
        
            
        
    
    
      
        Chapter 1. Nightmare
      

      
        Tandy tried to sleep, but it was difficult Thedemon had never actually entered her private bedroom, butshe was afraid that one night he would. This night she wasalone; therefore she worried.
      

      
        Her father Crombie was a rough soldier who had notruck with demons. But he was away most of the time,guarding the King at Castle Roogna. Crombie was funwhen he was home, but that was rare. He claimed to hatewomen, but had married a nymph, and tolerated no inter-ference by other males. Tandy remained a child in his eyes;
      

      
        his hand would have hovered ominously near his sword ifhe even suspected any demon was bothering her. If only hewere here.
      

      
        Her mother Jewel was on a late mission, planting orangesapphires in a stratum near the surface. It was a long wayaway, so she rode the Diggle-worm, who could tunnelthrough rock without leaving a hole. They would be backafter midnight. That meant several more hours, and Tandywas afraid.
      

      
        She turned over, wrapped the candy-striped sheet abouther in an uncomfortable tangle, and put the pink pillowover her head. It didn't help; she still feared the demon.His name was Fiant, and he could dematerialize at will.That meant he could walk through walls.
      

      
        The more Tandy thought about that, the less she trustedthe walls of her room. She was afraid that any unwatchedwall would permit the demon to pass through. She rolledover, sat up, and peered at the walls. No demon.
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        She had met Fiant only a few Weeks ago, by accident.She had been playing with some large, round, blue rubies,rejects from her mother's barrel—rubies were supposed tobe red—and one had rolled down a passage near the de-mons' rum works. She had run right into a rum wrap ademon was using, tearing it so that it became a bum wrap.She had been afraid the demon would be angry, but insteadhe had simply looked at her with a half-secret half-smile—and that had been worse. Thereafter that demon had shownup with disturbing frequency, always looking at her as ifsomething demoniacally special was on his mind. She wasnot so naive as to be in doubt about the nature of histhought. A nymph would have been flattered—but Tandywas human. She sought no demon lover.
      

      
        Tandy got up and went to the mirror. The magic lanternbrightened as she approached, so that she could see herself.She was nineteen years old, but she looked like a child inher nightie and lady-slippers, her brown tresses mussedfrom constant squirming, her blue eyes peering out wor-riedly. She wished she looked more like her mother—but ofcourse no human person could match the pretty faces andfantastic figures of nymphs. That was what nymphdomwas all about—to attract men like Crombie who judged thedistaff to be good for only one thing. Nymphs were goodfor that thing. Human girls could be good for it, too, butthey really had to work at it; they fouled it up by assigningfar more meaning to it than the nymphs did, so wereunable to proceed with sheer delighted abandon. They werecursed by their awareness of consequence.
      

      
        She peered more closely at herself, brushing her tressesback with her hands, rearranging her nightie, standingstraighten She was no child, whatever her famer mightchoose to think. Yet she was not exactly buxom, either.Her human heritage had given her a good mind and a soul,at the expense of voluptuousness. She had a cute face, witha pert, upturned nose and full lips, she decided, but notenough of the rest of it. She couldn't make it as a nymph.
      

      
        The demon Fiant obviously thought she would do, how-ever. Maybe he didn't realize that her human componentmade her less of a good thing. Maybe he was slumming,looking for an intriguing change of pace from the duskydemonesses who could assume any form they chose, even
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        animal forms. It was said that sometimes they wouldchange to animal form in the middle of the act of—but nohuman girl was supposed to be able to imagine anythinglike that. Tandy couldn't change form, in or out of bed,and certainly she didn't want any demon's attention. Ifonly she could convince him of that!
      

      
        There was nothing to do but try to sleep again. The de-mon would come or he wouldn't; since she had no controlover that, there was no sense worrying.
      

      
        She lay down amidst the mess her bed had become andworried. She closed her eyes and remained still, as if sleep-ing, but remained tensely awake. Maybe after a while herbody would be fooled into relaxing.
      

      
        There was a flicker at the far wan. Tandy spied itthrough almost-closed eyes and kept her small body frozen.It was the demon; he really had come.
      

      
        In a moment Fiant solidified inside the room. He waslarge, muscular, and fat, with squat horns sprouting fromhis forehead and a short, unkempt beard that made himlook like a goat. His hind feet were hooflike, and he had amedium-length tail at his posterior, barbed at the tip. ThereWas a dusky ambience about him that would have betrayedhis demonic nature, no matter what form he took. His eyeswere like smoky quartz shielding an internal lava flow,emitting a dull red light that brightened when his attentionwarmed to something. By diabolic standards, he was hand-some enough, and many a nymph would have been deli-riously happy to be in Tandy's place.
      

      
        Tandy hoped Fiant would go away, after perceiving heralseep and disordered, but knew he wouldn't. He found herattractive, or at least available, and refused to be repulsedby her negative response. Demons expected rejections; theythrived on them. It was said that, given a choice betweenrape and seduction, they would always choose the rape.The females, too. Of course, it was impossible to rape thatkind; she would simply dematerialize if she didn't like itWhich might be another explanation for Fiant's interest inTandy; she couldn't dematerialize. Rape was possible.
      

      
        Maybe if she were positive, welcoming him, that wouldturn him off. He was obviously tired of willing females.But Tandy couldn't bring herself to try that particularploy. If it didn't work, where would she be?
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        Fiant approached the bed, grinning evilly. Tandy kepther eyes screwed almost shut What would she do if hetouched her? She was sure that screaming and fightingwould only encourage him and make his eyes glow withpreternatural lust—but what else was there?
      

      
        Fiant paused, looming over her, his paunch protruding,the light from his eyes spearing down through slits. "Ah,you lovely little morsel," he murmured, a wisp of smokecurling from his mouth as he spoke. "Be thrilled, you soft,human flesh. Your demon lover is here at last! Let me seemore of you." And he snatched the sheet away.
      

      
        Tandy hurled the pillow at him and bounced off thebed, her terror converting to anger. "Get out of here, foulspiriti" she screamed.
      

      
        "Ah, the tender morsel wakes, cries welcome! Delight-ful!" The demon strode toward her, the blue tip of hisforked tongue rasping over his thin lips. His tail flickedsimilarly.
      

      
        Tandy backed away, her terror/anger intensifying. "Iloathe you! Go away!"
      

      
        "Presently," Fiant said, his tail stiffening as it elevated."Hone your passion to its height, honey, for I will possessits depth." He reached for her, his horns brightening in thereflected glare of his eyes.
      

      
        Desperate, Tandy wreaked her ultimate. She threw atantrum. Her body stiffened, her face turned red, her eyesclenched shut, and she hurled that tantrum right at thedemon's fat chest.
      

      
        It struck with explosive impact. The demon sunderedinto fragments, his feet, hands, and head flying outward.His tail landed on the bed and lay twitching like a be-headed snake.
      

      
        Tandy chewed her trembling lip. She really hadn'twanted to do that; her tantrums were devastating, and shewasn't supposed to throw them. Now she had destroyed thedemon, and there would be hell to pay. How could sheanswer to hell for murder?
      

      
        The pieces of the demon dissolved into smoke. Thecloud coalesced—and Fiant formed again, intact. Helooked dazed. "Oh, that kiss was a beauty," he said, andstaggered through the walL
      

      
        Tandy relaxed. Fiant wasn't dead after all, but he was
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        gone. She had the best of both situations. Or did she? Hesurely would not stay gone—and now they both knew hertantrums would not stop him. She had only postponedher problem.
      

      
        Nevertheless, now she was able to sleep. She knew therewould be no more trouble this night, and her mother wouldbe home the next few nights. Fiant, for all his boldnesswhen he had his victim isolated, stayed clear when a re-sponsible person was in the neighborhood.
      

      
        Next day Tandy tried to talk to her mother, though shewas pretty sure it wouldn't help. "Mother, you know thatdemon Fiant, who works at the rum refinery? He—"
      

      
        "Oh, yes, the demons are such nice people," Jewel said,smelling of mildly toasted sulfur. That was her magic: herodor reflected her mood. "Especially Beauregard, doing hisresearch paper—"
      

      
        "Which he has been working on since before I was bom.He's a nice demon, yes. But Fiant is another kind. He—"
      

      
        "They never make any trouble for me when I have to setgems in their caves. The demons are such good neighbors."The sulfur was getting stronger, beginning to crinkle thenose; Jewel didn't like to hear criticisms.          »
      

      
        "Most are. Mother." Naturally the demons didn't botherJewel; without her, there would be no gems to find, andthe demons were partial to such trinkets. "But this one'sdifferent. He—"
      

      
        "Everyone's different, of course, dear. That's whatmakes Xanth so interesting." Now she smelled of freshlyblooming orange roses.
      

      
        "Maybe different isn't quite what I mean. He comes tomy room at night—"
      

      
        "Oh, he wouldn't do that! That wouldn't be right." Thewrongness of such a thing showed in the smell of an over-ripe medicine ball; even immature medicine balls smelledunpleasantly of illness, and aging intensified the effect"But he did\ Last night—"
      

      
        "You must have dreamed it, dear," Jewel said firmly.And the aroma of carrion of a moderately sated dragonshowed how distasteful any such notion was to Jewel."Sometimes those nightmares carry irresponsible dreams."
      

      
        Tandy saw that her mother did not want to becomeaware of the truth. Jewel had been a nymph and retained
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        many of her nymphal qualities despite the burden of expe-rience that marriage and motherhood had imposed on her.She had no real understanding of evil. To her, all peopleand all creatures were basically good neighbors, includingdemons. And in truth, the demons had been tolerably wellbehaved, until Fiant had taken his interest in Tandy.
      

      
        Her father Crombie would understand, though. Crombiewas not only human, he was a man of war. Well did heunderstand the ways of males. But he hardly ever had timeoff, and she had no way to advise him of her situation, sohe couldn't help now.
      

      
        As she thought of her father, Tandy abruptly realizedthat Jewel could not afford to lose her faith in people, be-cause then she would have to question Crombie's fidelity.That could only disrupt her life. Evidently Jewel's thoughtswere to some extent parallel to Tandy's because now therewas the disturbing odor of a burning field of wild oats.
      

      
        So Tandy couldn't actually talk to her mother about this.It would have to be her father, in private. That meant shehad to get to him, since he would not be home in time todeal with the demon. It was said that no man could standagainst a demon in combat, but Crombie was more than aman: he was her father. She had to reach him.
      

      
        That was a problem in itself. Tandy had never been toCastle Roogna. She had never even been to the surface ofXanth. She would be lost in an instant if she ever left thecaves. In fact, she was afraid to try. How could she travelall the way to her father's place of employment, alone? Shehad no good answer.
      

      
        The demon did not come the following night. The night-mares visited instead. Every time she slept, they trotted in,rearing over her bed, hooves flashing, ears fiat back, snort-ing the scary vapors that were the bad dreams they bore.She woke in justified terror, and they were gone—only toreturn as she slept again. That was the way of such beasts.
      

      
        Finally she became so desperate she threw a tantrum atone of them. The tantrum struck it on the flank. The maresquealed with startled pain, her hindsection collapsing, andher companions fled.
      

      
        Tandy was instantly sorry, as she generally was afterthrowing a tantrum; she knew the dark horse was onlydoing its duty and should not be punished. Tandy woke
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        completely, tears in her eyes, determined to help the ani-mal—but of course it was gone. It was almost impossible tocatch a nightmare while awake.
      

      
        She checked where the mare had stood. The floor wasscuffled there, and there were a few drops of blood. Tandyhoped the mare had made it safely home; it would be sev-eral nights before this one was fit for dream-duty again. Itwas a terrible thing to lash out at an innocent creature likethat, no matter how bothersome it might be, and Tandyresolved not to do that again.
      

      
        Next time she slept, she watched for the nightmares,trying to identify the one she had hurt. But they were along time in coming, as if they were now afraid of her, andshe could hardly blame them for that. But at last theycame, for they were compelled to do their job even when itwas dangerous to them. Timidly they approached withtheir burdens of dreams, and these now related to theharming of equines. They were making her pay for hercrime! But she never saw the hurt one, and that made herfeel increasingly guilty. She was sure that particular night-mare was forever wary of her, and would not come again.Maybe it was lying in a stall wherever such creatures wentby day, suffering. If only she had held her temper!
      

      
        It was the job of nightmares to carry the unpleasantdreams that sleepers were scheduled to have, just as it wasJewel's job to place the gems people were destined to find.Since the dreams were ugly, they could not be trusted tovoluntary participation. Thus nightmares had a bad reputa-tion, in contrast with the invisible daymares who brought inpleasant daydreams. People tried to avoid nightmares, andthis made the horses' job more difficult. Tandy wasn't surewhat would happen if the bad dreams did not get delivered,but was sure there would be trouble. It was generally bestnot to interfere with the natural order. She wondered idlywhat dreams the nightmares themselves had when theyslept.
      

      
        A few days later, when Tandy was settling down, thedemon Fiant came again. He walked right through thewall, a lascivious grin on his face. "Open up, cutie; I'mhere to fulfill your fondest fancies and delve into your deep-est desires." His tail was standing straight up, quivering.
      

      
        For a moment Tandy froze, unable even to speak. She
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        had been bothered by this creature before; now she wasterrified. Staring-eyed, she watched his confident ap-proach.
      

      
        Fiant stood over her, as before, his eyes glowing like redstars. "Lie back, spread out, make yourself comfy," hegloated. "I shall exercise your extreme expectations." Hereached for her with a long-nailed diabolic hand.
      

      
        Tandy screamed.
      

      
        This night, Jewel was home; she rushed in to discoverwhat was the matter. But the demon marched calmly outthrough the wall before Jewel arrived, and Tandy had toblame her scream on the nightmares. That provided herwith a fresh burden of guilt, for of course the mares were
      

      
        innocent.
      

      
        Tandy knew she had to do something. Plant was gettingbolder, and soon he would catch her alone—and that wouldbe worse than any nightmare. He had proved he could sur-vive one of her tantrums, so Tandy had no protection. Shewould have to go to her father Crombie—soon. But how?
      

      
        Then she had an inspiration. Why not catch a nightmareand ride her to Castle Roogna? The creature would surelyknow the way, as the mares had the addresses of all people
      

      
        who slept.
      

      
        But there were problems. Tandy had no experience rid-ing horses; she had sometimes ridden the Diggle behind hermother, traveling to the far reaches of Xanth to place em-eralds and opals and diamonds, but this was different. TheDiggle moved slowly and evenly, phasing through the rockas long as someone made a tune it liked. The nightmares,she was sure, moved swiftly and unevenly. How could shecatch one—and how could she hold on?
      

      
        Tandy was an agile girl. She had climbed all over thecaverns, swinging across chasms on rope-vines, squeezingthrough tiny crevices—good thing she was small!—swimming the chill river channels, running fleetly acrosssloping rockslides, throwing chunks at the occasional gob-lins who pursued her. If a nightmare got close enough, shewas confident she could leap onto its back and hang on toits flowing mane. It would not be a comfortable ride, butshe could manage. So all she really had to worry about wasthe first step—catching her mare.
      

      
        The problem was, the nightmares came only during a
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        person's sleep. She might pretend sleep, but she doubtedshe would fool them—and if she grabbed one while awake,it would surely dissipate like demon-smoke, leaving herwith nothing but a fading memory. Nightmares were, afterall, a type of demon; they could dematerialize in much theway Fiant did. That was how they passed through walls toreach the most secure sleepers. In fact, she suspected theybecame material only in the presence of a sleeper.
      

      
        She would have to ride the nightmare in her sleep. Onlythat would keep it material, or enable her to dematerializewith it.
      

      
        Tandy set about her task with determination. It was notthat she relished the prospect of such a ride, but that sheknew what would happen to her at the hands—or what-ever—of the demon if she did not ride. She set up a bolsteron two chairs, and practiced on it, pretending it was theback of a horse. She lay on her bed, then abruptly bouncedoff it and leaped astride the bolster, - grabbing a tasslewhere the mane should be and squeezing with her legs.Over and over she did this, drilling the procedure into her-self until it became fast and automatic. She got tired andher legs got sore, but she kept on, until she could do it inher sleep—she hoped.
      

      
        This took several days. She practiced mostly when hermother was out setting jewels, so that there would be noawkward questions. The demon did not bother her by day,fortunately, so she was able to snatch some sleep then, too.
      

      
        When she was satisfied, and also when she dared delayno longer, because of Fiant's boldness and her mother's up-coming overnight journey to set diamonds in a big kimber-lite pipe—a complex job—she acted.
      

      
        She wrote a note to her mother, explaining that she hadgone to visit her father and not to worry. Nymphs tendednot to worry much anyway, so it should be all right. Shegathered some sleeping pills from the recesses where theyslept, put them in her pockets, and lay down. One pill wasnormally good for several hours before it woke, and shehad several; they should keep her in their joint sleep allnight.
      

      
        But as the power of the pills took then- magic effect onher body, drawing her into their slumber, Tandy had analarming thought: suppose no nightmares came tonight?
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        II
      

      
        Suppose Fiant came instead—and she was locked in slum-ber, unable to resist him? That thought disturbed her somuch that the first nightmare rushed to attend to her the
      

      
        moment she slept.
      

      
        Tandy saw the creature clearly in her dream: amidnight-colored equine with faintly glowing eyes—therewas the demon stigma!—set amidst a flaring forelock. Themane was glossy black, and the tail dark ebony; even thehooves were dusky. Yet she was a handsome animal, withfine features and good musculature. The black ears perkedforward, the black nostrils flared, and the dark neckarched splendidly. Tandy knew this was an excellent repre-sentative of the species.
      

      
        "I'm asleep," she reminded herself. "This is a dream."Indeed it was. A bad dream, full of deep undertow currentsand grotesque surgings and fear and shame and horror,making her miserable. But she fought it back, nerved herself,
      

      
        and leaped for the dark horse.
      

      
        She made it. Her tedious rehearsals had served her well.She landed on the nightmare's back, clutched the sleekmane, and clasped its powerful body with her legs.
      

      
        For an instant the mare stood still, too surprised tomove. Tandy knew that feeling. Then the creature tookoff. She galloped through the wall as if it were nothing—and indeed it felt like nothing, for they had dematerialized.The power of the nightmare extended to her rider, just asthe sleeping power of the pills extended to their wearer.Tandy remained asleep, in the dream-state, fastened to her
      

      
        steed.
      

      
        The ride was a terror. Walls shot by like shadows, andopen spaces like daylight, as the mare galloped headlongand tailshort. Tandy hung on to the mane, though thestrands of it cut cruelly into her hands, because she wasafraid to let go. How hard would she fall, where would shebe, if she lost purchase now? This was a worse dream thanany before—and the sleeping pills prevented her from wak-ing.
      

      
        They were already far away from her mother's neat
      

      
        apartment. They cruised through rock and caverns, waterand fire, and the lairs of large and small monsters. Theygalloped across the table where'six demons were playing
      

      
        poker, and the demons paused a moment as if experiencingsome chill doubt without quite seeing the nightmare. Theyzoomed by a secret conclave of goblins planning foul play,and these, too, hesitated momentarily as the ambience ofbad visions touched them. The nightmare plowed throughthe deepest recess, where the Brain Coral stored the livingartifacts of Xanth, and the artifacts stirred restlessly, too,not knowing what moved them. Tandy realized that when anightmare passed a waking creature, she caused a brief badthought. Only in sleep did those thoughts have full potency.
      

      
        Now Tandy had another problem. She had to guide thissteed—and she didn't know how. If she had known how,she still wouldn't have known the way to Castle Roogna.Why hadn't she thought of this before?
      

      
        Well, this was a dream, and it didn't have to make sense."Take me to Castle Roognal" she cried. "Then I'll let yougo!"
      

      
        The nightmare neighed and changed course. Was that allthere was to it? It occurred to Tandy that the steed was asfrightened as Tandy herself was. Such horses weren'tmeant for riding! So maybe the mare would cooperate, justto be rid of her rider.
      

      
        They burst out of the caverns and onto the upper surfaceof Xanth. Tandy was used to strange things in dreams, butwas nevertheless awed. Her eyes were open—at least theyseemed to be, though this could be merely part of thedream—and she saw the vastness of the surface night.There were spreading trees and huge empty spaces and riv-ers without cave-canyons, and above was a monstrous ceil-ing full of pinpoints of light in great patches. She realizedthat these were stars, which her father had told herabout—and she had thought he was making it up, just ashe made up tales of the heroic deeds of the men of legend-ary Xanth's past—and that where there were none was be-cause of clouds. Clouds were like the vapor surroundingwaterfalls, loosed to ascend to the heavens. Turn a cloudloose, and naturally it did whatever it wanted.
      

      
        Then from behind, a cloud came a much larger light,surely the fabled sun, the golden ball that tracked acrossthe sky, always in one direction. No, not the sun, for thatchose to travel, for reasons of its own, only during the day.
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        Jewel had told her that, though Tandy wasn't sure Jewelherself had ever seen the sun. When Tandy had asked herfather whether it was true, Crombie had just laughed,which she took to be affirmation of the orb's diurnal dispo-sition. Of course things didn't need sensible reasons forwhat they did. Maybe the sun was merely afraid of thedark, so stayed clear of night
      

      
        No, this must be the moon, which was an object of simi-lar size but dimmer because it was made of green cheesethat didn't glow so well. Evidently, high-flying dragons hadeaten most of it, for only a crescent remained, the merest
      

      
        rind. Still, it was impressive.
      

      
        The mare pounded on. Tandy's hands grew numb, buther hold was firm. Her body was bruised and chafed bythe bouncing; she would be sore for daysl But at least shewas getting there. Her bad dream slipped into oblivion fora while, as dreams tended to, fading in and out as me run
      

      
        continued.Abruptly she woke. A dark castle loomed in the fading
      

      
        moonlight. They had arrivedl
      

      
        Barely in time, too, for now dawn was looming behindthem. The nightmare could not enter the light of day. Infact, the mare was already fading out, for regardless of .dawn, it was no longer bound when Tandy left the dream-state. The sleeping pills must have finished their nap, andTandy had finished hers with them. No—the stones weremostly gone; they must have bounced out one at a time inthe course of the rough ride, and now only one was left,
      

      
        not enough to do the job.
      

      
        In a moment the mare vanished entirely, freed by cir-cumstance, and Tandy found herself sprawled on the
      

      
        ground, battered and wide-eyed.
      

      
        She was stiff and sore and tired. It had not been a rest-ful sleep at all. Her legs felt swollen and numb from thighto ankle. Her hair was plastered to her scalp with the coldsweat of nocturnal fear. It had been a horrendous ordeal.But at least she was in sight of her destination.
      

