises outside in the forest. | thought
about Gunnar's ghosts and smiled. Some people will believe anything.

[Asgard]

She had returned, and Vidar knew this before he opened his eyes. Slegp swam away and the morning
cold sucked at his nose and cheeks. His senses prickled. Halldisawas nearby. Twice-born. Most
mortals came upon the earth, spent their lives, and ceased to exist forever after. But Vidar had been
made apromise: Hallawould be twice-born. All he had to do was wait.

Centuries of waiting.
And then thismorning.

Herose and pulled on his cloak, cracked open the door and peered out. The deep dope of Gammaldal
to the northeast hid the expanse of §afjord. Mist hung low in the valey and the grass was jewelled with



frost. Nobody in sight. No watching eyesto report back to hisfather, no waiting tonguesto say, "l saw
Vidar drawing runesin the seeing-water." The fjord would be cold, but the thought of Hallawarmed his
blood.

He stripped to the waist, waded into the shallows and waited—the water icy around hisribs—for the
surface to gill. He crossed his hands over his chest. Not a movement now, not a breath. He feared that
the excited beet of his heart would make the water pulse and jump in harmony. But soon the surface
became motionless.

Vidar lifted his hand. With agraceful movement, hetraced acirclein the water. Steam rose where he
drew. Hewaited, glancing al around him for watchful eyes, then focussed and drew four runesin the
circle. Hisbreath crystalised on the morning air ashe said her name: "Hdldisa”

At first he could only see his own reflection, dark hair and dark eyes and the pale morning sky behind
him. But then another face formed in the water and he recognised her ingtantly. Storm-eyed,
snow-haired. Seeing her face robbed him of his bresth. He drew another rune and whispered, "Where
aeyou?'

Danger, extreme danger. His heart chilled colder than thefjord. Odin's Idand. He glanced to the east,
towardsthe slver roof of hisfather's hal which was hidden behind the miles of misty hills and wooded
valeys Vidar had put between him and hisfamily. Memories streamed through him: blood and fireand
the hel pless shrieks of mortd suffering. "Thereisno love, Vidar," hisfather had said. "Thereisonly fate."

"Vidar!"

A woman's voice. Hisyoung bondmaid, Aud, had woken and found him missing. With askilled hand he
banished his seeing magic and turned to her, ddiberately relaxed. "Good morning, Aud.”

"What are you doing?' she asked, coming to the edge of the water.
"Catching fish."
Her smile said shedidn't believe him.

He waded from the fjord, dripping and cold. "Come, Aud. Y ou may draw me a hot bam and forget you
saw mecatching fishin §éfjord.”

"I won't forget," she said, "but neither will | tell.” She clearly relished being part of his secret.

He spoke no further and she walked beside him in her usua besotted silence. His mind turned the image
of Halaover and over; desrewarmed hisveins, filled hisfingersand swelled hisheart. Thistime he
would make her his.

Thistime hewould protect her from the brutal rage of hisfather.