      
        She got painfully to her feet and staggered toward theedifice as the blinding sun hefted itself ambitiously abovethe trees. The Land of Xanth brightened about her, and thecreatures of day began to stir. Dew sparkled. It was allstrangely pretty.
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        But as she came to the moat and saw that there was thestirring of some awful creature within it, orienting on her,she had a horrible revelation. She knew what CastleRoogna looked like, from descriptions her father had made.He had told her wonderful stories about it, from the timeshe was a baby onward, about the orchard with its cherry-bomb trees, bearing cherries a person dared not eat, andshoes of all types growing on shoe trees, and all manner ofother wonders too exaggerated to be believed. Only an idiotor a hopeless visionary would believe in the Land of Xanth,anyway! Yet she almost knew the individual monsters ofthe moat by name, and the same for the guardian zombieswho rested in the graveyard, awaiting the day when Xanthneeded defense. She knew the spires and turrets and all,and the ghosts who dwelt within them. She had a marvel-ously detailed mental map of Castle Roogna—and this pres-ent castle did not conform.This was the wrong castle.
      

      
        Oh, woe! Tandy stood in dull, defeated amazement. Allher effort, her last vestige of strength and hope, and herdeviously laid plans to reach her father lay in ruins. Whatwas she to do now? She was lost in Xanth, without food orwater, so tired she could hardly move, with no way to re-turn home. What would her mother think?
      

      
        Something stirred within the castle. The drawbridge low-ered, coming to rest across the small moat. A lovely womanwalked out of the castle, subduing the reaching monsterwith a trifling gesture of her hand, her voluminous robeblowing in the morning breeze. She saw Tandy and cametoward her—and Tandy ,saw with a new shock of horrorthat the woman had no face. Her hood contained a writh-ing mass of snakes, and emptiness where human featuresshould have been. Surely the nightmare had saved theworst dream for last!
      

      
        "Dear child," the faceless woman said. "Come with me.We have been expecting you."
      

      
        Tandy stood frozen, unable even to muster the energyfor a tantrum. What horrors lay within this dread castle?"It is all right," the snake-headed woman said reassur-ingly. "We consider that your phenomenal effort in catch-ing and riding the nightmare constitutes sufficient chal-
      

      
        14                     Os1'®' "S""®lenge to reach this castle. You will not be subject to the
      

      
        usual riddles of admission."                   ,They were going to take her inside! Tandy tried to run,but her strength was gone. She was a spunky girl, but shehad been through too much this night. She fainted.
      

      
        Chapter 2. Smash Ogre
      

      
        Smash tromped through the blackboard jungleof Xanth, looking at the pictures on the blackboards be-cause, like all his kind, he couldn't read the words. He wasin a hurry because the foul weather he was enjoyingshowed signs of abating, and he wanted to get where bewas going before it did. When he encountered a fallenbeech tree across the path, he simply hurled it out of theway, letting the beech-sand fall in a minor sandstorm.When he discovered that an errant river had jumped itschannel and was washing out the path and threatening toclean the grunge off his feet and make his toenails visiblefor the first time in weeks, he grabbed that stream by itstail and flexed it so hard that it splatted right back into itsproper channel and lay there quivering and bubbling infear. When an omery bullhorn blocked the way, threaten-ing to ram its horn most awkwardly into the posterior ofanyone who distracted it. Smash did more than that. Hepicked it up by the hom and blew a horrendous blast thatnearly turned the creature inside out. Never again wouldthat bullhorn bother travelers on that path; it had beencowed.
      

      
        This sort of thing was routine for Smash, for he was themost powerful and stupid of all Xanth's vaguely manlikecreatures. The ground trembled nervously when hetromped, and the most ferocious monsters thought it pru-dent to catch errands elsewhere until he was gone. Natu-rally the errands fled with indecent haste, wanting no partof this. In fact, no creature with any wit at all wanted anypart of this. For Smash was an ogre.
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        He was twice the height of an ordinary man, was broadin proportion, and his knots of hairy muscles stood out likethe boles of tormented old trees. Some creatures mighthave considered him ugly, but these were the less imagina-tive individuals. Smash was not ugly; he was horrendous.By no stretch of imagination could any ogre be consideredless than grotesque, and Smash was an appalling specimenof the breed. There had not been a more revolting creatureon this path since a basilisk had crossed it
      

      
        Yet Smash, like most powerfully ugly creatures, had arather sweet interior, hidden deep inside where it wouldnot embarrass him. He had been raised among humanbeings, had gone on an adventure with Prince Dor andPrincess Irene, and had made friends with centaurs. Hehad, in short, been somewhat civilized by his environment,incredible as this might seem. Most people believed that noogre was dvilizable, and that was certainly the safest beliefto hold.
      

      
        Yet Smash was no ordinary ogre. This meant that heusually did not strike without some faint reason and thathis natural passion for violence had been somewhat stifled.This was a sad condition for an ogre, yet he had borne upmoderately well. Now he had a mission.
      

      
        The bad weather cleared. The clouds drew their curtainsaside to let lovely shafts of sunlight slant down, making theair sparkle prettily. Birds shook out their feathers andtrilled joyfully. Everything was turning clean and pleasant.
      

      
        Smash snorted with disgust. How could he travel in this?He would have to camp for the afternoon and night andhope the morrow was a worse day.
      

      
        He was hungry, for it took huge and wasteful quantitiesof energy to sustain an ogre in proper arrogance. He castabout for something edible and massive enough to sustainhim, such as a dead dragon or a vat of spoiling applesauceor a mossy rock-candy boulder, but found nothing. Thisregion had already been scavenged out.
      

      
        Then he heard the squawk of a contented griffin and hesniffed the aroma of delicious pie. The perceptions of ogreswere a-cute rather than a-ugly, oddly; though the griffinwas some distance away, Smash located it precisely bysound and odor. He tromped toward it. This must be thecreature that had cleaned out all the edibles of this region.
      

      
        The griffin had captured a monstrous shoefly pie. Thewinged shoes had been cooked to a turn, the juices of theirfine leather suffusing the pie, which massed about asmuch as the griffin. This was an ideal meal for an ogre.
      

      
        Smash marched up, not bothering to employ any stealth.The griffin whirled, half spreading its wings, issuing awarning squawk. Nobody in his right mind interfered witha feeding griffin, except a sufficiently large and hungrydragon.
      

      
        But Smash was not in his right mind. No ogre ever was.There was simply not enough mind there to be right. "Megive he three, leave sight of me," he said. All ogres spokeonly in inane rhyme and lacked facility with pronouns,which they took to be edible roots. But ogres generallymade themselves plain enough, in their brutish fashion.
      

      
        The griffin had not had prior experience with an ogre.That was its fortune. There were very few ogres in theseparts. The griffin opened its eagle beak wide and screecheda warning challenge.
      

      
        Smash's bluff had been called. That was unfortunate,because no ogre was smart enough to bluff. With dimwit-ted joy, he rose to the prospect of mayhem. "One," he said,counting off on his smallest hamfinger. The griffin didn'tmove.
      

      
        "Two." After a brief search, he found another finger.The griffin had had enough of this. It gave a raucousbattle cry and charged, which was just as well, for Smashhad lost count This sort of intellectual exercise was horren-dously difficult for his kind; his. head hurt and his fingersfelt numb. But now he was released from the necessity ofcounting all the way to three, and that was a great relief.
      

      
        He grabbed the griffin by its bird beak and lion's tail,whirled it around, and hurled it out over the forest in acloud of small feathers and fur. The griffin, startled bythis reception, spread its wings, oriented, circled, decidedthe event must have been a fluke, and started to come infor another engagement. Ogres did not have a monopoly onstupidity!
      

      
        Smash faced the lion-bodied bird. "Scram, hami" he bel-lowed.
      

      
        The blast of the bellow tore out half a dozen pinfeathersand two flight feathers, and sent the griffin spinning out of
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        control. The creature righted itself again, but this time de-cided to seek its fortune elsewhere. Thus did it finally dosomething halfway smart, yielding the stupidity title to the
      

      
        ogre.
      

      
        Smash took a flying leap into the center of the shoefly
      

      
        pie. Leatherlike pastry crust flew up. The ogre grabbed abig handful of the delicious mess and stuffed it into hismaw. He slurped noisily on a boot, chewed the tongue inhalf, and masticated on a pleasantly tough heel. Oh, it wasgood! He grabbed two more handfuls, crunching soles andsucking on laces and spitting the metal eyelets out likeseeds. Soon all the pie was gone. He burped up a few metal
      

      
        nails, well satisfied.
      

      
        After gorging, he went to a stream and slurped a fewgallons of shivering cool water. As he lifted his head, he
      

      
        heard a faint call. "Help! Help!"
      

      
        Smash looked about, his ears rotating like those of theanimal he was, to orient on the sound. It came from anearby brambleberry bush. He parted the foliage with onegross finger and peered in. There was a tiny manlike crea-ture. "Help, please!" it cried.
      

      
        Ogres had excellent eyesight, but this person was sosmall that Smash had to focus carefully to see him. Her. Itwas naked and had—well, it was a tiny female imp. "Whoyou?" he inquired politely, his breath almost knocking her
      

      
        down.
      

      
        "I'm Quieta the Imp," she cried, rearranging her hair,
      

      
        which his breath had violently disarrayed. "Oh, ogre,ogre—my father's trapped and will surely perish if not res-cued soon. Please, I beseech you most prettily, help himescape, and I will reward you in my fashion."
      

      
        Smash did not care one way or another about imps; theywere too small to eat; anyway, be was for the moment full.This one was hardly more massive than one of his fingers.He did, however, like rewards. "Okay, dokay," he agreed.
      

      
        "My name's Quieta, not Dokay," she said primly. Sheled him to a spot under a soapstone boulder. It was, ofcourse, a very clean place, and the soap had been carvedinto interesting formations. There was her father-imp,caught in an alligator clamp. The alligator's jaws wereslowly chewing off his little leg.
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        "This is my father Ortant," Quieta said, introducingthem. "This is big ugly ogre."
      

      
        "Pleased to meet you, Bigugly Ogre," Imp Ortant said aspolitely as the pain in his leg permitted.
      

      
        Smash reached down, but his hamfingers were far toobig and clumsy to pry open the tiny clamp. "Queer ear," hetold the imps, and obediently both covered their minusculeears with minature hands.
      

      
        Smash let out a small roar. The alligator clamp yipedand let go, scrambling back to the farthest reach of itsanchor-chain, where it cowered. The imp was free.
      

      
        "Oh, thank you, thank you so much, ogrel" Quieta ex-claimed. "Here is your reward." She held out a tiny disk.
      

      
        Smash accepted it, balancing it on the tip of one finger,his gross brow furrowing like a newly plowed field.
      

      
        "It's a disposable reflector," Quieta explained proudly.Then, seeing that he did not comprehend: "A mirror, madefrom a film of soap-bubble. That's what we imps do. Wemake pretty, iridescent bubbles for the fairies, and lensesfor sunbeams, and sparkles for the morning dew. Eachitem works only once, so we are constantly busy, I can tellyou. We call it planned obsolescence. So now you have anice little mirror. But remember—you can use it only one
      

      
        time."
      

      
        Smash tucked the mirror into his bag, vaguely disap-pointed. Somehow, for no good reason, he had expected
      

      
        more.
      

      
        "Well, you saved my father only once," Quieta said de-fensively. "He's not very big, either. It's a perfect mirror,
      

      
        you know."
      

      
        Smash nodded, realizing that small creatures gave smallrewards. He wasn't quite sure what use the mirror wouldbe to him, since ogres did not look at their own ugly facesvery much, because their reflections tended to break mir-rors and curdle the surfaces of calm lakes; in any event,this mirror was far too small and frail to sustain his image.Since it could be used only once, he would save it for animportant occasion. Then he tromped to a pillow bush,pounded it almost flat and lumpy, and snored himself tosleep while the jungle trembled.
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        The weather was unconscionably fair the next day, butSmash tromped on regardless until he reached the castle ofthe Good Magician Humfrey. It was- not particularly im-posing. There was a small moat he could wade through,and an outer wall he could bash through—practically an
      

      
        open invitation.
      

      
        But Smash had learned at Castle Roogna that it was bestto be polite around Magicians, and not to bash too care-lessly into someone's castle. So he opened his bag of belong-ings and donned his finest apparel: an orange jacket andsteely gauntlets, given to him four years ago by the cen-taurs of Centaur Isle. The jacket was invulnerable to pene-tration by a weapon, and the gauntlets protected his ham-fists from the consequence of their own power. He had notworn these things before because he didn't want them to
      

      
        get dirty. They were special.
      

      
        Now, properly dressed, he cupped his mug and bellowedpolitely: "Some creep asleep?" Just in case the Good Magi-cian wasn't up yet.
      

      
        There was no response. Smash tried again. "Me Smash.Me bash." That was letting the Magician know, delicately,
      

      
        that he was coming in.
      

      
        Still no answer. It seemed Humfrey was not paying at-tention. Having exhausted his knowledge of the require-ments of human etiquette as he understood them. Smashproceeded to act. He waded into the water of the moat witha great and satisfying splash. Washing was un-ogrish, butsplashing wasn't. In a moment the spume dimmed the sun-light and caused the entire castle to shine with moisture.
      

      
        A sea monster swam to intercept him. Mostly that kinddid not frequent rivers or moats, but the Good Magicianhad an affinity for the unusual. "Hi, fly," Smash said affa-bly, removing a gauntlet and raising a hairy hamfist ingreeting. He generally got along all right with monsters, if
      

      
        they were ugly enough.
      

      
        The monster stared cross-eyed for a moment at the hugefist under its snout, noting the calluses, scars, and bama-clelike encrustations of gristle. Then the creature turnedtail and swam hastily away. Smash's greetings sometimesaffected other creatures like that; he wasn't sure why.
      

      
        He redonned the gauntlet and forged on out of the moat,reaching a brief embankment from which th" wall rose. HeOgre, Ogre                       21
      

      
        lifted one gauntleted hamfist to bash a convenient hole—•and spied something on the stone. It was a small lizard,dingy blah in color, with medium sandpaper skin, ineffi-cient legs, a truncated tail, and a pungent smell. Its meanlittle head swiveled around to fix on the ogre.
      

      
        Smash's gauntleted hand snapped out, covering the liz-ard, blocking its head off from view. Ogres were stupid butnot suicidal. This little monster was no ordinary lizard; itwas a basilisk! Its direct glance was fatal, even to an ogre.
      

      
        What was he to do? Soon the creature's poisonous bodywould corrode the metal of the gauntlet, and Smash wouldbe in trouble. He couldn't remain this way!
      

      
        He remembered that Prince Dor had had a problem witha basilisk that was a cockatrice. Dor had sent news of abaleful henatrice, and the cock-lizard had hurried off at aswift crawl to find her. But Smash had no such resource;
      

      
        he didn't know where a hen might be, and realized that thisone might even be a henatrice. It was hard to look closelyenough to ascertain the sexual status of such a creaturewithout getting one's eyeballs stoned. And if he had hap-pened to know where a basilisk of the opposite sex mightbe, how could he tell that news to this one? He didn't speakthe language. For that he needed the assistance of hisfriend Grundy the Golem, who could speak any languageat all.
      

      
        Then he remembered the imp's disposable reflector. Hefished in his bag with his left mitt and, after severalclumsy tries, brought it out. He stuck it to the tip of hisgauntleted finger and poked it toward the region where thebasilisk's head should be.
      

      
        Carefully he withdrew his right hand, averting his gaze.This was delicate work! If he aimed the mirror wrong, or ifit fell off his finger, or if the basilisk didn't look—
      

      
        There was a plop on the ground at his feet. Oh, no! Themirror had fallen! Dismayed, he looked.
      

      
        The basilisk lay stunned. It had seen its own reflectionin the mirror and suffered the natural consequence. Itwould recover after a while—but by then Smash would beout of its range.
      

      
        The mirror had not dropped. It had shattered under theimpact of the basilisk's glare. But it had done its job. Quieta'slittle reward had proved worthwhile.
      

      
         
      

      
        Smash scooped out a handful of dirt and dumped it overthe body of the basilisk so that he would not accidentallylook at it. As long as that mound was intact, he wouldknow he was safe.
      

      
        Now he hefted his right fist and smashed it into thestone wall. Sand fragments flew outward from the impactwith satisfying force. This was sheer joy; only when exer-cising the prerogative of his name did Smash feel trulyhappy. Smashi Smash! Smashi Dust filled the air, and apile of rubble formed about him as the hole deepened.
      

      
        Soon he was inside the castle. There was a second wall,an arm's reach inside the first. Oh, goody! This one was alattice of bars, not nearly as substantial as the first, butmuch better than nothing.
      

      
        For variety. Smash used his left fist this time. After all,it needed fun and exercise, too. He smashed it into thebars.
      

      
        The fist stopped short. Oooh, ouch! Only the gauntletpreserved it from injury, but it still smarted. This wasmuch tougher stuff than stone or metall
      

      
        Smash took hold of the bars with both hands andheaved. His power should have launched the entire walltoward the clouds, but there was nary a budge. This wasthe strongest stuff he had encountered!
      

      
        Smash paused to consider. What material could resist themight of an ogre?
      

      
        Thinking was hard for his kind. His skull heated up un-comfortably, causing the resident fleas to jump off withhot feet. But in due course he concluded that there wasonly one thing as tough as an ogre, and that was anotherogre. He peered at the bars. Sure enough—these wereogres' bones, lashed together with ogres' sinews. No wonderhe had found them impervious!
      

      
        This was a formidable barrier. He could not bashblithely through it—nor would he wish to, for the bones ofogres were sacred to ogres. Little else was.
      

      
        Smash pondered some more. His brain was alreadysweating from the prior effort; now there was a scorchedsmell as the fur of his head grew hot. Ogres were creaturesof action, not cerebration! But again his valiant and painfuleffort was rewarded; he rammed through a notion.
      

      
        "Oh, ogres' bones," he said. "Me know zones of deep,deep ground where can't be found."
      

      
        The wall of bones quivered. All bad ogres craved inde-cent burial after death; it was one of their occasional linkswith the species of man. The best interment was in a gar-bage dump or toxic landfill for the disposal of poisonousplants and animals, but ordinary ground would do if prop-erly cursed and tromped down sufficiently hard.
      

      
        "Me pound in mound with round of sound," Smash con-tinued, arguing his case with extraordinary eloquence.
      

      
        That did it. The wall collapsed into an expectant pile.Smash picked up a bone, set it endwise against the ground,and, with a single blow of his gaundeted fist, drove it sodeep in the earth that it disappeared. He took another anddid the same. "Me flail he nail," he grunted, invoking anogrish ritual of disposal. He was nailing the ground.
      

      
        Soon all the bones were gone. "Me fling he string," hesaid, poking the tendons down after the bones with his fin-ger and scooping dirt over the holes. Then he stomped themound, his big flat feet making the entire region reverber-ate boomingly. Stray stones fell from the walls of the castle,and the monster of the moat fled to the deepest muck.
      

      
        At last it was time for the concluding benediction. "Bonedark as ink, me think he stink!" he roared, and there was afinal swirl of dust and grit. The site had been cursed, andthe burial was done.
      

      
        But now a new hazard manifested. This was a kind oflinear fountain, the orange liquid shooting up high and fall-ing back to flow into a channel like a small moat. It wasrather pretty—but when Smash started to push through it,he drew back his hand with a grunt. That was not water—it was firewater!
      

      
        He tried to walk around it, but the ring of fire sur-rounded the inner castle. He tried to jump over, but theflames leaped gleefully higher than he could, licking up totoast his fur. Ogres could not be hurt by much, but theydid feel pain when burned. This was awkward.
      

      
        He tried to pound out a tunnel under the fire, but thewater flowed immediately into it and roasted him somemore. It danced with flickering delight, with evilly glitter-ing eyes forming within its substance, winking, mocking
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        him, and fingers of flame elevating in obscene gestures.    ^This was in fact a firewater elemental, one of the most
      

      
        formidable of spirits.
      

      
        Smash pondered again. The effort gave him a splitting
      

      
        headache. He held his face together with his two paws,    tforcing the split back together, squeezing his skull until thebone fused firm, and hurried back to the moat to soak his
      

      
        head.                                                    |The cool shock of water not only got his head back to-gether, it gave him an idea. Ideas were rare things forogres, and not too valuable. But this one seemed good. Wa-ter not only cooled heads, it quenched fire. Maybe he could
      

      
        use the moat to break through the wall of fire.
      

      
        He formed his paw into a flipper and scooped a splash
      

      
        through the hole in the outer wall toward the firewall. Thesplash scored—but the fire did not abate. It leaped higher,crackling mirthfully. He scooped again, wetting the wholeregion, but with no better effect The firewall danced un-harmed, mocking him with foul-smelling noises.
      

      
        Ogres were slow to anger, because they lacked the wit toknow when they were being insulted. But Smash was get-ting there. He scooped harder, his paw moving like a crudepaddle, hurling a steady stream of moatwater at the wall.Still the fire danced, though the water flooded the region.Smash labored yet harder, feeling the exhilaration of chal-lenge and violence, until the level of the moat lowered andthe entire cavity between the outer wall and the firewallsurged with muddy fluid. The sea monster's tail was ex-posed by the draining water; it hastily squiggled deeper.Still the fire danced, humming a hymn of victory; it couldnot be quenched. Water was as much its element as fire. Itmerely flickered on the surface, spreading wider, reaching
      

      
        toward Smash. Was there no way to defeat it?
      

      
        "Hoool" Smash exclaimed, frustrated. But the blast of ;
      

      
        his breath only made the flame bow concavely and leap yet |
      

      
        higher. It liked hot air as well as cool water,               j
      

      
        Smash couldn't think of anything better to do, so he keptshoveling water. The flood level rose and backwatercoursed out through the gap. Smash tried to dam it up withrubble, but the level was too high. The fire still flickeredmerrily on the surface, humming a tune about an old
      

      
        flame.
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        Then the ogre had one more smart notion, a prohibi-tively rare occurrence for his kind. He dived forward,spread his arms, and swam under the fire. It couldn't reachhim below the moatwater. He came up beyond it, the lasthurdle navigated.
      

      
        "Ccurrssess!" the firewater hissed furiously, and flick-ered out.
      

      
        Now Smash stood within a cluttered room. Books over-flowed shelves and piled up on the floor. Bottles and boxesperched everywhere, interspersed with assorted statuettesand amulets and papers. In the middle of it all, like an-other item of clutter, hunched over a similarly crowdedwooden desk, was a little gnome of a man. Smash recog-nized him—the Good Magician Humfrey, the man whoknew everything.
      

      
        Humfrey glanced up from his tome. "Don't drip on mybooks, Smash," he said.
      

      
        Smash fidgeted, trying not to drip on the books. Therewas hardly room for him to stand upright, and hardly aspot without a book, volume, or tome. He started to drip onan amulet, but it crackled ominously and he edged away."Me no stir. Magician sir," he mumbled, wondering howthe Good Magician knew his name. Smash knew of Hum-frey by description and reputation, but this was the firsttime the two had met.
      

      
        "Well, out with it, ogre," the Magician snapped irritably."What's your Question?"
      

      
        Now Smash felt more awkward than ever. The truthwas, he did not know what to ask. He had thought his lifewould be complete when he achieved his full growth, butsomehow he found it Wasn't. Something was missing—andhe didn't know what. Yet he could not rest until the miss-ing element was satisfied. So he had tromped to see theGood Magician, because that was what creatures withseemingly insoluble problems did—but he lacked the intel-lect to formulate the Question. He had hoped to work it outduring the journey; but, with typical ogrish wit, he had for-gotten all about it until this moment. There was no gettingaround it; there were some few occasions when an ogre wastoo stupid for his own good. "No know," he confessed,standing on one of his own feet.
      

      
        Humfrey scowled. He was a very old gnome, and it was
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        quite a scowl. "You came here to serve a year's service foran Answer—and you don't have a Question?"
      

      
        Smash had a Question, he was sure; he just didn't knowhow to formulate it. So he stood silent, dripping on stray
      

      
        artifacts, like the unsmart oaf he was.
      

      
        Humfrey sighed. "Even if you asked it, it wouldn't bethe right Question," he said. "People are forever asking thewrong Questions, and wasting their efforts. I remember notlong ago a girl came to ask how to change her nature. Cha-meleon, her name was, except she wasn't called that then.Her nature was just fine; it was her attitude that needed
      

      
        changing." He shook his head.
      

      
        As it happened. Smash knew Chameleon. She wasPrince Dor's mother, and she changed constantly fromsmart to stupid and from beautiful to ugly. Humfrey wasright: her nature was just fine. Smash liked to talk withher when she was down at his own level of idiocy, and tolook at her when she was at his level of ugliness. But thetwo never came together, unfortunately. Still, she was afairly nice person, considering that she was human.
      

      
        "Very well," Humfrey said in a not-very-well voice. "Weare about to have a first: an Answer without a Question.Are you sure you wish to pay the fee?"
      

      
        Smash wasn't sure, but did not know how to formulatethat uncertainty, either. So he just nodded afBrmatively,his shaggy face scaring a cuckoo bird that had been aboutto signal the hour. The bird signaled the hour with a terri-fied dropping instead of a song, and retreated into its
      

      
        cubby.
      

      
        "So be it," the Magician said, shrugging. "You will dis-cover what you need among the Ancestral Ogres." Then hegot up and marched to the door. "Come on; my effaced
      

      
        wife will see about your service."
      

      
        Numbly, Smash followed. Now he had his Answer—and
      

      
        he didn't understand it.
      

      
        They went downstairs—apparently, somehow, in a man-ner that might have been intelligible to a creature ofgreater wit, Smash had gotten upstairs in the process ofswimming under the firewall and emerging in the GoodMagician's study—where Humfrey's wife awaited them.This was the lovely, faceless Gorgon—faceless because ifher face were allowed to show, it would turn men instantly
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        to stone. Even faceless, she was said to have a somewhatpetrifying effect. "Here he is," Humfrey said, as if deliver-ing a bag of bad apples.
      

      
        The Gorgon looked Smash up and down—or seemed to.Several of the little serpents that substituted for her hairhissed. "He certainly looks like an ogre," she remarked. "Ishe housebroken?"
      

      
        "Of course he's not housebroken!" Humfrey snapped."He dripped all over my studyl Where's the girl?"
      

      
        "Tandy!" the Gorgon called.
      

      
        A small girl appeared, rather pretty in a human way,with brown tresses and blue eyes and a spunky, tumed-upnose. "Yes'm?"
      

      
        "Tandy, you have completed your year's service thisdate," the Gorgon said. "Now you will have your Answer."
      

      
        The little girl's eyes brightened like noontime patches ofclear sky. She squiggled with excitement. "Oh, thank you,Gorgon. I'm almost sorry to leave, but I really should re-turn home. My mother is getting tired of only seeing me inthe magic mirror. What is my Answer?"
      

      
        The Gorgon nudged Humfrey, her voluptuous body rip-pling as she moved. "The Answer, spouse."
      

      
        "Oh. Yes," the Good Magician agreed, as if this had notbefore occurred to him. He cleared his throat, considering.
      

      
        "Also say, what me pay," Smash said, not realizing thathe was interrupting an important cogitation.
      

      
        "The two of you travel together," Humfrey said.
      

      
        Smash stared down at the tiny girl, and Tandy stared upat the hulking ogre. Each was more dismayed than theother. The ogre stood two and a half times the height of thegirl, and that was the least of the contrast between them.
      

      
        "But I didn't ask—" Tandy protested.
      

      
        "What me task?" Smash said simultaneously. Had hebeen more alert, he might have thought to marvel that eventhis overlapping response rhymed.
      

      
        The Gorgon seemed to smile. "Sometimes my husband'spronouncements need a little interpretation," she said. "Heknows so much more than the rest of us, he fails to makeproper allowance for our ignorance." She pinched Hum-frey's cheek in a remarkably familiar manner. "He meansthis: the two of you. Smash and Tandy, are to travelthrough the wilds of Xanth together, fending off hazards
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        together. That is the ogre's service in lieu of a year's laborat this castle—protecting his companion. It is also the girl'sAnswer, for which she has already paid."
      

      
        "That's exactly what I said," Humfrey grumped.
      

      
        "You certainly did, dear," the Gorgon agreed, planting afaceless loss on the top of his head.
      

      
        "But it doesn't make sense!" Tandy protested.
      

      
        "It doesn't have to make sense," the Gorgon explained."It's an Answer."
      

      
        Oh. Now Smash understood, as far as he was able.
      

      
        "May I go back to my tome?" the Good Magician askedpetulantly.
      

      
        "Why, of course you may," the Gorgon replied gra-ciously, patting his backside as he turned. The Good Magi-cian climbed back up toward his study. Smash knew theman had lost valuable working time, but somehow the Ma-gician did not seem unhappy. Naturally the nuances of hu-man interrelations were beyond the comprehension of amere ogre.
      

      
        The Gorgon returned her attention to them. "He's such adarling," she remarked. "I really don't know how he sur-vived a century without me." She focused, seemingly, onTandy. "And you might, if you would, do me a favor onthe way," the Gorgon said. "I used to live on an island nearthe Magic Dust Village, which I think is right on yourroute to Lake Ogre-Chobee. I fear I caused some mischieffor that village in my youth; I know I am not welcomethere. But my sister the Siren remains in the area, and ifyou would convey my greetings to her—"
      

      
        "But how can I travel with an ogre?" Tandy protested."That's not an Answer; that's a punishment 1 He'll gobbleme up the first time he gets hungryl"
      

      
        "Not necessarily so," the Gorgon demurred. "Smash isno ordinary ogre. He's honest and halfway civilized. Hewill perform his service correctly, to the best of his limitedunderstanding. He will not permit any harm to come toyou. In fact, you could hardly have a better guardian whiletraversing the jungles of Xanth."
      

      
        "But how does this solve my problem, even if I'm notgobbled up?" Tandy persisted. Smash saw that her spunkynose was a correct indication of her character; she had a
      

      
        fighting spirit despite her inadequate size. "Traveling won'tsolve a thing! There's nowhere I can go to—"
      

      
        The Gorgon touched the girl's lips with a forefinger."Let your problem be private for now, dear. Just accept myassurance. If my husband says traveling will solve yourproblem, then traveling will solve it. Humfrey knew anogre would be coming here at this time, and knew youneeded that sort of protection, since you have so little fa-miliarity with the outside world. Believe me, it will turnout for the best."
      

      
        "But I don't have anywhere to go!"
      

      
        "Yes, but Smash does. He is seeking the AncestralOgres."
      

      
        "A whole tribe of ogres? I'm absolutely doomed!"
      

      
        The Gorgon's expression was facelessly reproving. "Nat-urally you do not have to follow the advice you paid for,dear. But the Good Magician Humfrey really does knowbest."
      

      
        "I think he's getting old," Tandy said rebelliously."Maybe he doesn't know as much as he used to."
      

      
        "He likes to claim that he's forgotten more than he everknew," the Gorgon said. "Perhaps that is so. But do notunderestimate him. And don't misjudge this ogre."
      

      
        Tandy pouted. "Oh, all right! I'll go with the monster.But if he gobbles me up, you'll be responsible! I'll neverspeak to you again."
      

      
        "I accept the responsibility," the Gorgon agreed. "NowSmash is hungry." She turned to him. "Come to thekitchen, ogre, for a peck or two of raw potatoes. Theyhaven't been cleaned, and some have worms; you'll likethem."
      

      
        "You're joking!" Tandy said. Then she looked again atSmash, who was licking his chops. "You're not joking!"
      

      
        "Well spoke; no joke," Smash agreed, hoping therewould also be a few barrels of dirty dishwater to glug downwith the potatoes. Tandy grimaced.
      

      
         
      

      
        Chapter 3. Eye Queue
      

      
        They traveled together, but it was no pleasurefor either. Smash had to take tiny slow steps to enable thegirl to keep up, and Tandy made it plain she consideredthe ogre to be a monstrous lout. She refused to let himcarry her, as he could readily have done; despite the Gor-gon's assurances, she was afraid of getting gobbled. Sheseemed to have a thing about monsters, and male monstersin particular; she hated them. So they wended their tediousway south toward Lake Ogre-Chobee—a journey thatshould have taken Smash alone a single day, but promisedto take several days with Tandy. The Good Magician hadcertainly come up with a bad chore in lieu of his year'sservice for an Answer! And Smash still didn't know what
      

      
        Question had been answered.
      

      
        The scenery was varied. At first they crossed rollinghills; it took some time for Tandy to get the hang of walk-ing on a hill that rolled, and she took several tumbles. For-tunately, the hills were covered with soft, green turf, sothat the girl could roll with the punches, head over feetwithout much damage. Smash did note, as a point of disin-terest, that his companion was not the child she seemed.She was very small even for her kind, but in the course ofher tumbles she displayed well-formed limbs and torso. Shewas a little woman, complete in every small detail. Smashknew about such details because he had once traveled toMundania with Prince Dor and Princess Irene, and thatgirl Irene had somehow managed to show off every salientfeature of her sex in the course of the adventure, all thewhile protesting that she wanted no one to see. Tandy had
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        less of each, but was definitely of a similar overall configu-ration. And her exposures, it seemed, were genuinely unin-tentional, rather than artful. She evidently had no notion ofwhat to wear on such a trip. In fact, she seemed amazinglyignorant of Xanth terrain. It was as if she had never beenhere before—which, of course, was nonsense. Every citizenof Xanth had lived in Xanth, as had even the zombies andghosts, who no longer lived, but remained active.
      

      
        After they passed the rolling hills they came to a morestable area, where a tangle tree held sway. Tanglers werelike dragons and ogres in this respect: no sensible creaturetangled voluntarily with one. Smash didn't even thinkabout it; he just stepped around it, letting it sway alone.
      

      
        But Tandy walked straight down the neat, clear paththat always led to such trees, innocently sniffing the pleas-ant fragrance of the evil plant. She was almost within itsquiveringly hungry embrace before Smash realized that shereally didn't know what it was.
      

      
        Smash dived for the girl, trying to snatch her out of thegrasp of the twitching tentacles. "No gol" he bellowed.
      

      
        Tandy saw him. "Eeek! The monster's going to gobbleme!" she cried. But it was Smash she meant, not the realmenace. She scooted on inside the canopy of the dreadtree.
      

      
        With a gleeful swish, the hanging tentacles pounced.Five of them caught her legs, arms, and head. The girl washauled up and carried toward the slavering wooden orificein the base of the trunk. She screamed foolishly, as was herkind's wont in such circumstances.
      

      
        Smash took only a moment to assess the situation.Thought with his brain was tedious and fatiguing and nonetoo effective, but thought with his muscles was swift andsure. He saw Tandy in midair, wearing a pretty red printdress and matching red slippers; tentacles were grabbing atthese, assuming them to be edible portions. One tentaclewas tugging at her hair, dislodging the red ribbon in it. In amoment the tree would realize that the red was only thewrapping, and would tear that away and get down to seri-ous business.
      

      
        Smash could handle a small tangler; he was, after all, anogre. But this was a big tangler. It had a hundred or morepythonlike tentacles, and a personality to match its
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        strength. There was no way to negotiate or to reason withit; Smash had to fight.
      

      
        The ogre charged in. That wasn't hard; tanglers wantedcreatures to enter their turf. It was the getting out againthat was difficult. He grabbed the mass of tentacles thathad wrapped around the terrified and struggling girl. "Treelet be," he grunted, hauling the works back away from thesap-drooling orifice.
      

      
        Now, tanglers were ferocious, but not unduly stupid.This tree was full-sized—but so was the ogre. Very fewthings cared to cross an ogre. The tree hesitated, and itscoils about the girl loosened.
      

      
        Then the tree decided that it could, after all, handle thischallenge and gain a respectable meal in the bargain. Itattacked Smash with its remaining tentacles.
      

      
        Smash had been wary of this, but was stuck for it. Hegrabbed a tentacle in each hand and yanked—but the ma-terial was flexible and stretchable, and moved with him.He lacked the leverage to rip the tentacles out. Meanwhile,Tandy was being carried back to the orifice, trailing tornswatches of red cloth.
      

      
        Smash tried a new tactic: he squeezed. Now the treekeened in vegetable pain as its two tentacles were con-stricted into jelly, dripped and spurted juice, and finallywere lopped off. But the thing expected to take somelosses, and it could always grow new tentacles; Tandy wasalmost at the glistening maw. A limber fiber tongue wastasting the red fabric. By the dme Smash could truncate allthe tentacles, the girl would be long digested.
      

      
        Smash hurled himself at the orifice. He smashed hisgauntleted fists into it, breaking off the wooden teeth. Sapsplashed, burning his fur where it struck. The tree roaredwith a sound like sundering timber, but the tentacles keptcoming.
      

      
        The ogre braced himself before the orifice, blocking theentry of the girl. She banged into him before the tree real-ized this, and he was able to grab a couple more tentaclesand pinch them off. Now the tree could not consume heruntil it dealt with him—and he was turning out to betougher than it had anticipated. In fact, he was turning outtougher than he had anticipated; he had thought the treehad the advantage, but he was faring pretty well.
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        It was a bad thing in Xanth when a predator misjudgedits foe. The tree was now in trouble, but had to fight on.As new tentacles converged. Smash caught them, twistedseveral together, and tied their tips into a great raveledknot that he shoved into the orifice in the trunk. The mawclosed automatically, squirting digestive sap—and the treesuffered a most unpleasant surprise. The keening of agonymagnified piercingly.
      

      
        During this distraction. Smash unwrapped the girl,squeezing each tentacle until it let go. Soon Tandy stood onthe ground, disheveled, shaken, but intact. "So—go,"Smash said, catching other questing tentacles to clear herescape.
      

      
        The girl scooted out. She might be small and ignorant,but she didn't freeze long in a crisis! Now Smash retreatedcautiously, glaring at hovering tentacles to discourage re-newed attack. But the tree had had enough; the ogre haddefeated it. There was no further aggression.
      

      
        Smash stepped out, privately surprised. How was it hehad been able to foil a tangler this size? He concentrated,with effort, and managed to come to a conclusion; he hadgrown since the last time he had tangled with a tangler.Before, he would not have been strong enough to handle it;
      

      
        now, with his larger mass and the gauntlets, he had the ad-vantage. His self-image had not kept pace with his physicalcondition. He knew his father Crunch could have handledthis tree; he, Smash, was now as powerful as that.
      

      
        Tandy was waiting for him down the path. She wassadly bedraggled, her dress in tatters, and bruises on herbody, but her spirit remained spunky. "I guess I have toapologize to you. Smash," she said. "I thought—nevermind what I thought. You risked your life to save me frommy folly. I was being childish; you were mature."
      

      
        "Sure—mature," Smash agreed, uncertain what she wasgetting at. People did not apologize to ogres, so he had nobasis for comprehension.
      

      
        "Well, next time you tell me 'no go,' I'll pay better at-tention," she concluded.
      

      
        He shrugged amenably. That would make things easier.
      

      
        The day was getting on, and they were tired. Battlingtangle trees tended to have that effect. Smash -located amuffin bush with a number of fresh ripe muffins, and
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        used his finger to punch a hole in a lime-soda tree so theycould drink. Then he found a deserted harpy nest in a tree,long since weathered out, so that the filth and smell weregone. He harvested a blanket from a blanket bush and usedit to line the nest. This was for Tandy to sleep in. It tookher some time to catch on, but as darkness loomed acrossthe land in the grim way it had in the wilderness, and thenocturnal noises began, she was glad enough to clamber toit scad curl up in it. He noted that she was good at climb-ing, though she hardly seemed to know what a tree was.He settled down below, on guard.
      

      
        Tandy did not sleep immediately. Curled in her nest, shetalked. Apparently this was a human trait. "You know,Smash, I've never been out on the surface of Xanth on footbefore. I was raised in the caverns, and then I rode a night-mare to the Good Magician's castle. That was an accident;
      

      
        I really wanted to go to Castle Roogna to see my father,Crombie. But dawn came too soon, and I was out of sleep-ing pills, and—well, I sort of had to ask a Question so as tohave a nice place to stay until I figured out what to do. Ispent a whole year working inside the castle; I never evenset foot beyond the moat, because I was afraid a certainparty would be lurking for me. So it's not surprising I don'tknow about things like rolling hills and tangle trees."
      

      
        That explained a lot. Smash realized he would have towatch her more closely, to be sure she did not walk into alethal trap. The Magician's rationale for having her travelwith him was making more sense. She certainly could notsafely travel alone.
      

      
        "I'm sorry I distrusted you. Smash," she continued inher talkative way. "You see, I was raised near demons, andin some ways you resemble a demon. Big and strong anddusky. I was prejudiced."
      

      
        Smash grunted noncommittally. He had not met manydemons, but doubted they could powder rock in the man-ner of ogres.
      

      
        "I certainly have a lot to learn, don't I?" she continuedruefully. "I thought trees were sweet plants and ogres werebad brutes, and now I know they aren't."
      

      
        Oops. "Ogre. No—grrr!" Smash exclaimed emphatically.
      

      
        Tandy was quick to catch on; she had the ready intelli-
      

      
        gence of her kind. "You mean I shouldn't trust all ogres?That they really do gobble people?"
      

      
        "Ogres prone to crunch bone," Smash agreed.
      

      
        "But you didn't—I— mean—" she grew doubtful.
      

      
        "Smash work hard, girl to guard."
      

      
        "Oh, you mean because the Good Magician charged youwith my protection," she said, relieved. "Your service foryour Answer. So ogres do gobble people and crunch bones,but they also honor their obligations."
      

      
        Smash didn't follow all of the vocabulary, but it soundedabout right, so he grunted assent.
      

      
        "Very well. Smash," she concluded. "I'll trust you, butwill be wary of all other ogres. And all other things ofXanth, too, especially if they seem too nice to be true."
      

      
        That was indeed best. They lapsed into sleep.
      

      
        No one bothered them in the night. After all, the night-mares had to be wary of Tandy, after she had ridden oneof them, and he wasn't sure whether the mares knew howto climb trees. As for himself—it was always the best pol-icy to let a sleeping ogre lie.
      

      
        They breakfasted on sugar sand and cocoa-nut milk.Tandy had never before- drunk cocoa and was intrigued bythe novelty. She was also amazed by the way Smash liter-ally shoveled the sugar into his mouth, hardly pausing tochew, and crunched up whole cocoa-nuts, husks and all."You really are a monster," she said, half admiringly, andSmash grunted agreement, pleased.
      

      
        Then they resumed their trek south, encountering onlyroutine creatures. A toady was hopping north, looking forsome important person to advise; when told that CastleRoogna was many days of hopping distant, it contorted itsbroad and warty mouth into a scowl. "I hope I don't croakbefore I get there," it said, and moved on. Croaking, itseemed, was bad form for toadies.
      

      
        Then there was the quack, with a wide bill and webbedfeet and a bag of special magic medicines. He was, he ex-plained, looking for a suitable practice, where his marvel-ous remedies would be properly appreciated. Meanwhile,did they happen to knew where Pete was? Pete was a bog,very good for delving. Since Pete wasn't north, where
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        Tandy and Smash had come from, and probably wasn'tsouth, where the Magic Dust Village was supposed to be,and wasn't west, where the quack had come from, it had tobe east, by elimination. The quack coughed and, his mindjogged by the term, deposited some genuine fresh birdlimeon the ground. Flies instantly materialized, having a tastefor lime, and Smash and Tandy moved on.
      

      
        By noon they were in rougher territory. Sweatersswarmed about them, causing them to perspire, untilSmash got fed up and issued a bellowing roar that blewthem all away. Unfortunately, it also blew the leaves offthe nearest trees, and several more tatters from Tandy'sdress.
      

      
        Then they encountered a region of curse-burrs—littleballs of irritation that clung tenaciously to any portion ofthe body they encountered. Smash's face lit up in a horren-dous smile. "Me remember here!" he cried. "Me whelpednear."
      

      
        "You were born here? Amidst these awful burrs?"Tandy smiled ruefully. "I should have known."
      

      
        Smash laughed. It sounded like a rockslide in a canyon."Me sire Crunch, best of bunch." He looked avidly about,whelphood memories filtering back into his thick skull. Lat-er, his family had moved to the vicinity of Castle Roogna,because his lovely mother, whose hair was like nettles andwhose face would make a zombie blush, had felt their cubshould have some slight exposure to civilization. Crunch,the slave of love, had acceded to this un-ogrish notion; whocould resist the blandishments of such a mushface asSmash's mother?
      

      
        "Oh, this is awful!" Tandy protested. "These burrs aregetting in my hair." It seemed human girls were sensitiveto that sort of thing.
      

      
        "Could be worse," Smash said helpfully. "She makecurse."
      

      
        "Curse?" she asked blankly.
      

      
        Smash demonstrated. "Burr—grrr!" he growled. A burrdropped lifelessly off his gross nose.
      

      
        "I don't think I can make such rhymes," Tandy said.Then a burr stuck her finger. "Get away, you awfulthing!" she exploded.
      

      
        The burr dropped off. Tandy looked at it, comprehend-
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        ing. She was certainly intelligent! "Oh, I see. You just haveto curse them away!"
      

      
        Even so, it was not easy, for Tandy had been raised as anice girl and did not know many curses. They hurried outof the burr region.
      

      
        Now they came to a dead forest. The trees stood gaunt,petrified in place. "I'd like to know how that happened,"Tandy remarked. Smash knew, but it was a long story in-volving the romantic meeting of his parents, and it washard for him to formulate it properly, so he let it go..
      

      
        In the afternoon they came to a region of brambles.These were aggressive plants with glistening spikes. Smashcould wade through them imperviously, for his skin was sotough he hardly felt the few thorns they dared to stick himwith. It was quite another matter for Tandy, who had deli-cate and sweet-smelling skin, the kind that was made to betormented by thorns.
      

      
        There were neatly cleared paths through the bramblesthat Tandy was inclined to use, but Smash cautioned heragainst this. "Lion, ant, between plant."
      

      
        Her small brow wrinkled. "I don't see anything."
      

      
        Then an ant-lion appeared. It had the head of a lion andthe body of an ant, and massed about as much as the girldid; it was, of course, ten times as ferocious as anything anice girl could imagine. It roared when it spied her, strid-ing forward aggressively.
      

      
        Smash roared back. The ant-lion hastily reversed course;
      

      
        it had been so distracted by the luscious prey that it hadnot before seen the unluscious guardian. But Smash knewthat soon many more would arrive and would swarm overthe intruders. This was no safe place, even for the likes ofhimself.
      

      
        "Now I understand," Tandy said, turning pale. "Smash,let's get out of here!"
      

      
        But already there were rustlings behind them. The ant-lions had surrounded them. There would be no easy escape.
      

      
        "Me know path, avoid ant wrath," Smash said, lookingupward. How fortunate that he had been raised in this vi-cinity, so that useful details of geography were comingback to his slow memory!
      

      
        "Oh, I couldn't swing from branch to branch through the
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        trees the way I'm sure you can," Tandy said, "I'm agile,but not that agile. I'd be sure to fall."
      

      
        But the ant-lions were closing in, a full pride of them.Smash had to pick Tandy up to get her out of their reach.Thus burdened, he was unable to fight effectively. Realiz-ing this, the ants grew bolder, closing in, growling andsnapping. The situation was getting awkward.
      

      
        Then Smash spied what he was looking for—the aerealpath. "Take care. Go there," he said, boosting the girl upby her pert bottom.
      

      
        "But it's sidewise!" she protested, peering at the pathwith dismay. "I'd fall offi"
      

      
        "Stand tall. No fall," he insisted.
      

      
        Tandy obviously didn't believe him. But an ant-lionleaped for her, jaws gaping, large front pincers snapping,so she reached up to grab for the high path.
      

      
        Suddenly she landed on it—sidewise. "I'm level!" shecried, amazed. "The world has turned!" She stood up, orrather sidewise, her body parallel to the ground.
      

      
        Smash didn't worry about it. He knew the properties ofthe path, having played on it as a cub. It was alwayslevel—to the person on it. He was now far too massive touse it himself, since the aereal path was getting old and brit-tle, but he didn't need to. He was now unencumbered, free todeal with the lions his own way.
      

      
        The lions, angered at the escape of the lesser prey,pounced on the greater prey. That was foolish of them.Smash emitted a battle bellow that tore their whiskers backand clogged then- pincers with debris, then began stomp-ing and pounding. Lions yowled as the gauntleted fists con-nected, and screeched as the hairy feet found flesh. ThenSmash picked up two ants by their narrow waists andhurled them into the nettles. He took a moment to rip asmall hemlock tree out of the ground, shaking the locksfrom its hem, and bit off its top, forming a fair club fromthe remaining trunk. Soon the path was clear; the ant-lions,like the tangle tree, had learned new respect for ogres.
      

      
        "You're really quite something. Smash!" Tandy called,clapping her hands. "You're a real terror when you getworked up. I'll bet there's nothing more formidable than anangry ogre!" She had an excellent view of the proceedings
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        from the elevated path, dodging when an ant flew past.Ant-lions did not normally fly; this was a consequence ofbeing hurled out of the way. Ants were now stuck in anumber of the jungle trees.
      

      
        "Me know who," Smash grunted, pleased. "Ogres two."
      

      
        She laughed. "That figures. The only thing tougher thanone ogre is two ogres." She was now standing inverted, herbrown tresses hanging naturally about her shoulders as ifshe were upright. She looked about, from her vantage."The ants aren't gone, just backed oif. Smash," she re-ported. "Can you come up here?"
      

      
        Smash shook his head no. But he wasn't worried. Hecould use the ant paths. If the ants wanted a little moreogre-type fun, he would gladly accommodate them.
      

      
        They proceeded south, Tandy tilting with the orientationof the aereal path, sometimes upright, sometimes not, en-joying the experience. "There is nothing much in the cav-erns like this!" she commented.
      

      
        Smash tromped along the ant highways, tearing throughnettles when he needed to change paths. Soon the nettlesand ants were left behind, but the high path continued, soTandy stayed on it. Smash knew it terminated at the MagicDust Village, and since they had to pass there anyway, thiswas convenient. According to Castle Roogna information,the Magic Dusters had once had a population problem, notbeing able to hold on to their males, so they had con-structed the skyway to encourage immigration. Now therewere plenty of people at the village, so the path didn't mat-ter, but no one had bothered to take it down. Smash andTandy made excellent progress.
      

      
        Now they passed a region of hanging vines. They weretwined, almost braided, like queues, and seemed to haveeyes looking out from their recesses. Smash distrusted un-familiar things in general and dangling vines in particular,so he avoided the Eye Queues. They could be harmless, orthey could be bloodsuckers. This was beyond the region ofhis cubhood familiarity, and anyway, things could havechanged in the interim. One could never take magic forgranted.
      

      
        He also kept an eye on Tandy, above, to make sure shedid not brush against any vines. As a result, he didn't pay
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        close enough attention to his big feet—and stumbled over aminor boulder that was damming a streamlet, much to thestreamlet's annoyance.
      

      
        The boulder dam shattered, of course; it was only stone.The streamlet gladly flowed through, with a burble ofthanks to its deliverer. But Smash suffered a momentaryloss of balance, his feet sinking into the sodden riverbed,and he lurched headlong into a hanging vine.
      

      
        The thing wrapped disgustingly around his head. Hesnatched at it, but already it was sinking into his fur andhis flesh and hurting terribly when he tried to scrape itloose. Since an ogre's course was generally that of mostresistance. Smash put both hands to his scalp andscraped—and the burgeoning agony made him reel.
      

      
        "Stop, Smash, stop!" Tandy screamed from above."You'll rip off your head!"
      

      
        Smash stopped. "I concur. There is no sense in that."
      

      
        Tandy stared down at him. "What did you say?"
      

      
        "I said there is no sense in mortifying my flesh, sincethe queue does not appear to have seriously incapacitatedme."
      

      
        "Smash—you're not rhyming!"
      

      
        "Why—so I am not!" he agreed, startled. "That must bethe curse of the Eye Queue; it has disrupted my naturalmechanism of communication."
      

      
        "It's done more than that!" Tandy exclaimed. "Smash,you sound smart!"
      

      
        "That must be a fallacious impression. No ogre is undulyintelligent."
      

      
        "Well, you sure sound smart!" she insisted. "That EyeQueue, as you call it, must have added some brains to yourhead."
      

      
        • "That seems reasonable," he agreed, after cogitating mo-mentarily without effort. "The effect manifested concur-rently with my contact with that object. Probability sug-gests a causal connection. This, of course, is much worsethan any purely physical attack would have been; it hastemporarily un-ogred me. I must expunge it from my sys-tem!"
      

      
        "Oh, no, don't do that," she protested. "It's sort of inter-esting, really. I don't mind you being smart. Smash. It'smuch easier to talk with you."
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        "In any event, I seem unable for the moment to deacti-vate it," Smash said. "It seems I must tolerate this curse forthe time being. But I assure you I shall be alert for anantidote."
      

      
        "Okay," she said. "If that's the way you feel.""Indubitably."
      

      
        They went on—and now Smash noted things that hadn'tinterested him before. He saw how erosion had caused riftsin the land, and how the forest stratified itself, with light-indifferent vegetation and fungi at the nether levels andbright, broad leaves above to catch the descending light ofthe sun. The entire jungle was a cohesive unit, functioningcompatibly with its environment. All over Xanth, thingswere integrating—in his new awareness. How blind he hadbeen to the wonders of magic, all his life!
      

      
        As dusk closed, the aereal path descended to the ground,and they arrived at the Magic Dust Village. A troll cameforth to meet them. "Ogre, do you come in peace or may-hem?" the creature inquired, standing poised for flightwhile other villagers hastily manned the fortifications andcleared children and the aged from the region.
      

      
        "In peace!" Tandy said quickly. "I am Tandy; this isSmash, who is protecting me from monsters."
      

      
        The troll's eyes gaped. This was an unusual expression,even for this type of creature. "Protecting you from—?""Yes."
      

      
        "Now, we have no prejudice against monsters here," thetroll said, scratching his long and homy nose with a discol-ored claw. "I'm a monster myself, and some of my bestfriends are monsters. But only a fool trusts an ogre."
      

      
        "Well, I'm a fool," Tandy said. "This ogre fought a tan-gle tree to save me."
      

      
        "Are you sure you aren't a kidnap victim? You certainlydo look good enough to eat."
      

      
        Smash did not appreciate the implication, which wouldhave passed him by had he not suffered the curse of theEye Queue vine. "My father is Crunch, the vegetarianogre," he said gruffly. "My family has not kidnapped any-one in years."
      

      
        The troll looked at him, startled. "You certainly don'tsound like an ogre! Did the Transformer-King transformyou to this shape?"
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        "I was whelped an ogre!" Smash insisted, the first tracesof roar coming into his voice.
      

      
        Then the troll made a connection. "Ah, yes. Crunchmarried a curse-fiend actress. You have human lineage;
      

      
        that must account for your language."
      

      
        "It must," Smash agreed drolly. He found he didn't careto advertise his misadventure with the vine. He would belaughed out of the village if its inhabitants learned he wasintelligent. "But I should advise you, purely in the interestof amity, that I have been known to take exception to theappellation 'half-breed.' I am a true ogre." He picked up anearby knot of green wood and squeezed it in one hand.The green juice dripped as the wood pulped, until at lastthere was a pool of green on the ground and the knot hadbecome a lump of coal.
      

      
        "Yes, indeed," the troll agreed hastily. "No one herewould think of using that term. Welcome to our table forsupper; you are surely hungry."
      

      
        "We are only passing through," Tandy said. "We'regoing to Lake Ogre-Chobee."
      

      
        "You can't get there from here," the troll said. "The Re-gion of Madness intervenes."
      

      
        "Madness?" Tandy asked, alarmed.
      

      
        "From the airborne magic dust we process. Magic isvery potent here, and too much of it leads to alarming ef-fects. You will have to go around."
      

      
        They did not argue the case. Smash's inordinate intelli-gence, coupled with his memories of this region, corrobor-ated the information; he knew it would be impossible forhim to protect Tandy in the Region of Madness. Therewere tales of the constellations of the night coming to life,and of reality changing dangerously. In Xanth, things weremostly what they seemed to be, so that illusion was oftenreality. But illusion could be taken too far in the height-ened magic of the Madness. Smash was now too smart torisk it.
      

      
        They joined the villagers' supper. Creatures of everytype came forth to feed, all well behaved: elves, gnomes,goblins, a manticore, fauns, nymphs, fairies, human beings,centaurs, griffins, and assorted other creatures. The hostesswas the troll's mate, Trolla. "It is much easier to arrivethan to depart," she explained as she served up helpings of
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        smashed potatoes and poured out goblets of mead. "Wehave never had opportunity to construct an exit ramp, andour work mining the source of magic is important, so westay. You may choose to remain also: we labor hard, but itis by no means a bad life."
      

      
        Smash exchanged a glance with Tandy, since it occurredto him that this might be the sort of situation she was look-ing for. But she was negative. "We have a message fromthe sister of a neighbor of yours. We must get on and de-liver it."
      

      
        "A neighbor?" Trolla asked.
      

      
        "She is called the Siren."
      

      
        There was a sudden hush.
      

      
        "You know," Tandy said. "The sister of the Gorgon."
      

      
        "You are friend to the Gorgon?" Trolla asked coldly.
      

      
        "I hardly know her," Smash said quickly, rememberingthat this village had suffered at the Gorgon's hands—orrather, her face, having had all the men turned to stone.Fortunately, that mischief had been undone at the time ofthe loss of magic, when all Xanth had become as drear asMundania, briefly. Numerous spells had been aborted inthat period, changing Xanth in ways that were still unrav-eling. "I had to see Good Magician Humfrey, and she's hiswife. She asked us to say hello to the Siren."
      

      
        "Oh, I see." Trolla relaxed, and the others followed herexample. There were murmurs of amazement and awe."The Good Magician's wife! And she turned him tostone?"
      

      
        "Not anywhere we could see," Tandy said, then blushed."Uh, that is—"
      

      
        Trolla smiled. "He's probably too old for such enchant-ment anyway, so the sight of her merely stiffens his spine,or whatever." She gulped a goblet of mead. "The Siren nolonger lures people, since a smart centaur broke her magicdulcimer. She is not a bad neighbor, but we really don'tassociate with her."
      

      
        They finished their repast, Smash happily consuming allthe refuse left after the others were done. The villagers setthem up with rooms for the night. Smash knew these werehonest, well-meaning folk, so he didn't worry about Tan-dy's safety here.
      

      
        As he lay on his pile of straw. Smash thought about the
      

      
        place of the Magic Dust Village in the scheme of Xanth.Stray references to it bubbled to the surface of his mem-ory—things he had heard at different times in his life andthought nothing of, since ogres thought nothing of every-thing. From these suddenly assimilating fragments he wasnow able to piece together the role of this village, geologi-cally. Here it was that the magic dust welled to the surfacefrom the mysterious depths. The villagers pulverized it andemployed a captive roc-bird to flap its wings and waft hugeclouds of the dust into the air, where it caused madnessclose by, technicolor hailstorms farther distant, and magicfor the rest of Xanth as it diluted to natural backgroundintensity. If the villagers did not perform this service, themagic dust would tend to clump, and the magic would beunevenly distributed, causing all manner of problems.
      

      
        Certainly the Magic Dusters believed all this, and la-bored most diligently to facilitate the proper and evenspreading of the dust. Yet Smash's Eye Queue-infectedbrain obnoxiously conjured caveats, questioning the reali-ties the villagers lived by.
      

      
        If the magic really came from the dust, it should endureas long as the dust did, fading only slowly as the dust woreout. Yet at the Time of No Magic, all Xanth had beenrendered Mundane instantly. That had happened just be-fore Smash himself had been whelped, but his parents hadtold him all about it. They had considered it rather ro-mantic, perhaps even a signal of their love. Crunch had losthis great strength in that time, but other creatures had beenaffected far more, and many had died. Then the magichad returned, as suddenly as it had departed, and Xanthhad been as it was before. There had been no great move-ments of dust then, no dust storms. That suggested that themagic of Xanth was independent of the dust.
      

      
        The dust came from below, and if it brought the magic,the nether regions must be more magical than the surface.Tandy had lived below, yet she seemed normal. She did noteven appear to have a magic talent. So how could the magicbe concentrated below?
      

      
        But Smash decided not to raise these questions openly,as they would only make things awkward for the villagers.And perhaps the belief of the Dusters was right and hisvine-sponsored objections were wrong. After all, what
      

      
        could a Queue of Eyes understand of the basic nature ofXanth?
      

      
        His thought turned to a bypath. A magic talent—thatmust be what Tandy was questing for! He, as an ogre, wasfortunate; ogres had strength as their talent. When Smashhad gone to Mundania, outside the magic, ambience ofXanth, he had lost his strength and his rhyme, distress-ingly. Now he had lost his rhymes and his naivete, but nothis strength.
      

      
        Was the infliction of the curse of the Eye Queue reallyso bad? There were indeed pleasures in the insights thisartificial intelligence afforded him. Yet ogres were sup-posed to be stupid; he felt sadly out of place.
      

      
        Smash decided to keep quiet, most of the time, and letTandy do the talking. He might no longer be a proper ogrein outlook, but at least he could seem like an ogre. If hegenerated an illusion of continuing stupidity, perhaps intime he would achieve it again. Certainly this was worththe hope. Meanwhile, his shame would remain mostly se-cret.
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        Chapter 4. Catastrophe
      

      
        In the morning they walked along an old ground-bound path to the small lake that contained the Siren'sisle. It was pretty country, with few immediate hazards,and so Smash found it dull, while Tandy liked it very well.
      

      
        The Siren turned out to be a mature mermaid who hadprobably been stunning in her youth and was not too farfrom it even now. She evidently survived by fishing andseemed satisfied with her lot, or more correctly, her pond.
      

      
        "We bring greetings from your sister the Gorgon,"Tandy called as they crossed the path over the water to theisland.
      

      
        Immediately the mermaid was interested. She emergedfrom the water and changed to human form—her fish-tailsimply split into two well-formed legs—and came to meetthem, still changing. She had been nude in the water, but ithardly mattered since she was a fish below the waist. Butas she dried, the scales that had covered her tail convertedto a scale-sequin dress that nudged up to cover the upperportion of her torso. For a reason that had never been clearto Smash, it was all right for a mermaid to show herbreasts, but not all right for a human woman to do thesame. The finny part of her flukes became small shoes. Itwas minor but convenient magic; after all, Smash thought,she might otherwise get cold feet. "My sister!" she ex-claimed, her newly covered bosom heaving. "How is shedoing?"
      

      
        "Well, she's married to the Good Magician Humfrey—"
      

      
        "Oh, yes, I had news of thati But how is she recently?"
      

      
        "Recently?" Tandy's brow furrowed.
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        Smash caught on to the nature of the Siren's question."She wants to know whether the Gorgon is pregnant," hemurmured.
      

      
        Tandy was startled. "Oh—I don't know about that. Idon't think so. But she does seem happy, and so does theMagician."
      

      
        The Siren frowned. "I'm so glad she found hers. I wish Ihad found mine." And Smash now perceived, from thisdose range and the magnification of his interpretive intel-lect, that the Siren was not happy at all. She bad lost hercompelling magic twenty years ago and had very little left
      

      
        Such things had not before been concerns of Smash's.Ogres hardly cared about the nuances of the lifestyles ofnymphal creatures. Now, thanks to the curse of the EyeQueue, Smash felt the Siren's problem, and felt the need toalleviate it. "We are going to Lake Ogre-Chobee. Perhaps ifyou went there, you would find yours."
      

      
        The Siren brightened. "That's possible."
      

      
        "But we are having trouble finding the way," he said."The Madness intercedes."
      

      
        "It's a nuisance," the' Siren agreed. "But there are waysaround it"
      

      
        "We would like to know of one."
      

      
        "Well, there's the catapult. Yet you have to pay the cat'sprice."
      

      
        "What is the cat's price?" Tandy asked warily. "If it's akind of demon, we might not like it."
      

      
        "It likes catnip—and that's not easy to get"
      

      
        "Smash could get it," Tandy said brightly. "He fought atangle tree and a pride of ant-lions."
      

      
        "Well, he's an ogre," the Siren agreed matter-of-factly."That sort of thing is routine for them."
      

      
        "Why don't you come with us and show us where thecatnip is?" Tandy suggested. "Then we can all go to thecatapult and on to Lake Ogre-Chobee."
      

      
        The Siren considered. "I admit I don't seem to be ac-complishing much here. I never thought I'd travel with anogrel" She faced Smash. "Are you tame? I've beard somebad things about ogres—"
      

      
        "They're all true!" Smash agreed. "Ogres are the worstbrutes on two legs. But I was raised in the environs ofCastle Roogna, so am relatively civilized."
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        "He's really very nice, when you get to know him,"Tandy said. "He doesn't crunch the bones of friends."
      

      
        "I'll risk it," the Siren decided. "I'll lead you to the cat-nip." She adjusted her dress, packed a few fish for nibblingon the way, and set oft, leading them east of the lake.
      

      
        The catnip grew in a section of the jungle separated by afiercely flowing stream. They had to use a narrow catwalkpast a cataract that was guarded by a catamount. "Don'tfall into the water," the Siren warned. "It's a catalyst thatwill give you catarrh, catatonia, and catalepsy."
      

      
        "I don't understand," Tandy said nervously. "Is thatbad?"
      

      
        "A catalyst is a substance that facilitates change," Smashexplained, drawing on his new Eye Queue intellect. "In thecase of our living flesh, this is likely to mean deteriorationand decay such as catarrh, which is severe mflammationinside the nose, catatonia, which is stupor, and catalepsy,which is loss of motion and speechlessness. We had betterstay out of this water; it is unlikely to be healthy."
      

      
        "Yes, unlikely," Tandy agreed faintly. "But the cata-mount is on the catwalk! It will throw us off."
      

      
        "Oh, I wouldn't be concerned about that," Smash said.He strode out on the catwalk. It dipped and swayed underhis mass, but he had the sure balance of his primitive kindand proceeded with confidence.
      

      
        "No violence!" Tandy pleaded.
      

      
        The catamount was a large reddish feline with longwhiskers and big paws. It snarled and stalked towardSmash, its tail swishing back and forth.
      

      
        No violence?
      

      
        A fright would have been fun, but Smash realized nowthat the girls would worry, so he used his intellect to pon-der on a peaceful option. What about the one he had usedon the moat-monster at the Good Magician's castle? "Iwant to show you something, kitty," he said. He leanedforward and held out his right hand. The catamount pauseddistrustfully.
      

      
        Smash carefully closed his gauntleted hamflngers into ahuge, gleaming fist. Shafts of sunlight struck down to elicitnew gleams as Smash slowly rotated his fist. It was amaz-ing how each shaft knew exactly where to go!
      

      
        Smash nudged this metallic hamfist under the cata-
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        mount's nose. "Now kitty," he said quietly, "if you do notvacate this path expeditiously, you are apt to have a closerencounter with this extremity. Does this eventuality meetwith your approval?"
      

      
        The feline's ears twitched as if it suffered indigestion; itseemed to have a problem with the vocabulary. It consid-ered the extremity. The fist sent another barrage of glintsof reflected sunlight out, seeming to grow larger. The ogrestood perfectly balanced and at ease, muscles bulging onlyslightly, fur lying almost unruffled. After a moment, snarl-ing ungraciously, the catamount decided not to dispute thepath this time. It backed away.
      

      
        Well, well. Smash thought. His bluff had worked—nowthat he had the wit to bluff. Of course, it would have beenfun to hurl the catamount into the water below and seewhat happened to it, but that pleasure was not to be, thistime.
      

      
        A catbird sailed down out of the sky. It had the body ofa crow and the head of a cat. "Meow!" it scolded the cata-mount, and issued a resounding catcall. Then it wheeled onSmash, claws extended cat-as-catch-can.
      

      
        The ogre's mitt moved swiftly. The hamfingers caughtthe catbird, who screeched piteously. Smash brought itdown, pulled out one large tailfeather, and lofted the crea-ture away. The catbird flew awkwardly, its rudder mal-functioning. The fight had been taken out of it, along withmuch of the flight
      

      
        A catfish protested from below. It lifted its cat-headfrom the flowing water and yowled. Its voice had a nasalquality; the creature did indeed seem to be suffering fromcatarrh and perhaps catalepsy, though probably it had builtup a certain immunity to the curses of the water. Smashhurled the feather down into its mouth. The catfish chokedand sneezed, disappearing.
      

      
        Now Smash, Tandy, and the Siren crossed without imped-iment. "Sometimes it's really handy having an ogrealong," Tandy remarked. She seemed to have swung fromabsolute distrust to absolute support, and Smash was notdispleased.
      

      
        The path led through a field of cattails growing in cat-sup where cattle grazed, fattening up in case some cata-clysm came. It terminated at a catacomb. "The catnip
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        grows in there," the Siren said, pointing to the teeth of thecomb that barred the entrance. "But it's dangerous to en-ter, because if the cataclysm comes, the cattle willstampede into it."
      

      
        "Then I will go alone," Smash said. He brushed thecomb aside and marched on down. The way soon becamedark, but ogres had good night vision, so he wasn't much
      

      
        bothered.
      

      
        "Don't invite catastrophe!" the Siren called after him.
      

      
        "I certainly hope not," Smash called back, though intruth he wouldn't have minded a little of that to makethings interesting. "I will be pusillanimously careful."
      

      
        Deep inside the cave, he found a garden of pleasantlyscented, mintlike plants with felinely furry leaves. Eachhad a spike of blue flowers. These must be the catnips.
      

      
        Smash took hold of one and pulled it up by the roots,being uncertain which part of the plant he needed, andstuffed it into his bag. The flowers nipped at him, butlacked the power even to be annoying. He grabbed andcrammed more plants, until he felt he had enough.
      

      
        He turned to depart—and spied a dimly glowing objectIt was set in the cave wall beside the exit, framed in stoneset with yellow cat's-eye gems. It was a furry hump with atail descending from it: evidently the posterior of some sortof feline. A pussy-willow? No, too large for that. Smashrecalled reference to one of the barbarian customs of theMundanes, in which they killed animals and mounted theirheads on walls. That was stupid—perfectly edible headsgoing to waste! Someone must have done the same for this
      

      
        cat's rear.
      

      
        Smash considered, then decided to take the trophy along.It certainly wasn't doing any good here in the dark. Per-haps the girls would like to see it. Smash realized that itwas a measure of the degradation foisted on him by theEye Queue that he even thought of showing something in-teresting to others, but he was stuck with it.
      

      
        He reached out to grab the stone frame. The cats-eyesblinked wamingly. The thing was firmly set, so he appliedforce. The frame ripped out of the wall—and the roof col-lapsed.
      

      
        Puzzled, Smash put one fist up over his head. The rockfell on this and cracked apart, piling up on either side.
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        Smash climbed up through the rubble, toting his bag ofplants, but was unable to bring the posterior-trophy. In amoment he reached daylight.
      

      
        "Oh, you're all right!" Tandy cried. "I was so afraid—"
      

      
        "Rockfalls can't hurt ogres," Smash said. "I tried to takea trophy, but the roof fell in." He dusted himself off.
      

      
        "A trophy?" Tandy asked blankly.
      

      
        "The rear end of some kind of cat, mounted in the wall."
      

      
        "That was the catastrophe!" the Siren cried. "I told younot to invite it!"
      

      
        Catastrophe—a trophy of the rear of a cat. Now Smashunderstood. He had not properly applied his new intelli-gence, and had done considerable damage to the catnipgarden as a result. He would try to be more careful in thefuture. As long as he was cursed with intellect, he might aswell use it.
      

      
        "I had better clear the rocks out of the garden," Smashsaid. This, too, was an un-ogrish sentiment, but the EyeQueue and the presence of the girls seemed to have thateffect on him.
      

      
        "No, don't bother," the Siren said. "You wouldn't knowhow to set it right. The caterpillar will take care of thatafter we leave. It likes to push rocks around."
      

      
        They crossed the catwalk past the cataract again andproceeded to the catapult. This was a feline creature thesize of a small sphinx, crouched in a clearing. Its tail ex-panded into a kind of netting at the end, large enough for aboulder to rest on. There was a basket nearby, just thatsize.
      

      
        The Siren approached the catapult. "Will you hurl us toLake Ogre-Chobee, please?" she asked. "We have somecatnip for you."
      

      
        The cat brightened. It nodded its whiskered head. Theylaid the catnip plants down before it, then moved the bas-ket to the expanded tail. The three of them climbed in anddrew the wicker lid over, enclosing themselves.
      

      
        The cat sniffed the catnip. Its tail stiffened ecstatically.Then it nipped the catnip. As the potent stuff took effect,the tail suddenly sprang up, carrying the basket along. Sud-denly the party of three was flying.
      

      
        They looked out between the slats. Xanth was cruisingby beneath them, all green and blue and yellow. There
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        were scattered, low-hanging clouds around them, white be-low, all other colors above, where they couldn't be seenfrom the ground. Some were rainclouds, shaped like pools,brimming with water. Stray birds were taking baths inthem, and flying fish were taking breathers there, too. Thebasket clipped the edge of oae of these rainclouds and torea hole in it; the water poured out in a horrendous leak.There was an angry uproar from below as the unscheduleddeluge splashed on the forest. But this was the Region ofMadness anyway; no one would be able to prove the differ-ence.
      

      
        Now it occurred to Smash to wonder about their descent.They had risen smoothly enough, but the fall might be lesscomfortable.
      

      
        Then some sort of material popped out of the lid of thebasket. It spread into a huge canopy that caught the airmagically and held back the basket. The descent becameslow, and they landed by the shore of Lake Ogre-Chobee.
      

      
        They opened the basket and stepped out. "That wasfuni" Tandy exclaimed girlishly. "But how will the cata-pult get its basket back?"
      

      
        An orange creature hurried up, vaguely catlike. "I'll takethat," it said.
      

      
        "Who are you?" Tandy asked.
      

      
        "I am the agent of this region. It is my job to see thatthings get where they belong. The catapult has a contractfor the return of its baskets."
      

      
        "Oh. Then you had better take it. But I don't know howyou'll be able to carry that big basket through that thickjungle, or past the Region of Madness."
      

      
        "No problem. I'm half mad already." The orange agentpicked up the basket and trotted north. The vegetationwilted and died in the creature's vicinity, making a clearpath.
      

      
        "Oh—that's its magic talent," Tandy said. "Agent Or-ange kills plants."
      

      
        They turned to Lake Ogre-Chobee. It was a fine blueexpanse of water with a whirlpool in the center. "Don't gothere," the Siren cautioned. "The curse-fiends live there."
      

      
        "What is wrong with the curse-fiends?" Smash asked."My mother was one."
      

      
        The Siren turned her gaze on him, startled. "Oh—I un-
      

      
        Ogre, Ogre                       53
      

      
        derstood you were an ogre. The/curse-fiends are of humanderivation. I didn't mean to—"
      

      
        "My mother is an actress. She had to play the part of anogress in an adaptation of Prince Charming, a Mundanetale. Naturally she was the ingenue."
      

      
        "Naturally," the Siren agreed faintly.
      

      
        "But my father Crunch happened onto the set, inno-cently looking for bones to crunch, and spied her and wasinstantly smitten by her horribleness and carried her away.Naturally she married him."
      

      
        "Yes, of course," the Siren agreed, looking wan. "I amjealous of her fortune. I'm of human derivation myself."
      

      
        "The curse-fiends fired off a great curse that killed ahuge forest," Smash continued. "But my parents escapedthe curse by becoming vegetarians. Most ogres crunchbones, so this confused the curse and caused it to misfire."
      

      
        "You were raised in a non-bone-crunching home!"Tandy exclaimed.
      

      
        "I'm still an ogre," he said defensively.
      

      
        "I'm glad it worked out so well," the Siren said. "But Ithink it would be wise to avoid the curse-fiends. Theymight not appreciate your position."
      

      
        "I suppose so," Smash admitted. "But they are excellentactors. No one ever confused my mother for a humanbeing."
      

      
        "I'm sure they didn't," the Siren agreed. "I saw one ofthe curse-fiends' plays once. It was very well done. But itcan be awkward associating with someone who throws acurse when aggravated."
      

      
        Smash laughed. "It certainly can be! I acted un-ogrishonce, letting a wyvem back me off from an emerald I hadfound—"
      

      
        "My mother set that emerald in place!" Tandy ex-claimed.
      

      
        "And my mother threw a curse at me," he continued. "Itscorched the ground at my feet and knocked me on myhead. I never let any monster back me off again!"
      

      
        "That was cruel," Tandy said. "She shouldn't havecursed you."
      

      
        "Cruel? Of course not. It was ogre love, the only kindour kind understands. She cursed my father once, and it
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        was two days before he recovered, and the smile never lefthis face."
      

      
        "Well, I don't know," Tandy said, and she seemed un-usually sober. Did she have some connection to the curse-fiends? Smash filed the notion for future reference.
      

      
        They walked around a portion of Lake Ogre-Chobee,trying not to attract attention. There were no ogres in evi-dence, and no traces of their presence—no broken-off treesor fragmented boulders or flat-stomped ground.
      

      
        There seemed to be no threats, either; the entire lakewas girded, as far as they could see, by a pleasant littlebeach, and the water was clear and free of monsters. Evi-dently the curse-fiends had driven away anything danger-ous.
      

      
        "Look at the noses!" Tandy cried, pointing across thewater. Smash looked. There were scores of nostrils swim-ming in pairs toward the shore, making little waves. Asthey drew near, he saw that the nostrils were the visibletips of more extensive snouts, which continued on into longreptilian bodies.
      

      
        "Oh—the chobees," the Siren said, relaxing. "They'remostly harmless. Chobees aren't related to other kinds ofbees; they don't sting. Once in a while one strays up to mylake."
      

      
        "But what big teeth they have!" Tandy said.
      

      
        "They're imitation, teeth, soft as pillows."
      

      
        A chobee scrambled out onto the beach. It had short, fat,green legs and a green corrugated skin. The Siren petted iton the head, and the chobee grinned. She touched one ofits teeth, and the tooth bent like rubber, snapping back intoplace when released.
      

      
        But Smash had a nagging doubt. "I remember somethingmy father said about the chobees. Most of them are inno-cent, but some—"
      

      
        "Oh, yes, that's right," the Siren agreed. "A few, a veryfew, have real teeth. Those kind are dangerous."
      

      
        "Let's stay away from the bad ones, then," Tandy said."What do they look like?"
      

      
        "I don't know," the Siren admitted.
      

      
        "They look just like the nice ones," Smash said slowly,dredging his memory.
      

      
        "But then any of these could be a bad one," Tandy said,alarmed.
      

      
        "True," Smash agreed. "Unless the curse-fiends got ridof them."
      

      
        "How could the curse-fiends tell the difference, if wecan't?" Tandy asked.
      

      
        "If a chobee eats a curse-fiend, it's probably a bad one,"the Siren said, smiling obscurely.
      

      
        "Do we need to tell the chobees apart the same way?"Tandy asked worriedly.
      

      
        The Siren laughed musically. Her voice was only ashadow of what it must have been when she had her luringmagic, but it remained evocative. "Of course not, dear.Let's avoid them all." That seemed easy enough to do, asthe three of them could walk faster than the reptiles could.Soon the chobees gave up the chase and nosed back intothe water, where they buzzed away toward the deeper por-tions of the lake. Tandy watched the wakes their nostrilsleft with relief.
      

      
        At one point the lake become irregular, branching outinto a satellite lake that was especially pretty. A partialcauseway crossed the narrow connection between the largeand small lakes. "I'll wade across!" Smash said, delightingin the chance to indulge in some splashing.
      

      
        "I don't know," Tandy said. "The nice paths can be dan-gerous." She had learned from her experience with the tan-gler and the ant-lions; now she distrusted all the easy ways.
      

      
        "I 'will explore the water," the Siren said. "I will be ableto tell very quickly whether there are dangerous watercreatures near. Besides, I'm hungry; I need to catch somefish." She slid into the small lake, her legs converting tothe sleekly scaled tail, her dress fading out.
      

      
        "If you find a monster, send it my way," Smash called."I'm hungry, too!"
      

      
        She smiled and dived below-the surface, a bare-breastedmemymph swimming with marvelous facility. In a mo-ment her head popped up, tresses glistening. "No monstershere!" she called. "Not even any chobees. I believe thatcauseway is safe; I find no pitfalls there."
      

      
        That was all Smash needed. "Too bad," he muttered. Hewaded in, sending a huge splay of water to either side.
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        But Tandy remained hesitant. "I think I'll just walkaround it," she said.
      

      
        "Good enough!" Smash agreed, and forged on intodeeper water. The causeway dropped lower, 'but neverdeeper than chest height on him. He conjectured that itmight have been constructed by the curse-fiends to preventlarge sea monsters from passing; they preferred deep waterand avoided shallows. Maybe the smaller lake had been de-veloped as a resort region. This suggested that there couldbe monsters in Lake Ogre-Chobee; they just happened to beelsewhere at the moment. Maybe they represented an addi-tional protection for the fiends, converting the whole of thelarge lake into a kind of moat. It really didn't matter, sincehe had no business with the curse-fiends. After all, theyhad not let his mother go willingly to marry his father. Shehad had no further contact with her people after she hadtaken up with Crunch the Ogre, and it occurred to Smashthat this could not have made her feel good. So his attitudetoward the fiends was guarded; he would not try to avoidthem, but neither would he try to seek them out. Neutralitywas the watchword. He had never thought this out be-fore—but he had not suffered the curse of the Eye Queuebefore, either. He still hoped to find some way to be rid ofit, as these frequent efforts of thought were not conduciveto proper ogrish behavior.
      

      
        He glanced across the water of the little lake. Tandy waspicking her way along the beach, looking very small. Hefelt un-ogrishly protective toward her—but, of course, thiswas his service to the Good Magician. Ogres were grossand violent, but they kept their word. Also, the Eye Queuecurse lent him an additional perception of the virtue of anethical standard. It was a bit like physical strength; theideal was to be strong in all respects, ethical as well asphysical. And Tandy certainly needed protection. Besideswhich, she was a nice girl. He wondered what she waslooking for in life and how it related to his journey to seekthe Ancestral Ogres. Had old Magician Humfrey finallylost his magic, and had to foist Tandy off on an ogre mlieu of a genuine Answer? Smash hoped not, but he had toentertain the possibility. Suppose there was in fact no An-swer for Tandy—or for himself?
      

      
        Smash had no ready answer for that, even with his un-
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        wanted new intelligence, so had to let the thought lapse.But it was disquieting. High intelligence, it seemed, posedas many questions as it answered; being smart was not nec-essarily any solution to life's problems. It was much easierto be strong and stupid, bashing things out of the way with-out concern for the consequences. Disquiet was no properfeeling for an ogre.
      

      
        Now he got down in the water and splashed with alllimbs. This was proper ogre fun! The spray went up in agreat cloud, surrounding the sun and causing its light tofragment into a magic halo. The whole effect was so lovelythat he continued splashing violently until pleasantlywinded. When he stopped, he discovered that the waterlevel of the small lake had dropped substantially, and thesun was hastening across the sky to get out of the way,severely dimmed by all the water that had splashed on it.
      

      
        But his thorough washing did not clear the Eye Queuefrom the fur of his head. Somehow the Queue had sunkinto his brain, and the braided Eyes were providing himnew visions of many kinds. It would be hard indeed to getthose Eyes out again.
      

      
        At last he waded out at the far side. The Siren swam up,converted her tail to legs, and joined him on the warmbeach. "You made quite a splash. Smash," she said. "Had Inot known better, I would have supposed a thunderstormwas forming."
      

      
        "That good!" he agreed, well satisfied. Of course itwasn't all good; he was now unconscionably clean. But afew good rolls in the dirt would take care of that.
      

      
        "That bad," the Siren said with a smile.
      

      
        He studied her as she gleamed wetly, her scale-suitcreeping up to cover the fullness of her front. She seemed,    to be turning younger, though this might be inconsequentiali ^   illusion. "I think the^swim was good for you, too, Siren.You look splendid." Privately, he was amazed at his words;
      

      
        she did look splendid, and her affinity to the voluptuous Gor-gon was increasingly evident, but no ordinary ogre wouldhave noticed, let alone complimented her in the fashion ofa human being. The curse of the Queue was still spreading!
      

      
        "I do feel better," she agreed. "But it's not just the swim.It's the companionship. I have lived alone for too long; now
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        that I have company, however temporarily, my youth andhealth are returning."
      

      
        So that explained it! People of human stock had needfor the association of other people. This was one of theways in which ogres differed from human beings. Ogresneeded nobody, not even other ogres. Except to marry.
      

      
        He looked again at the Siren. Her nymphlike beautywould have dazzled a man and led him to thoughts ofmoonlight and gallivanting. Smash, however, was an ogre;
      

      
        full breasts and smoothly fleshed limbs appealed to himonly aesthetically—-and even that was a mere product ofthe Eye Queue. An uncursed ogre would simply have be-come hungry at the sight of such flesh.
      

      
        Which reminded him—he needed something to eat. Hechecked around for edibles and spied some ripe bananapeppers. He stuffed handfuls of them into his mouth.
      

      
        Something nagged him as he chewed. Flesh—female—hunger—ah, now he had it. A girl in danger of being eaten."Where's Tandy?" he asked.
      

      
        "I haven't seen her, Smash," the Siren said, her fairbrow furrowing. "She should be here by now, shouldn'tshe? We had better go look for her, in case—well, let's justsee. I'll swim; you check the beach."
      

      
        "Agreed." Smash crammed another double fistful ofpeppers into his face and started around the beach, con-cerned. He blamed himself now for his selfish carelessness.He knew that Tandy was unfamiliar with the surface ofXanth, liable to fall into the simplest trap. If somethinghad happened to her—
      

      
        "I find nothing here," the Siren called from the water."Maybe she went off the beach for a matter of hygiene."
      

      
        Good notion. Smash checked the tangled vines beyondthe beach—and there, in due course, he found Tandy. "Hi-hol" he called to her, waving a hamhand.
      

      
        Tandy did not respond. She was kneeling on the turf,looking at something. "Are you all right?" Smash asked,worry building up like a sudden storm. But the girl neithermoved nor answered.
      

      
        The Siren came out of the water, dripping and changingin the effective way she had, and joined Smash. "Oh—she's fallen prey to a hypnogourd."
      

      
        A hypnogourd. Smash remembered encountering thatfruit before. Anyone who peeked in the peephole of such agourd remained mesmerized until some third party brokethe connection. Naturally Tandy had not been aware ofthis. So she had peeked, being girlishly curious—and re-mained frozen there.
      

      
        Gently, the Siren removed the gourd, breaking the con-nection. Tandy blinked and shook her head. But her eyesdid not quite focus. Her features coalesced into an expres-sion of vacant, continuing horror.
      

      
        "Hey, come out of it, dear," the Siren said. "The badvision is over. It ended when you lost contact with thegourd. Everything's all right."
      

      
        Yet the girl seemed numb. The Siren shook her, but stillTandy did not respond.
      

      
        "Maybe it's like the Eye Queue," Smash said. "It stays inthe mind until removed."
      

      
        "The gourds aren't usually that way," the Siren said,perplexed. "Of course, I have not had much personal expe-rience with them, since I have lived alone; there's no one tobreak the trance for me, so I have stayed clear. But I met aman once, a Mundane, back when I was able to lure menwith my music. He said the gourds were like computergames—that seems to be something he knew about in Mun-dania, one of their forms of magic—only more compelling.He said some people got hooked worse than others."
      

      
        "Tandy was raised in the caves. She has no experiencewith most of Xanth. She must be susceptible. Whatever shesaw in there maintains its grip on her mind."
      

      
        "That must be it. Usually people have no memory ofwhat they see inside, but maybe that varies also. That sameMundane spoke of acidheads, which I think are creatureswhose heads—well, I can't quite visualize that. But itseems they suffered flashbacks of their mad dreams aftertheir heads were back in normal shape. Maybe Tandy is—"
      

      
        "I'll go into that gourd and destroy whatever is botheringher," Smash said. "Then she'll be free."
      

      
        "Smash, you may not have your body in there! I havenever looked into a gourd, but I don't think the same rulesapply as those we know. You could get caught there, too. Itcould be catastrophe."
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        "I will be more careful to avoid that trophy, this time,"Smash said with an ogrish grimace. He applied his eye tothe peephole.
      

      
        He was in a world of black and white. He stood before ablack wooden door set in a white house. There was nosound at all, and the air was chill. Faintly ominous vibra-tions wafted in from the near distance. There was the dif-fuse odor of spoiling carrion.
      

      
        Smash licked bis lips. Carrion always made him hungry.But he did not trust this situation. Tandy was not here, ofcourse, and he saw nothing that could account for her con-dition. Nothing to frighten or horrify a person. He decidedto leave.
      

      
        However, he perceived no way out. He had arrived full-formed within this scene; there was no obvious exit. Hewas locked into this vision—unless he had entered throughthis door and turned about to face it without realizing, andcould depart through it. Doors generally did lead from oneplace to another.
      

      
        He took hold of the black metal doorknob. The thingzapped him with a small bolt of lightning. He tried to letgo, but his hand was locked on. He wore no gauntlets; evi-dently he had left them behind. The electric pain pulsedthrough his fingers, locking the muscles clenched with itsspecial magic. There was a wash of pain, literally; his blackhand was now glowing with red color, in stark contrastwith the monochrome of the rest of the scene.
      

      
        Smash yanked hard on the knob. The entire door rippedoff its hinges. The pain stopped, the red color faded, hisfingers relaxed at last, and he hurled the door away behindhim.
      

      
        Before him was a long, blank hall penetrating the som-ber house. From the depths of it came a horrendous groan.This did not seem to be the way out; he was sure he hadnot walked any great distance inside the gourd. But it didseem pleasant enough, and was the only way that offered.Smash stepped inside.
      

      
        A chill draft rustled the fur on his legs. The odor ofputrefaction intensified. The floor shuddered as it took hisweight. There was another groan.
      

      
        Smash strode forward, impatient to get out of this inter-estingly drear but pointless place, worried about Tandy. He
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        needed to consult with the Siren, to work out some strategyby which he might find whatever had scared Tandy anddeal with it. Otherwise he would have felt free to enjoy thefurther entertainments of this house. Had he realized whatkind of scene was inside the gourd, he would have enteredit years ago.
      

      
        Something flickered before him. Smash squinted, andsaw it was a ghost. "You trapped, too?" he asked sympa-thetically, and walked through it.
      

      
        The ghost made an angry moan and flickered to hisfrontside again. "Boooooo!" it booooooed.
      

      
        Smash paused. Was this creature trying to tell bun some-thing? He had known very few ghosts, as they did not ordi-narily associate with vgres. There were several at CastleRoogna, attending to routine hauntings. "Do I know you?"he asked. "Do we have any mutual acquaintances?"
      

      
        "Yoowwelll" the ghost yowded, its hollow eyes flashingdarkness,
      

      
        "I'd help you if I could, but I'm lost myself," Smash saidapologetically, and brushed on through it again. The ghost,disgusted for some obscure reason, faded away.
      

      
        The passage narrowed. This was no illusion; the wallswere closing on either side, squeezing together. Smashdidn't like to be crowded, so he put one hamhand on eachwall and pushed outward, exerting ogre force. Somethingsnapped; then the walls slid apart and lay tilted at slightlyodd angles. It would probably be a long time before theytried to push another ogre around!
      

      
        At the end of the hall was a rickety staircase leading up.Smash pressed one hairy bare foot on the lowest step andshoved down, testing it. The step bowed and squeaked pit-eously, but supported his weight. Smash took anotherstep—and suddenly the entire stairway began to move,carrying him upward. Magic stairs! What would this enjoy-able place think of next?
      

      
        The stairs accelerated. Faster and faster they went, mak-ing the dank air breeze past Smash's face. At the top of theflight they ended abruptly, and he went sailing out intoblank space.
      

      
        Ogres liked lots of violent things, hut were not phenome-nally partial to falling. However, they weren't unduly con-cerned about it, either. Smash stiffened his legs. In a mo-
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        ment he landed on hard concrete. Naturally it fracturedunder the impact of his feet. He stepped out of the nibbleand looked about.
      

      
        He seemed to be in some sort of deep well, or oubliette.The circular wall narrowed above, making climbing outdifficult. Then a shape appeared in silhouette, holding abig stone over its head. The figure had horns and lookedlike a demon. Smash was not especially partial to demons,but he greeted this one courteously enough. "Up yours,devil!" he called.
      

      
        The demon dropped the stone down the well. Smash sawthe dark shape looming, but had no room to step out of theway.
      

      
        Then light flared. Smash blinked. It was broad daylightin the forest of Xanth. "Are you all right?" the Siren asked."I didn't dare let you stay out too long."
      

      
        "I am all right," Smash said. "How is Tandy?"
      

      
        "Unchanged, I'm afraid. Smash, I don't think you candestroy what is bothering her, because the horror is now inher mind. We could smash the gourd and it still wouldn'thelp her."
      

      
        Smash considered. His skull no longer heated up whenhe did that. "I believe you are correct. I saw nothing reallyalarming in there. Perhaps I should go into the gourd withher and show her that it's not so bad."
      

      
        The Siren frowned. "I suspect ogres have different defi-nitions of bad. Just what happened in there?"
      

      
        "Only a haunted house. Shocking doorknob. Ghost.Squeezing walls—I suppose those could have been awk-ward for a human person. Moving stairs. A demon drop-ping a rock down a well."
      

      
        "Why would a demon do that?"
      

      
        "I don't know. I happened to be below at the time.Maybe it didn't like my greeting."
      

      
        Tandy stirred. Her eyes swung loosely about. Her lipspursed flaccidly. She looked disturbingly like a ghost. "No,no house, no demon. A graveyard . . ." She lapsed intostaring, her mouth beginning to drool.
      

      
        "Evidently you had separate visions," the Siren said, us-ing a puff from a puffball growing nearby to clean up thegirl's face. "That complicates it."
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        "Maybe if we go in together, we'll share a vision,"Smash conjectured.
      

      
        "But there is only one peephole."
      

      
        Smash poked his littlest hamfinger into the rind of thegourd. "Two, now."
      

      
        "You ogres are so practical!"
      

      
        They set the gourd before Tandy, who immediatelypeered into the first peephole. Then Smash squatted so thathe could peer into the second.
      

      
        He was back in the well. The rock was plunging at hishead. Hastily he raised a fist, since he didn't want a head-ache. The rock shattered on the fist, falling around him inthe form of fragments, pebbles, and gravel. So much forthat. If the demon would just drop a few more stonesdown. Smash would soon have this well filled up with rub-ble and could step out.
      

      
        But the demon did not reappear. Too bad. Smash lookedaround the gloom. Tandy was not with him. He was in thesame vision he had left, picking it up in the same momenthe had left it He was using a different peephole, but thatdidn't seem to matter. Probably Tandy was back in heroriginal vision, at the same point it had been interrupted,getting scared by whatever had scared her before. Itseemed the gourd programmed each vision separately.
      

      
        However, it was all the same gourd. Tandy had to besomewhere in here, and he intended to find her, rescue herfrom her horror, and smash that horror into a quiveringpulp so it wouldn't bother her again. All he had to do wasmake a sufficient search.
      

      
        He took hold of a stone in the wall of the well andyanked it out. Three more stones fell out with it. Smashtook another; this time five more fell. This old well was notwell constructed! He stood on these and drew out morestones. The well filled in beneath him steadily, and beforelong he was back at the surface. There was no sign what-soever of the demon who had dropped the first rock onhim. That was just as well, for Smash might have treatedthat demon a trifle unkindly, perhaps snapping its tail likea rubber band and launching the creature on a flight to themoon. The least that demon could have done was to stayaround long enough to drop a few more useful bouldersdown the well.
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        Now he stood in a chamber surrounded by doors. Heheard a faint, despairing scream. Tandy!
      

      
        He went to the nearest door and grasped the knob. Itshocked him, so he ripped the door out of its socket andthrew it away. The room inside was a bare chamber: afalse lead. He tried the next door, got shocked again, andripped it out, too. Another bare chamber. He went to thethird door—and it didn't shock him. The doors were leam-ingi He opened this one gently. But it led only to anotherdecoy chamber.
      

      
        Finally he opened one that showed an outdoor walk. Hehurried down this, hurdling a square that he recognized asa covered pitfall—ogres naturally knew about such things,having had centuries of ancestral experience avoiding suchtraps set for them by foolish men—and emerged into awindy graveyard.
      

      
        Battered gravestones were all around, marking sunkengraves. Some stones tilted forward precariously, as if tryingto peer into the cavities they demarked. It occurred toSmash that the buried bodies might have climbed out andgone elsewhere, accounting for the sunkenness of thegraves and the suspicions of the headstones, but this wasnot his concern.
      

      
        The odor of carrion was stronger out here. Maybe someof the corpses had not been buried deep enough. A windcame up, cutting around the stone edges with dismal howl-ing. Smash breathed deeply, appreciating it, then concen-trated on the business at hand. Tandy!" he called. "Whereare you?" For she had said she was in a graveyard, and thismust be the place.
      

      
        He heard a faint sobbing. Carefully he traced down thesource. It was slow work, because the sound was carried bythe wind, and the wind curved around the gravestones incold blue streams, searching out the best edges for makingmoaning tunes. But at last he found the huddled figure,cowering behind a white stone crypt.
      

      
        "Tandy!" he repeated. "It's I. Smash, the tame ogre. Letme take you away from all this."
      

      
        She looked up, pale with fright, as if hardly daring torecognize him. Her mouth opened, but only drool cameout.
      

      
        He reached out to take her arm, to help her to her feet.
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        But she was as limp as a rag doll and would not rise. Shejust continued sobbing. She seemed little different from herXanth self. Something was missing.
      

      
        Smash considered. For once he was thankful for the EyeQueue, because now he could ponder without pain. Whatwould account for the girl's lethargy and misery? He hadthought it was fear, but now that he was here, she shouldhave no further cause for that. It was as if she had lostsomething vital, like eyesight or—
      

      
        Or her soul. Suddenly Smash remembered how vulnera-ble souls could be, and knew that if anyone were likely toblunder into a soul-hazardous situation, Tandy was the one.She knew so little of the ways of Xanth! No wonder shewas desolate and empty.
      

      
        "Your soul, Tandy," he said, holding her so that she hadto look into his face. "Where is it?"
      

      
        Listlessly she nodded toward the crypt. Smash saw thatit had a heavy, tight stone door. Scrape marks on the dankground indicated it had recently been opened. She musthave gone inside, perhaps trying to escape the graveyard—and had been ejected without her soul.
      

      
        "I will recover it," he said.
      

      
        Now she bestirred herself enough to react. "No, no," shemoaned. "I am lost. Save yourself."
      

      
        "I agreed to protect you," he reminded her. "I shall doit." He set her gently aside and addressed the crypt. Thedoor had no handle, but he knew how to deal with that. Heelevated his huge bare fist and smashed it brutally forwardinto the stone.
      

      
        Ouch! Without his gauntlets, his hands were moretender. He could not safely apply his full force. But hisblow had accomplished its purpose; the stone door hadcracked marginally and jogged a smidgen outward. He ap-plied his homy fingernails and hauled the door unwillinglyopen.
      

      
        A dark hole faced him. As his eyes adjusted, he saw awhite outline. It was the skeleton of a man. It reached forhim with bone-fingers.
      

      
        Smash realized where the bodies in the sunken graveshad gone. They had been recruited for guard duty andwere walking about this crypt. But he was not in the moodfor nuisance. He grabbed the skeleton by the bones of its
      

      
        arm and hauled it violently out of the crypt. The thingflew through the air and landed as a jumble of bones. Theogre proceeded on into the hole.
      

      
        Other skeletons appeared, clustering about him, then-connections rattling. Smash treated them as he had thefirst, disconnecting their foot-bones from their leg-bonesand other bones, causing the bonepile to grow rapidly. Soonthe remaining skeletons reconsidered, not wishing to havehim roll their bones, and left him alone.
      

      
        • Deep in the ground the ogre came to a dark coffin. Thesmell was mouth-wateringly awful; something really rottenwas in there. Was Tandy's soul in there, too? He picked upthe box and shook it.
      

      
        "All right, all right\" a muffled voice came from thecoffin. "You made your point, ogre. You aren't afraid ofanything. What do you want?"
      

      
        "Give back Tandy's soul," Smash said grimly.
      

      
        "I can't do that, ogre," the box protested. "We made adeal. Her freedom for her soul. I let her out of this world; Ikeep her soul. That's the way we deal here; souls are thecurrency of this medium."
      

      
        "The Siren let her out by removing the gourd," Smashargued. "She never had to pay."
      

      
        "Coincidence. I permitted it, once the deal was struck.The negotiation is sealed."
      

      
        Smash had lived and thought like an ogre a lot longerthan he had lived and thought intelligently. Now he re-verted to convenient old habits. He roared, picked up thecoffin, and hurled it against the wall. The box fell to thefloor, somewhat sprung, and several ceiling stones 'droppedon it. Nauseating goo dribbled from a crack in it. Dirtsifted down from the chamber wall to smooth the outlines.
      

      
        "Maybe further negotiation is possible after all," thevoice from the coffin said, somewhat shaken. "Would youconsider trading souls?"
      

      
        Smash readied his hamfist again. "Wait!" the voicecried, alarmed. It evidently wasn't used to dealing with realbrutes. "I merely collect souls; I don't have the authority togive them back. If you want the girl's soul now, your onlyoption is to trade."
      

      
        The ogre considered. He might smash the coffin and itsoccupant to pieces, but that would not necessarily recover
      

      
        the soul. If Tandy's soul were in there, it could get hurt inthe battering. So maybe it was better to bargain. "Tradewhat?"
      

      
        "Another soul, of course. How about yours?"
      

      
        This box thought he was a typically stupid ogre. "No."
      

      
        "Well, someone else's. What about that buxom maturenymph out in Xanth, with the sometime fish-tail? Sheprobably has a luscious, bouncy, juicy soul."
      

      
        Smash considered again. He decided, with an un-ogrishprecision of ethics, that he could not make any commit-ments on behalf of the Siren. "Not her soul. And notmine."
      

      
        "Then the girl's soul must remain."
      

      
        Smash got another whiff of the stench from the coffinand knew that Tandy's soul could not be allowed to rotthere. He still did not consider the deal by which the coffinhad gotten Tandy's soul to be valid. He stooped to pick upthe battered coffin again.
      

      
        "Wait!" the voice cried. "There is one other option. Youcould accede to a lien."
      

      
        The ogre paused. "Explain."
      

      
        "A lien is a claim on the property of another as securityfor a debt," the coffin explained. "A lien on your soulwould mean that you agree to replace the girl's soul withanother soul—and if you don't, then your own soul is for-feit. But you keep your soul in the interim, or most of it."
      

      
        It did seem to make sense. "How long an interim?"
      

      
        "Shall we say thirty days?"
      

      
        "Six months," Smash said. "You think I'm stupid?"
      

      
        "I did think that," the coffin confessed. "After all, youare an ogre, and it is well known that the brains of ogresare mostly in their muscles. In fact, their brains are mostlymuscles."
      

      
        "Not true," Smash said. "An ogre's skull is filled withbone, not muscle."
      

      
        "I stand corrected. My skull is filled with necrosis. Howabout sixty days?"
      

      
        "Four months."
      

      
        "Split the difference: ninety days."
      

      
        "Okay," Smash agreed. "But I don't agree you are enti-tled to keep any soul, just because you tricked an innocentgirl into trading it off for nothing."
      

      
        "Are you sure you're an ogre? You don't sound likeone."
      

      
        "I'm an ogre," Smash affirmed. "Would you like me tothrow you around some more to prove it?"
      

      
        "That won't be necessary," the coffin said quickly. "Ifyou disagree with the assessment, you must deal with theboss: the Night Stallion. He makes decisions of policy."
      

      
        "The Dark Horse?"
      

      
        "Close enough; some do call him that. He governs theherd of nightmares."
      

      
        It began to fall into place. "This is where the nightmareslive? By day, when they're not out delivering bad dreamsto sleepers?"
      

      
        "Exactly. All the bad dreams are generated here in thegourd, from the raw material of people's fundamentalfears—loss, pain, death, shame, and the unknown. TheStallion decides where the dreams go, and the mares takethem there. Your girlfriend abused a mare, so it took a lienon her soul, and when she came here, that lien was calleddue. So her soul is forfeit, and now we have it, and onlythe Night Stallion can change that. Why don't we set youup for an appointment with the Stallion, and you can settlethis directly with him?"
      

      
        "An appointment? When?"
      

      
        "Well, he has a full calendar. Bad dreams aren't lightfancies, you know. There's a lot of evil in the world thatneeds recognition. It's a lot of work to craft each dreamcorrectly and designate it for exactly the right person at theright time. So the Stallion is quite busy. The first openingis six months hence."
      

      
        "But my lien expires in three months!"
      

      
        "You're smarter than the average ogre, for sure! Youmight force an earlier audience, but you'd have to find theStallion first. He certainly won't come to you within threemonths. I really wouldn't recommend the effort of locatinghim."
      

      
        Smash considered again. It seemed to him that this cof-fin protested too profusely. Something was being concealedhere. Time for the ogre act again. "Perhaps so," he said."There is therefore no point in restraining my natural incli-nation for violence." He picked up a rock and crumpled itto chips and sand with one hand. He eyed the coffin.
      

      
        "But I'm sure you can find him!" the box said quickly."All you have to do is seek the path of most resistance.That's all I can tell you, honest!"
      

      
        Smash decided that he had gotten as much as he couldfrom the coffin. "Good enough. Give me the girl's soul,and I'll leave my three-month lien and meet the Stallionwhen I find him."
      

      
        "Do you think a soul is something you can just carry inyour hand?" the coffin demanded derisively.
      

      
        "Yes," Smash said. He contemplated his hand, slowlyclosing it into a brutishly ugly fist that hovered menacinglyover the coffin.
      

      
        "Quite," the coffin agreed nervously, sweating anotherblob of stinking goo. The soul floated up, a luminescentglobe that passed right through the wood. Smash cupped itcarefully in his hand and tromped from the gloomy cham-ber. Neither coffin nor skeletons opposed him.
      

      
        Tandy sat where she had been, the picture of hopelessgirlish misery. "Here is your soul," Smash said, and heldout the glowing globe.
      

      
        Unbelievingly, she reached for it. The globe expanded ather touch, becoming a ghost-shape that quickly overlappedher body and merged. For an instant her entire bodyglowed, right through the tattered red dress; then she washer normal self. "Oh, Smash, you did it!" she exclaimed. "Ilove you! You recovered my soul from that awful corpse!"
      

      
        "I promised to protect you," he said gruffly.
      

      
        "How can I reward you?" She was actually pinching her-self, amazed by her restoration. Smash, too, was amazed;
      

      
        he had not before appreciated how much difference a per-son's soul made.
      

      
        ^ "No reward," he insisted. "It's part of my job, my ser-vice for my Answer."
      

      
        She considered. "Yes, I suppose. But how ever did youdo it? I thought there was no way—"
      

      
        "I had to indulge my natural propensities slightly," headmitted, glancing at the pile of bones he had made. Thebones shuddered and settled lower, eager to avoid his atten-tion.
      

      
        "Oh. I guess you were more terrible than the skeletonswere," she said.
      

      
        "Naturally. That. is the nature of ogres. We're worse
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        than anything." Smash thought it best not to inform her ofthe actual nature of his deal. "Let's get out of here."
      

      
        "Oh, yes! But how?"
      

      
        That was another problem. He could bash through walls,but the force holding Tandy and himself inside the gourdwas intangible. "I think we'll have to wait for the Siren tofree us. All she has to do is move the gourd so we can'tlook into it any more, but she doesn't know when we'll befinished in here."
      

      
        "Oh, I don't want to stay another minute in this horribleplace! If I had known what would happen when I peekedinto that funny little hole—"
      

      
        "It's not a bad place, this," Smash said, trying to cheerher. "It can even be fun."
      

      
        "Fun? In this awful graveyard?"
      

      
        "Like this." Smash had spied a skeleton poking around agrave, perhaps looking for a new convert. He sneaked upbehind it. Ogres didn't have to shake the earth when theywalked; they did it because they enjoyed it. "B0001" hebellowed.
      

      
        The skeleton leaped right out of its foot-bones and stum-bled away, terrified. Tandy had to smile. "You're prettyscary, all right, Smash," she agreed.
      

      
        They settled down against a large gravestone. Tandyhuddled within the protection of the ogre's huge, hairyarm. It was the only place the poor little girl felt safe inthis region.
      

      
        Chapter 5. Prints of Wails
      

      
        I he Siren greeted them anxiously as they woketo the outer afternoon of Xanth. "I gave you an hourthis time, Smash; I just didn't dare wait longer," she said."Are you all right?"
      

      
        "I have my soul back!" Tandy said brightly. "Smash gotit for me!"
      

      
        The Siren had been looking her age, for her human stockcaused her to be less than immortal. Now relief was visiblyrestoring her youthfulness. "That's wonderful, dear," shesaid, hugging her. Then, looking at Smash, the Siren sob-ered again. "But usually souls can't be recovered withouthell to pay—ah, that is, some sort of quid pro quo. Are yousure—"
      

      
        "I've got mine," Smash said jovially. "Such as it is. Ogresdo have souls, don't they?"
      

      
        "As far as I know, only people of human derivation havesouls," the Siren said. "But all of those do, even if theirhuman ancestor was many generations ago, and so wethree qualify. I'm sure yours is as good as any, Smash, andperhaps better than some."
      

      
        "It must be stronger and stupider, anyway," he said.
      

      
        "I'm so glad it's all right," the Siren said, seeming notentirely convinced. She evidently suspected something, butchose not to make an issue of it at this time. Older femalestended to be less innocent than young ones, he realized, butalso more discreet.
      

      
        They considered their situation. There seemed to be noogres and no merfolk at Lake Ogre-Chobee, despite itsname.
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        "Now I remember," Smash said. "The curse-fiendsdrove the ogres away. They migrated north to the Ogre-fen-Ogre Fen. I don't know why I didn't think of that be-fore!"
      

      
        "Because you weren't cursed by the Eye Queue before,silly," Tandy said. "You weren't very smart. But that's allright; we'll just go up to the Ogre Fen and find your tribe."
      

      
        "But that's the entire length of Xanth!" the Siren pro-tested. "Who knows what horrors lie along the way?"
      

      
        "Yes, fun," Smash said.
      

      
        "Funny, the Good Magician didn't remind you about theogres' change of residence," the Siren said. "Well, there'scertainly not much doing here. I would like to travel withyou a little longer, if I may, at least until I find a lakeinhabited by merfolk."
      

      
        "Sure, come along, we like your company," Tandy saidimmediately, and Smash shrugged. It really made little dif-ference to him. He was partially preoccupied by his prob-lem with the lien on his soul. He would soon have to find apretext to go back into the gourd to search for the NightStallion and fight for his soul.
      

      
        "But first, let's abolish this menace once and for all,"the Siren said. She picked up the hypnogourd and lifted ithigh overhead, throwing it violently to the ground.
      

      
        "No!" Smash cried. But before he could move, the gourdhad smashed to earth. It fragmented into pinkish pulp,black seeds, and translucent juice. There was no sign of theworld he and Tandy had toured within it; the magic wasgone.
      

      
        The ogre stood staring at the ruin. Now, how could hereturn to that world to settle his account? Somehow heknew his lien had not been abated by the destruction of thegourd; his avenue to that world had merely been closed. Itwould take time to manifest, but he knew he was in verybad trouble.
      

      
        "Is something wrong?" the Siren asked. "Did you leavesomething in there?"
      

      
        "It doesn't matter," Smash said brusquely. After all, shehad meant well, and there was nothing to be done now. Nopoint in upsetting the girls, no matter how privately satisfy-ing it might have been to rant and rave and stomp, ogre-
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        style, until the whole forest and lake trembled and roiledwith reaction to the violence.
      

      
        They trekked north through the variegated jungle andtundra and intemperate zones of Xanth. Most of the localflora and fauna left the party alone, wisely not wishing toantagonize an ogre. Upon occasion, some gnarled old bull-spruce would paw the earth with a branch-hoof and poke alimb-hom into the way, but a short, sharp blow withSmash's gauntleted fist taught such trees manners. Progresswas good.
      

      
        They were just considering where to spend the night, when they heard something. There was a thin, barely audi-ble screaming, and a cacophony of ugly pantings, breath-ings, and raspings. "Something unpleasant is going on," theSiren said.
      

      
        "I'll investigate," Smash said, glad for the chance for alittle relaxing violence. He tromped toward the commotion.
      

      
        A crowd of multilegged things was chasing a little fairylass, who seemed to have hurt one of her gossamer wings.She was running this way and that, but wherever she went,creatures like squished caterpillars with tentacles moved toblock the way, dribbling hungry drool. The fairy wasscreaming with fright and horror, and the pursuers werereveling in her discomfort, playing cruelly with her beforeclosing for the kill.
      

      
        "What's this?" Smash demanded.
      

      
        One of the creatures turned toward him, though it washard to tell which side was its front. "Stay out of what doesnot concern you, trashface," it said insolently.
      

      
        Now, Smash normally did not involve himself in whatdid not concern him, but his recent experience with Tandyin the gourd had sensitized him to the plight of small,pretty females in distress. Also, he did not like being told tostay out, despite the compliment to his face. Therefore hereacted with polite force. "Get out of here, you ghastly par-ody."
      

      
        "Oho! the ghastly cried. "So the dumb brute needs a les-son, too!"
      

      
        Immediately the creatures oriented on Smash. From adistance they were repulsive; from up close, they wereworse. They launched purple spittle at him, belched ob-
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        scenely all over their bodies, and scratched at him withdirty claws. But several still chased the hapless fairy lass.
      

      
        Smash became moderately perturbed. Now it seemed thereputation of ogres was on the line. He picked up a ghastly.It defecated on his paw. He heaved it into the forest. Itscurried back. He pounded another into the ground—but itmerely squished flat, then rebounded. He tore one apart,but it just stretched impossibly, and snapped back to itsnormal shapelessness when he let go, leaving a slug ofsmelly slime on his fingers.
      

      
        Now the fairy screamed louder. The ghastlies had almostcaught her. Smash had to act quickly or he would be toolate to help her. But what would stop these creatures?- Fortunately, his new intelligence assisted. If throwing,pounding, and stretching didn't work, maybe tying would.He grabbed two ghastlies and squeezed and squished themtogether, tying a knot in their infinitely stretchable limbs.Then he tied in a third, and a fourth, and a fifth. Soon hehad a huge ball of tied ghastlies, since they kept comingstupidly at him. Their rebounding and stretching didn't dothem much good; it merely tightened the knots. In duecourse, all the ghastlies were balled together, spitting, hiss-ing, scratching, and pooping on each other constantly.
      

      
        Smash dropped the ball, wiped himself off on sometowel-leaves, and checked on the fairy. She was as fright-ened of him as she had been of the ghastlies. He did notchase her; he had only wanted to make sure she was nottoo badly hurt.
      

      
        When the fairy saw him stop, she stopped. She was a tinything, hardly half the height of Tandy, a nude girl formwith sparldingly mussed hair and thin, iridescent wingswith scenic patterns. "You aren't chasing me, ogre?"
      

      
        "No. Go your way in peace, fairy."
      

      
        "But why did you tie all the ghastlies in a knot, if youdidn't want to gobble me up?"
      

      
        "To help you escape."
      

      
        She had difficulty assimilating this. "I thought you werean ogre, but you neither sound nor act like one."
      

      
        "We all have our off days," Smash said apologetically.
      

      
        Tandy and the Siren arrived. "He's a gentle ogre," theSiren explained. "He helps the helpless." She introducedthe three of them.
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        "I'm John," the fairy said. Then, before they could react,she continued. "I know, I know it's not a proper name forthe like of me, but my father was away when I was born,and the message got garbled, and I was stuck with it. Sonow I'm on a quest for my proper name. But I got tossedby a gust and hurt my wing, and then the ghastlies—"
      

      
        "Why don't you travel with us?" Tandy asked. "Untilyour wing gets better. Monsters don't bother us much. Wehave one of our own." She gripped Smash's dangling ham-hand possessively.
      

      
        John considered, evidently uncertain about travelingwith a monster. Then the ball of ghastlies began workingloose, and she decided. "Yes, I will go with you. It shouldtake only a day or so for my wing to mend."
      

      
        Smash did not comment. He had not asked for any com-panions, but Tandy had been forced on him, and she had apropensity for inviting others. Perhaps it was becauseXanth was so new to her that she felt the company of oth-ers who were more familiar with it would improve things.Maybe she was right; the Siren had certainly helped themget out of the gourd.. It didn't really matter; Smash couldtravel with three as well as with one.
      

      
        Now night came. Smash foraged for food and found apatch of spaghetti just ripening near a spice tree. He har-vested several great handfuls, shook the spice on them, andproffered this for their repast. The girls seemed a trifledoubtful at first, but all were hungry, and soon they wereconsuming the delicious, slippery stuff, ogre-style, by thehandful and slurpful. Then they found a basket palm withenough stout hanging baskets for all, and spent a reasona-bly comfortable night.
      

      
        But before they slept, the Siren questioned John aboutthe kind of name she was looking for. "Why don't you justtake any name you like and use it?"
      

      
        "Oh, I couldn't," John said. "I can answer only to thename I was given. Since I was given the wrong one, I mustkeep it until I recover the right one."
      

      
        "How can you be sure there is a right one? If your fatherwas misinformed—"
      

      
        "Oh, no, he knew who I was. He sent back a good name,but somehow it got lost, and the wrong name arrived in-stead. By the time he got home, it was too late to fix it."
      

      
        Smash understood the Siren's perplexity. He, like her,had not been aware that names were so intricately tagged.
      

      
        "Does that mean that someone else got your name?" theSiren asked.
      

      
        "Of course. Some male fairy got my name, and must beas unhappy with it as I am with his. But if I find him, wecan exchange them. Then everything will be just fine."
      

      
        "I see," the Siren said. "I hope you find him soon."
      

      
        In the morning they breakfasted on honeydew that hadformed on the leaves of the basket tree, then resumed thetrek north. John buzzed her healing wing every so often,and the pattern on it seemed to come alive in a three-dimensional image, like flowers blooming, but she. couldnot yet fly. She had to be content to walk. She was acheery little thing, good company, and full of cute anec-dotes about life among the fairies. It seemed the FairyKingdom was a large one, with many principalities and in-terstate commerce between groups, and internecine tradewars.
      

      
        They started to climb. None of them was familiar withthis section of Xanth, which was east of the Region ofMadness, so they merely proceeded directly north. Withluck, it wouldn't be too bad.
      

      
        But it was bad. The mountain became so steep it wasimpossible to climb normally. They could not go around it,because the sides of the channel they traveled had riseneven more steeply. They had either to proceed forward orto retreat all the way to the base and try another approach.None was willing to retreat.
      

      
        Smash used his gauntleted fists to break out sections ofrock, making crude steps for the others. Fortunately, thereally steep part was not extensive, and by noon they stoodat the top.
      

      
        It was a lake, hardly on the scale of Ogre-Chobee butimpressive enough, brimful with sparkling water. "Thismust be an old volcano," John said. "I have flown oversimilar ones, though not this big. We must beware; waterdragons like such lakes, especially if they are hot on thebottom."
      

      
        Smash grimaced. He didn't like water dragons, becausethey tended to be too much for an honest ogre to handle.
      

      
        But he saw no sign of such a creature here. No droppings,no piles of bones, no discarded old scales or teeth.
      

      
        "What are those?" Tandy inquired, pointing.
      

      
        There were marks on the surface of the water. Theywere roughly circular indentations, with smaller indenta-tions on one side of each large one. "They look like prints,"the Siren said. "As if some creature walked on the water.Is that possible?"
      

      
        Smash put one foot on the water. It sank through. Theripples moved across the prints, erasing them. "Not possi-ble," he decided.
      

      
        Still, they decided to stay clear of the water until theyknew more about it. Seemingly minor mysteries could behazardous to their health in Xanth. They walked aroundthe west side of the lake, following one of those suspi-ciously convenient paths because there was no other routebetween the deep water and the climike outer face of themountain.
      

      
        But as they bore north, following the curve of the cone,they encountered an outcropping of spongy rock."Magma," Smash conjectured, forcing another subterra-nean memory to the surface, slightly heated.
      

      
        "I don't care who it is, it's in our way," Tandy com-plained. Indeed, the rock blotted out the path, forcing themto attempt a hazardous scramble.
      

      
        "I shall remove it," Smash decided. He readied hishamfist and pounded one good pound on the magma.
      

      
        The rock responded with a deafening reverberation.They all clapped their hands over their ears while themountain shook and the lake made waves.
      

      
        Finally the awful noise died away. "That magma comesloud!" the Siren said.
      

      
        "Magma cum laude," the ogre agreed, not hearing wellyet.
      

      
        "It sure is some sound," Tandy said, looking dizzy. Thefairy agreed.
      

      
        They decided they didn't like the sound of it, and wouldtry the other side of the lake, where the way might be quieter.As they walked the path back, an awful moan slid acrossthe water. "What is that?" Tandy demanded anxiously.
      

      
        "The wailing of whatever made the prints," the Sirenconjectured.
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        "Oh. So these are the prints of wails."
      

      
        "Close enough." The Siren grimaced. "I hope we don'tmeet the wail, though. I've had some experience with mu-sic on water, and this makes me nervous."
      

      
        "Yes, you ought to know," Tandy agreed. "My fathersaid you could bring any man to you from afar, if he heardyou."
      

      
        "Yes, when I had my magic," she said sadly. "Thosedays are gone, and perhaps it is just as well, but I do getlonely."
      

      
        They approached the east side of the lake. But here theyencountered more trouble. An ugly head lifted on a serpen-tine neck. It was not exactly a dragon's head, and not ex-actly a sea monster's head, but it had affinities with both.It was not large as monster heads went, but it hissed vi-ciously enough.
      

      
        Smash was tired of being balked. He did not mess withthis minor monster; he reached out with one hand andcaught the neck between gauntleted thumb and forefinger.
      

      
        Immediately another head appeared, similar to the firstand just as aggressive. Smash caught this one in his otherglove.
      

      
        Then a third came. This was getting awkward! Had hestumbled onto a whole nest of serpents? Hastily Smashsmashed the first two heads together, crushing both, andreached for the third.
      

      
        "They all connecti" the Siren exclaimed. "It's a many-headed serpent!"
      

      
        Indeed it was! Four more heads rose up, making sevenin all. Smash crushed two more, but had to move quickly toprevent the remaining three from burying their fangs in hislimbs. He rose to the need, however, by catching one underhis feet and the last two in his hands. In a moment all hadbeen crushed, and he relaxed.
      

      
        "Smash, look out!" Tandy cried. "More heads!"
      

      
        Apparently a couple of the ones he had dealt with hadnot been completely destroyed, and had revived. This wasunusual; things seldom recovered from the impact of ogreforce. He grabbed these—and discovered they sproutedfrom the same neck. Their junction formed a neat Y. Hewas sure he hadn't encountered this configuration before.
      

      
        "More heads!" Tandy screamed.
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        "Now there were six more, in three pairs. New headswere growing from the old ones!
      

      
        "It's a hydra!" the Siren cried. "Each lost head generatestwo more! You can never get ahead of it!"
      

      
        "I've got too many heads of it!" Smash muttered, step-ping back. The hydra was generating a small forest of hiss-ing heads, each lunging and snapping at anything in range.Two were squaring off at each other.
      

      
        "You can't kill a hydra," the Siren continued. "Its es-sence is immortal. It draws its strength from the water."
      

      
        "Then I shall remove the water," Smash said. "It will beeasy to bash a hole in this rim and let the lake out."
      

      
        "Oh, please don't do that!" the Siren protested. "I'm acreature of water, and I hate to see it mistreated. Youwould ruin a perfectly lovely lake, and drown many inno-cent creatures below, and kill many innocent lake denizens.There is an entire ecology in any such body—"
      

      
        Was the mermaid becoming the conscience of the group?Smash hesitated.
      

      
        "That's true," John admitted. "Pretty lakes should be leftalone. Most of them have much more good than evil inthem."
      

      
        Smash looked at Tandy. "I agree," she said. "We don'twant to harm others, and this water is nice."
      

      
        The ogre shrugged. He didn't want trouble with hisfriends. As he thought about it, with his amplified EyeQueue intelligence—which remained a nuisance—he real-ized they were right. Wanton destruction could only beget adeterioration of the environment of Xanth, and that would,in the long run, damage the prospects of ogres. "No harmto others," he agreed gruffly. If any other ogres ever heardof this, he would be in trouble! Imagine not destroyingsomething!
      

      
        "Oh, I could kiss you," Tandy said. "But I can't reachyou."
      

      
        Smash chuckled. "Good thing. Now we'll have to swimacross the lake. Do all of you know how to swim?"
      

      
        "Oh, I couldn't swim," John said. "My wings wouldbreak."
      

      
        "Maybe you can fly now," the Siren suggested.
      

      
        "Maybe." The fairy tried, buzzing her pretty wings,making the flower-pattern blossoms again. She seemed to
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        lighten as the downdraft of air dusted dirt out from theridge, but she did not quite take off. Then she jumped. Agust of wind passed at that moment, carrying her out overthe rim. She agitated her wings furiously, but could notsustain elevation and began to fall.
      

      
        Smash reached out and caught her before she crashedinto the rocky slope. She screamed, then realized he washelping her, not attacking her. He set her carefully back onthe ledge, where she stood panting prettily and quiveringwith reaction.
      

      
        "Not yet, it seems," the Siren said. "But you might sit onSmash's back while he swims."
      

      
        "I suppose," the fairy agreed faintly. Her little barebosom was heaving. It occurred to Smash that the loss ofthe ability to fly might be quite disturbing to a creaturewhose natural mode of travel was flight. He might reactsimilarly if he lost his ogre strength.
      

      
        They entered the water. Tandy could swim well enough,and, of course, the Siren converted to mermaid form andwas completely at home. John perched nervously onSmash's head and was so light he hardly felt her weight.He began stroking across the lake, careful not to splashenough to cause trouble, despite his pleasure in splashing.Some sacrifices were necessary when one traveled in com-pany.
      

      
        The Siren led the way, easily outdistancing the others.That creature certainly could swim; she was in her ele-ment.
      

      
        Then something loomed from the north. It was huge anddark, like a low-flying thundercloud, scooting across thewater. Simultaneously the awful wailing came again, andnow Smash realized it came from the cloud-thing. Therewas also a pattering drumbeat punctuating the wails.
      

      
        The Siren paused in place. "I don't like this," she said."That thing is trotting on the surface of the water; I feelthe vibrations of its footfalls. And it's headed for us. Icould outdistance it, I think; but Tandy can't, and Smashcan't do much without imperiling John. We had better getout of the water."
      

      
        "It's coming too fast," John said. "It will catch us beforewe get back to shore."
      

      
        She was right. The monster loomed rapidly onward, cast-
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        ing a dark shadow. It was not actually a cloud, but wascomposed of gray-blue foam, with a number of holesthrough which the wailing passed, and hundreds of little feetthat touched the water. When it moved to one side, theysaw the prints left on the surface, just like the ones theyhad seen before. The prints of wails.
      

      
        "Oh, we are doomed!" John cried. "Save yourself,Smash; dive under the water, hide from it!"
      

      
        An ogre hide from a monster? Little did the fairy graspthe magnitude of the insult she had innocently rendered."No," Smash said. "I'll fight it."
      

      
        "It's too big to fight!"
      

      
        "It probably smothers its prey by surrounding it," Tandysaid. She was being practical. She seemed much less afraidof things since having 'discovered the ultimate nature offear inside the gourd. Monsters were only monsters, whenone's soul was intact. "You can't fight fog or jelly."
      

      
        Smash realized she was probably right. These assortedgirls were making more sense than he would have thoughtbefore he came to know them. In the water, with a delicateand flightless fairy on his head, he could not fight effi-ciently anyway—and if there was nothing really solid topunch out, his fists would be of little use.' It galled him toconcede that there were monsters that an ogre couldn'thandle, but in this case it seemed to be so. Curse this EyeQueue that made him see reason!
      

      
        "I'll lead it away!" the Siren cried. She was hovering inthe water, her powerful tail elevating her body, so that itwas as if she stood only waist-deep. She would have been aconsiderable sight, that way, for a human male. It seemedto Smash that she should have no trouble attracting a mer-man, at such time as she found one. "You swim on acrossthe lake," the Siren continued. She set off toward the west,moving with amazing velocity. She was like a bird in flightacross the surface of the lake.
      

      
        When she was a fair distance away, she paused and be-gan to sing. She had a beautiful voice, with an eerie qual-ity, a little like the wailing of the monster. Perhaps she wasdeliberately imitating it.
      

      
        The monster paused. Then it rotated grandly and rantoward the Siren, its little feet striking the water withoutsplashing, leaving the prints. That mystery had been
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        solved, though Smash did not understand how the printsremained after the wailing monster moved on. But, ofcourse, the effects of magic did not need any explanation.
      

      
        Once the monster had cleared the area, lured away bythe Siren, Smash and Tandy swam on across. It was a fairdistance, and Tandy tired, slowing them; it seemed therewere not many lakes this big in the underworld. FinallySmash told her to grab hold of one of his feet so he couldtow her. The truth was, he was getting tired himself; hewould have preferred to wade, but the water was far toodeep for that. It would have been un-ogrish to confess anyweakness, however.
      

      
        They made it safely to the north lip. They drew them-selves out and rested, hoping the Siren was all right.
      

      
        Soon she appeared, swimming deep below the surface.Her tail gave her a tremendous forward thrust, and shewas a thing of genuine beauty as she slid through the wa-ter, her hair streaming back like bright seaweed, her bodyas sleek and glossy as that of a healthy fish. Then she cameup, her head bursting the surface, her hands rising auto-matically to brush back her wet tresses, mermaidlike. "My,that was interesting!" she said, flipping out of the water tosit on the rim, her tail hidden in the water, so that now shemost resembled a healthy nymph.
      

      
        "The monster was friendly?" Tandy asked doubtfully.
      

      
        "No, it tried to consume me. But it couldn't reach belowthe water because its magic prints keep it above. It tried tolure me close, but I'm an experienced hand at luring crea-tures, and was too careful to be taken in."
      

      
        "Then you were in real danger!" Tandy was now verysensitive to danger from monsters that lured their victims,whether by an easy access path or a convenient peephole.
      

      
        "No danger for me," the Siren said, flinging her damphair out as she changed to human legs and climbed the restof the way from the water. "Few creatures can catch mykind in our element. Not that there are many quite likeme; most merfolk can't make legs. That's my human heri-tage. Of course, my sister the Gorgon never was able tomake a tail; it was her face that changed. Magical heredityis funny stuff! But I talked briefly with the monster. Heconsiders himself a whale."
      

      
        "A whale of a what?" Smash asked.
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        "Just a whale."
      

      
        "Isn't that a Mundane monster?" John asked. It was gen-erally known in Xanth that the worst monsters were Mun-dane, as were the worst people.
      

      
        "Yes. But this one claims some whales migrated toXanth, grew legs so they could cross to inland waters, andthen kept the legs for lake-running. Some find small lakes;
      

      
        they're puddle-jumpers. Some find pools of rum; they'rerum-runners. He says he's of the first water, a royal mon-ster, a Prince of his kind."
      

      
        "A Prince of Whales," Tandy said. "Is he really?"
      

      
        "I don't think so. That's why he wails."
      

      
        "Life is hard all over," Smash said without much sympa-thy. "Let's get down off this mountain."
      

      
        Indeed, the sun was losing strength and starting to fall,as it did each day, never learning to conserve its energy sothat it could stay aloft longer. They needed to get to a com-fortable place before night. Fortunately, the slope on thisside was not as steep, so they were able to slide down itfairly readily.
      

      
        As they neared the northern base, where the forest re-sumed, a nymph came out to meet them. She was a deli-cate brown in color, with green hair fringed with red. Hertorso, though slender and full in the manner of her kind,was gently corrugated like the bark of a young tree, andher toes were rootlike. She approached Tandy, who was themost human of the group. "Please—do you know whereCastle Roogna is?"
      

      
        "I tried to reach Castle Roogna a year ago," Tandy said."But I got lost. I think Smash knows, though."
      

      
        "Oh, I wouldn't ask an ogre!" the nymph exclaimed.
      

      
        "He's a halfway tame ogre," Tandy assured her. "Hedoesn't eat many nymphs."
      

      
        Smash was getting used to these slights. He waited pa-tiently for the nymph to gain confidence, then answeredher question as well as he could. "I have been to CastleRoogna. But I'm not going there at the moment, and theway is difficult. It is roughly west of here."
      

      
        "I'll find it somehow," the nymph said. "I've got to." Shefaced west.
      

      
        "Now wait," Tandy protested, as Smash had suspectedshe would. The girl had sympathy enough to overflow all
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Xanth! "You can't get there alone! You could easily getlost or gobbled up. Why don't you travel with us until wefind someone else who is going there?"
"But you're going north!" the nymph protested.
"Yes. But we travel safely, because of Smash." Tandyindicated him again. "Nobody bothers an ogre."
"There is that," the nymph agreed. "I don't want tobother him myself." She considered, seeming somewhattired. "I could help you find food and water. I'm good atthat sort of thing. I'm a hamadryad."
"Oh, a tree-nymph!" the Siren exclaimed. "I should haverealized. What are you doing out of your tree?"
"It's a short story. Let me find you a place to eat andrest, and I will tell it."
The dryad kept her promise. Soon they were ensconced ina glade beside a large eggplant whose ripe eggs had beenhard-boiled by the sun. Nearby was a sodapond that spar-kled effervescently. They sat in a circle cracking openeggs, using the shells to dip out sodawater. Proper introduc-tions were made, and the dryad turned out to be namedFireoak, after her tree.
She was, despite her seeming youth, over a century old.All her life had been spent with her fireoak tree, whichhad sprouted from a fireacom the year she came intobeing. She had grown with it, as hamadryads did, protect-ing it and being protected by it. Then a human village hadset up nearby, and villagers had come out to cut down thetree to build a firehouse, Fireoak made fine fire-resistantwood, the dryad explained; its own appearance of burningwas related to Saint Elmo's fire, an illusion of burning thatmade it stand out beautifully and discouraged predatorybugs except for fireants. In vain had the dryad protestedthat the cutting of the oak would kill both it and her; thevillagers wanted the wood. So she had taken advantage ofthe full moon that night to weave a lunatic fringe thatshrouded the tree, hiding it from them. .But that would lastonly a few days; when the moon shrank to a crescent, sowould the fringe, betraying the tree's location. She had toaccomplish her mission before then.
"But how can a trip to Castle Roogna help?" Johnasked. "They use wood there, too, don't they?"
"The King is there!" Fireoak replied. "I understand he isan environmentalist. He protects special trees."
"It is true," Smash agreed. "He protects rare monsters,too." Now for the first time he realized the probable basisfor King Trent's tolerance of an ogre family near CastleRoogna: they were rare wilderness specimens. "He alwayslooks for the solution of least ecological damage."
The dryad looked at him curiously. "You certainly don'ttalk like an ogre!"
"He blundered into an Eye Queue vine," Tandy ex-plained. "It cursed him with smartness."
"How are you able to survive away from your tree?" theSiren asked. "I thought no hamadryad could leave for morethan a moment."
"That's what I thought," Fireoak said. "But when deaththreatened my tree, desperation gave me extraordinarystrength. For my tree I can do what I must. I feel terriblyinsecure, however. My soul is the tree."
Tandy and Smash jumped. The analogy was too close forcomfort. It was no easy thing to be separated from one'ssoul.
"I know the feeling," the Siren said. "I lived all my lifein one lake. But I suddenly realized that it had becomea desolate place for a lone mermaid. So I am looking for abetter lake. But I do miss my original lake, for it containsall my life's experience, and I wonder whether it missesme, too."
"How will you know the new lake won't be desolate foryou, too?" Fireoak asked.
"It won't be if it has the right merman in it."
The dryad blushed, her face for an instant showing thecolor of the fire of her tree. "Oh."
"You're a hundred years old—and you have no experi-ence with men?" Tandy asked.
"Well, I'm a dryad," Fireoak said defensively. "We justdon't have much to do with men—only with trees."
"What sort of experience have you had?" the Siren askedTandy.
"A demon—he—I'd rather not discuss it." It was Tan-dy's turn to blush. "Anyway, my father is a man."
"Most fathers are," the Siren said.
 
86 Ogre, Ogre
"Mine isn't!" Smash protested. "My father is an ogre."
She ignored that. "I inherited my legs from my father,my tail from my mother. She was not a true woman, but hewas a true man."
"You mean human men really do have, uh, dealingswith mermaids?" Tandy asked.
"Human men have dealings with any maid they cancatch," the Siren said with a wry smile. "I understand mymother wasn't hard to catch; my father was a very hand-some man. But he had to leave when my sister the Gorgonwas born."
After a pause, Fireoak resumed her story. "So if I canjust talk to the King and get him to save my tree, every-thing will be all right."
"What about the other trees?" John asked.
Fireoak looked blank. "Other trees?"
"The other ones the villagers are cutting down. Maybethey don't have dryads to speak for them, but they don'tdeserve destruction."
"I never thought of that," Fireoak said. "I suppose Ishould put in a word at Castle Roogna for them, too. Itwould be no bad thing to lobby for the trees."
They found good locations in the trees and settled downfor the night. Smash spread himself out on the gladeground; no one would bother him. His head was near theliquidly flowing trunk of a water oak Fireoak had chosen;
he overheard the hamadryad's muted sobbing. Evidentlyher separation from her beloved home tree was harder onher than she showed by day, and the threat to that tree wasno distant concern. Smash hoped he could find a way tohelp her. If he had to, he could go and stand guard overher tree himself. But he didn't know how long that wouldtake. He didn't want to delay his own mission too long, lestthe time for the Good Magician's Answer should run out.There was also the matter of the gourd-coffin's lien on hissoul; anything he had to do, he had better get done withinthree months. Already he felt not quite up to snuff, as ifpart of his soul had been leached away, taking some of hisstrength with it.
Next day the five of them marched north. The land lev-eled out, but hazards remained. Tandy blundered into a
Ogre, Ogre                       87
chokecherry bush, and Smash had to rip the entire plantout of the ground before its vines stopped choking her. Far-ther along they encountered a power plant, whose branchesswelled out into strange angular configurations andhummed with power; woe betide the creature who blun-dered into that!
Around midday they discovered a lovely vegetable tree,on whose branches grew cabbages, beans, carrots, tomatoes,and turnips, all in fine states of ripeness. Here were all theingredients for an excellent salad! But as Smash ap-proached it, Tandy grew nervous. "I smell a rat," she said,sniffing the air. "There are big rats down in the caveswhere I live; I know their odor well. They always meantrouble."
Smash sniffed. Sure enough, there was the faint aromaof rats. What were they doing here?
"I smell it, too," John said. "I hate rats. But where arethey?"
The Siren was walking around the tree. "Somewhere inor near the vegetable tree," she announced. "I fear thisplant is not entirely what it appears."
Fireoak approached it. "Let me check. I'm good withtrees." She was showing no sign of the agony of her separa-tion from her tree, but Smash knew it remained. Her nightin a tree must have restored her somewhat, though ofcourse it wasn't her tree.
The hamadryad stood close to the vegetable tree. Slowlyshe touched a leaf. "This is a normal leaf," she said. Thenshe touched a potato—and one of its eyes blinked. "Getaway from here!" Fireoak screamed. "It's a rat!"
Then the fruits and vegetables exploded into action.Each one sprouted legs, tail, and snout and dropped to theground. A major swarm of rats had camouflaged itself bymasquerading as vegetables, luring the unwary into con-^ct—but the smell had given them away. Once a rat, al-ways a rat, by the smell of it.
The Siren, Tandy, and John scurried back in time toavoid the first surge of the rat-race. But Fireoak stood tooclose. The beasties swarmed around her, biting at her legs,causing her to trip and fall.
Smash leaped across, swooping down with one hand tolift the hamadryad clear of the ground. Several rats came
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up with her, chewing savagely at her barklike skin. Shescreamed and tried to brush them off, but they clung tena-ciously and bit at her hands.
Smash shook her, but hesitated to do it vigorouslyenough to fling away the rats, lest it hurt her. As it was,bits of bark and leaf were flying off. Smash had to pinchthe rats off one by one, and their claws and teeth leftscratches on the 'dryad's body. By the time the last wasgone, she was in an awful state, oozing sap from severalscrapes. The swarm of rats surrounded Smash and tried tobite his feet and climb his hairy legs.
Smash stomped ferociously, shaking the glade and crush-ing several rats with each stomp. But there were hundredsof the little monsters, coming at him from every direction,moving rapidly. They threatened to get on him no matterhow fast he stomped. He didn't dare set the dryad down,lest the same fate befall her. His great strength hardlyavailed against these relatively puny enemies.
"Get away from him!" Tandy screamed from a safe dis-tance. "Leave him alone, you rats!" She seemed really an-gry. It was almost as if she were trying to defend him fromthe enemy; that, of course, was a ludicrous reversal of theirsituation, yet it touched him oddly.
Smash stomped away from the tree, but the rats stayedwith him. In order to run he would have to do two things:
move the dryad back and forth as his arms pumped andflee a known danger. The one seemed physically hazardousto another person, while the other was emotionally distaste-ful. So he moved slowly, stamping, while the rats beganclimbing his legs.
Then Tandy's arm shot out as if hurling a rock. Her facewas red, her teeth bared, her body rigid, as if she were in astate of absolute fury—but there was no rock in her hand.She was throwing nothing.
Something exploded at Smash's feet. He was knockedoff them, barely catching his balance. All around him therats turned belly-up, stunned.
He stared at the carnage, standing still because his legswere numb. He set down the hamadryad, who steppeddaintily over the bodies. "What happened?"
Tandy sounded abashed. "I threw a tantrum."
Smash left the twitching rats and went to join her. His
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feet felt as if they were nothing but bones, with the fleshmelted off, though this was not the case. "That's a spell?"
"That's bad temper, my talent," she said, eyes downcast."When I get mad, I throw a tantrum. Sometimes it does alot of damage. I'm sorry; I should have controlled my emo-tion."
"Sorry?" Smash said, bewildered, looking back at therum of the rat-swarm. "That's a wonderful talent!"
"Oh, sure," she replied with irony."My mother had a similar talent. Of course, she was acurse-fiend; they all throw curses.". "Maybe I have curse-fiend ancestry," Tandy said sourly."My father Crombie came from a long line of soldiers, andthey do get around quite a bit."
Now the others came up. "You did that, Tandy?" Fire-oak asked. "You saved me a lot of misery! If Smash hadput me down amidst those awful rats, or if they hadclimbed up him and gotten to me, as they were trying to—"She winced, feeling her wounds. She was obviously inconsiderable discomfort.
"That's an extremely useful talent for the jungles ofXanth," the Siren said.
"You really think so?" Tandy asked, brightening. "I al-ways understood it wasn't nice to be destructive."
"It isn't?" Smash asked, surprised.
Then they all laughed. "Sometimes perhaps it is," theSiren concluded.
They found some genuine vegetables for lunch, then re-sumed the march. But soon they heard a ferocious snuf-fling and snorting ahead, low to the ground. "Oh, thatmight be a dragon with a cold," John said worriedly. "Ican't say I really like dragons; they're too hot."
"I will go see," Smash said. He discovered he was ratherenjoying this journey. Violence was a natural part of his na-ture—but now he had people to protect, so there was acertain added justification to it. It was more meaningful tobash a dragon to save a collection of pretty little lasses thanit was to do it merely for its own sake. The Eye Queuecaused him to ponder the meaning of the things he did,and so it helped to have at least a little meaning present. Atsuch time as he got free of the curse, he could forget aboutthese inconvenient considerations.
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He rounded a brush-bush and faced the snorting mon-ster, hamfists at the ready—and paused, dismayed.
It was no dragon. It was a small oink, with a squared-offsnout and a curled-up tail. But it snorted like a huge fire-breathing monster.
Smash sighed. He picked up the oink by the tail andtossed it into the brush. "All clear," he called.
The others appeared. "It's gone?" Tandy asked. "But wedidn't hear any battle."
"It was only a short snort," the ogre said, disgusted. Hehad so looked forward to a good fight!
"Another person might have represented it as the mosttremendous of dragons," the Siren said.
"Why?"
"To make it seem he had done a most valiant deed."
"Why do that?" Smash asked, perplexed.
She smiled. "Obviously you don't suffer from that syn-drome."
"I suffer from the Eye Queue curse."
"Cheer up. Smash," Tandy said. "We're bound to en-counter a real dragon sometime."
"Yes," the ogre agreed, cheering as directed. After all,the thing to do with disappointments was to rise abovethem. The Eye Queue told him that.
"Speaking of dragons," John said, "there is a story thatcirculates among fairies about dragons and their parts, andI've always wondered whether it was true."
"I've met some dragons," Smash said. "What's thestory?"
"That if a dragon's ear is taken off, you can listen to itand hear wondrous things."
Smash scratched his head. Several fleas jumped off,startled. Since his skull no longer heated much when hetried to think, the fleas had no natural control. "I nevertried that."
"It must be sort of hard to get a dragon's ear," Tandyremarked. "I doubt they part with them willingly."
Fireoak considered. "There are stories the mockingbirdstell, to mock the ignorant. They would nest in my treesometimes and talk of marvelous things, and I never knewhow much to believe. One did once mention such a qualityof a dragon's ear. It said the ear would twitch when any-
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thing of interest to the holder was spoken anywhere, so onewould know to listen. But often the news was not pleasant,for dragons have ears for bad news. And as Tandy says,dragons' ears are very hard for normal people to come by."
"Next dragon I slay, I will save an ear," Smash said,intrigued.
They continued north till dusk, with only minor adven-tures, avoiding tangle trees, clinging vines, and stranglerfigs, scaring off tiger lilies and dogwood, and ignoring thetrickly illusions spawned by assorted other plants. Swarmsof biting bugs converged, but Smash blew them away in hisusual fashion with selected roars. By nightfall the partywas close to something significant, but Smash couldn't re-member what.
They located a forest of black, blue, and white ash treeswhose shedding ashes covered the forest floor. Any recentfootprints showed; and, because each color of tree spreadits ashes at a different hour, it was possible to know howrecently any creature had passed. White prints were themost recent, blue prints were older and somehow more in-tricate, with maplike traceries on them, and black printsdated from the night. Some ashes had been hauled, but nodragons or other dangerous creatures had been here in thepast few hours.
Amidst this forest was a handsome cottonwood that pro-vided cotton for beds for them all. "I always thought camp-ing out would be uncomfortable," Tandy remarked. "Butthis is getting to be fun. Now if only I knew where I wasgoing!"
"You don't know?" the Siren asked, surprised.
"Good Magician Humfrey answered my Question bytelling me to travel with Smash," Tandy said. "So I'm trav-eling. It's a pretty good trip, and I'm learning a lot andmeeting nice new people, but that's not my Answer. Smashis looking for the Ancestral Ogres, but I doubt that's whatI'm looking for."
"I understand the Good Magician is getting old," the Si-ren said.
"He's pretty old," Tandy agreed. "But he knows an aw-ful lot, and your sister the Gorgon is making him youngagain."
"She would," the Siren said. "I am jealous of her power
92 Ogre, Ogre
over men. In my heyday I used to summon men to my isle,but she always took them away, and, of course, they neverlooked at other women after she was through with them."
Because they had turned to stone. Smash knew. The factwas, the Gorgon had been as lonely as the Siren, despiteher devastating power. The Gorgon had been smitten bythe first man who could nullify her talent. Magician Hum-frey, so she had gone to him with a Question: would i hemarry her? He had made her serve a year as housemaidand guardian in his castle before giving her his Answer: hewould. Evidently that was the sort of man it required tocapture the heart of the Gorgon. Smash understood thattheir wedding, officiated by Prince Dor when he was tem-porary King, had been the most remarkable occasion of theyear, attended by all the best monsters. Smash's fatherCrunch had been there, and Tandy's mother Jewel. By allaccounts, the marriage was a reasonably happy one, consid-ering the special nature of its parties.
"I wonder what it is like to be with a man?" Fireoaksaid, in a half-wistful question. Her injuries of the day hadfatigued her greatly, perhaps making her depressed. Evi-dently their conversation of the preceding night had re-mained on her mind.
"My friends always told me men were difficult to getalong with," John said. "A girl can't live with them, andshe can't live without them."
"Well, I've tried living without," the Siren said. "I'mready to try with. Good and ready! At least it shouldn't bedull. First pool I find with an available merman, watchout!"
"Poor merman!" the fairy said.
"Oh, I'm sure he'll deserve whatever I give him. I don'tthink he'll have cause to complain, any more than Magi-dan Humfrey has with my sister. We draw on similarlore."
"All girls do. But it seems terribly original to each inno-cent man." There was general laughing agreement.
"You speak as if no man is here," Tandy said, soundingfaintly aggrieved."There's a man here, listening to our secrets?" Fireoakcried, alarmed.
"Smash."
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There was another general titter. "Don't be silly," Johnsaid. "He's an ogre."
"Can't an ogre also be a man?"
The tittering subsided. "Yes, of course, dear," the Sirensaid reassuringly. "And a good one, too. We take Smashtoo much for granted. None of us could travel freely herewithout his formidable protection. We ought to thank him,instead of imposing on him."
Smash lay still. He had not intended to feign sleep, butthought it best not to join in this conversation. It was inter-esting enough without his participation. He had not knownabout this conspiracy of the females of Xanth, but now hecould remember how he had seen it in action when Prin-cess Irene snared Prince Dor, and even when his motherpacified his father. It did seem that the distaff knew thingsthat the males did not and used them cleverly to achievetheir desires.
"What's a lady ogre like?" Tandy asked.
"One passed my tree once," Fireoak said. "She was hugeand hairy and had a face like a bowl of overcooked mushsomeone had sat on. I never saw anything so ugly in all mylife."
"Well, she was an ogress," the Siren said. "They havedifferent standards of beauty. You can bet they know whatbull-ogres like, though! I suppose an ogre wants a wife whocan knock down her own trees for firewood—no offense,Fireoak—and kill her own griffins for stew so he doesn'thave to interrupt his dragon hunting for trifles."
They laughed again, and their chatter meandered acrossother femalish subjects, recipes, prettifying spells, junglegossip, and such, until they all drifted off to sleep. But theimages they had conjured enchanted Smash's imagination.An ogress who could knock down her own trees and slayher own griffins—what an ideal mate! And a face likesquashed mush—what sheerest beauty! How wonderful itwould be to encounter such a creature!
But the only ogress he had met was his mother—whowasn't really an ogress, but a curse-fiend acting the part.She acted very well, but when she forgot her makeup, herface no longer looked like mush. Smash had always pre-tended not to notice how distressingly fair her face andform became in those unguarded moments, so as not to em-
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barrass her. The truth was, had his mother the actress chosento pass among females like these Smash now traveled with,she could have done so without causing alarm. And, ofcourse, as soon as she prepared herself, she was the com-pleat ogress again, as brutish and mean as any ogre couldask for. Certainly his father Crunch loved her and wouldmove mountains for her, despite her secret shame of anun-ogrish origin. One of those mountains had been movedto rest near their home so that she could climb it and lookout across Xanth when the mood took her.
At last Smash slept. He still wasn't used to doing somuch thinking, and it tired him despite the amplificationthe Eye Queue provided. He had never had to work thingsout so rationally before, or to see the interrelationshipsamong diverse things. Well, one day he would win free ofthe curse and be a true brute of an ogre again. He slept.
Chapter 6. Dire Strait
Next morning they came up against the barrierSmash had been unable to remember. It was a huge crevicein the earth, a valley so deep and steep that they shrankback from it. It extended east and west; there seemed tobe no end to it, no way around.
"How can we go north?" Tandy asked plaintively. "Thisawful cleft is impossible!"
"Now I remember it," Smash said. "It crosses all ofXanth. Down near Castle Roogna there are magic bridges."
"Castle Roogna?" Fireoak asked. She looked wan, as ifshe had not been eating well, though she had been providedwith all she wanted. Smash suspected her absence from herbeloved tree was like an ordinary person's need for water.She would have to return to it soon, or die. She was suffer-ing from deprivation of soul, and would soon become asTandy had been within the gourd, if not helped. Her ratwounds only aggravated the condition, hastening the pro-cess.
"That's right," Tandy said brightly. "If this crack passesnear Castle Roogna, you can follow it there! Your problemis solved."
"Yes, solved," the hamadryad agreed wanly.
Now the Siren noticed her condition. "Dear, are youwell?"
"As well as I can be," the dryad replied gamely. "Therest of you must go on across the chasm; I will find myown way to Castle Roogna."
"I think you have been away from your tree too long,"the Siren said. "You had better return to it, to restore your
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strength, before attempting the long trip to Castle Roogna."
"But there is not time!" Fireoak protested. "The moon iswaning, night by night; soon the lunatic fringe will sunder,and my tree will be exposed."
"Yet if you perish on the way to see the King, you cando your tree no good," the Siren pointed out.
"It is indeed a dire strait," the dryad agreed, sinking tothe ground.
The Siren looked at Smash. "Where is your tree, dear?"she asked Fireoak.
"North of the chasm. I had forgotten about—"
"But how did you cross?"
"A firebird helped me. Because I am associated with afireoak. But the bird is long gone now."
"I think we must nevertheless cross over soon and returnyou to your tree," the Siren said. Again she looked mean-ingfully at Smash.
"We will go with you, to guard your tree," Smash said,catching on.
Tandy clapped her hands. "Oh, how wonderful to thinkof that. Smash! We can help her!"
Smash said nothing. The Siren had really thought of it,but he was amenable. They couldn't let Fireoak perishfrom neglect—and she surely would, otherwise. They couldcertainly guard her tree from harm; no one would comenear an ogre.
But first they had to get to the tree—and that meantcrossing the chasm—in a hurry. How were they going to dothat?
"You chipped steps in the prints-of-wails mountain,"Tandy suggested.
"But that was slow," the Siren said. "It could take sev-eral days. We must cross today."
They stared into the chasm, baffled. There seemed to beno way to cross it rapidly—yet they had to, somehow. Fornow all could see how the hamadryad was failing. Fireoak'ssurface had turned from lightly corrugated skin to deeplyserrated bark, from young nymph to old tree trunk. Hergreen hair was wilting, and the tinge of red was turningblack. Her fire would soon be out.
"There must be a path," John said. "If we just spreadout and look, surely we'll find it."
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That was a positive idea. They commenced their searchfor the path.
There was the sound of galloping hooves from the west.The group ran back together, and Smash faced the sound,ready for whatever might come.
Two centaurs appeared, moving rapidly. One was male,the other female. Centaurs could be good news or bad, de-pending. Smash was conscious of his orange jacket andsteel gauntlets, gifts of the centaurs of Centaur Isle, butknew that there could be rogue centaurs in this wilderness.What were these two doing here?
Then Smash recognized them. "Chetl Chem!" he ex-claimed.
The two drew up, panting, a light sheen of sweat ontheir human and equine portions. Smash embraced each inturn, then turned to make introductions. "These are friendsof mine from the Castle Roogna region." He faced theother way. "And these are friends of mine from all overXanth."
"Smash!" the filly centaur exclaimed. "What happenedto your rhymes?"
"I'm cursed with intelligence, among other things."
"Yes, I can see the other things," Chet said, contemplat-ing the assorted females. "I never knew you were inter-ested."
"We sort of imposed on him," Tandy said.
"Yes, Smash is impose-able," Chem agreed. She wasyoung, so lacked the imposing proportions of her mother;
the last time Smash had seen her, she had been playingchildren's galloping games. In another year or so she wouldbe looking for a mate. He wondered why she was not stillin centaur-schooling, as her mother was very strict abouteducation. "We came here to do the same."
"The same?" Smash asked. "We're traveling north."
"Yes," Chem said. "Good Magician Humfrey told mewhere to intercept you. You see, I'm doing a thesis on thegeography of uncharted Xanth, completing my education,but my folks won't let me travel alone through that region,so—"
"And so I escorted my little sister this far," Chet fin-ished. He was a handsome centaur, with noble features, afine coat, and excellent muscles on both his human and
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equine portions. But a purple scar marred his left shoulder,where a wyvem had once bitten him, causing serious ill-ness. "I know she'll be safe with you. Smash. You're a bigogre now."
"Safe? We're about to try to cross this gulf!" Smash pro-tested. "And we don't know how."
"Oh, yes. The Gap Chasm. I brought you a rope." Chetpresented a neat coil. "Humfrey said you would need it."
"A rope!" Suddenly their way down into the chasm wasclear. Centaur rope was always strong enough for its pur-pose.
"I'll help get you down," Chet said. "But I'm not sup-posed to go myself. I have to return immediately to CastleRoogna with a message or two. What's the message?"
Smash's curse of intelligence enabled him to catch on."A village is about to cut down a fireoak tree for timber.The tree's hamadryad will die. The King must save thetree."
"I'll tell him," Chet agreed. "Where is it?"
Smash turned to Fireoak, who sat listlessly on theground. "Where is your tree?"
The hamadryad made a feeble motion with her hand.
"This is no good," Chet said. "Chem, let's use yourmap."
The filly walked over to Fireoak. "Show me on my pic-ture," she said.
An image formed between them. It was a contour map ofthe Land of Xanth, a long peninsula with the Gap Chasmacross its center and the ocean around it. "Show me wherethe tree is," Chem repeated.
Fireoak looked, slowly orienting on the scene. "There,"she said, pointing to a region near the northern rim of theGap.
Chem nodded. "There is a human village there, just set-ting up. That's already on my chart." She looked at herbrother. "Got it, Chet?"
"Got it, Chem," the male centaur replied. "You alwaysdo make the scene. Smash, the moment you're down in theGap, I'll gallop back and tell the King. I'm sure he'll han-dle the business about the tree. But it will take me a coupledays to get there, so you'll have to protect the tree until
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then." He glanced about. "Was there any other message? Itseems there should be more than one."
The people looked around at each other. Finally Tandysaid, "I'd like to send a greeting to my father Crombie, ifthat's all right."
Chet tapped his head, making a mental note. "One greet-ing to Crombie from daughter. Got it." He looked morecarefully at Tandy. "He always bragged he had a cutedaughter. I see he was correct."
Tandy blushed. She hadn't known her father had saidthat about her.
They tied the rope to the trunk of a steelwood tree.Chem insisted on going down first. "That will prove therope is safe," she explained. "Even Smash doesn't weighmore than I do." Of course she was correct, for though herhuman portion was girlishly slender, her equine portionwas as solid as a horse.
She backed down, her four hooves bracing against thesteep side of the chasm. The rope looped once about hersmall human waist, just below her moderate bosom, andshe used her hands to give herself slack by stages. Whenshe got down to where the slope leveled out enough to en-able her to stand, she released the rope.
The Siren went down next, having less trouble becauseshe had so much less mass. Then Tandy, followed by thefairy, who fluttered her wings to make herself even lighterthan she was. Smash then made a harness out of the end ofthe rope, set Fireoak in it, and stood on the brink to lowerher carefully to Chem's waiting arms.
Finally Smash himself descended, merely applying onegauntlet to the rope and sliding rapidly down. Chet undidthe upper end from the steelwood tree and dropped it intothe chasm. They would need the rope again on the northslope.
"I'm on my way with one and a half messages," Chetcalled, and galloped off. "Remember: two days."
The slope continued to level, until they stood at the base.Here grass grew, but no trees. It was pleasant enough, andthe north slope was visible a short distance away. Theywalked across, studying the rise for the most suitable placeto ascend.
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It certainly wasn't good for climbing with a party ofgirls. The ground sloped gently up to a comer; from therethe cliff went almost straight up a dizzying height, beyondthe reach of the rope, even if there were any place or wayto anchor it.
"We must do what-we started to do before," the Sirensaid. "Spread out and look for a suitable place to climb."
"I believe there are paths here and there," Chem said. "Idon't have them on my map, because few people rememberthe Gap Chasm; it has an enduring forget-spell on it. Butthere has been enough travel in Xanth so that people haveto have crossed it, and not just at the magic bridges."
"A forget-spell," the Siren said. "How interesting. Thataccounts for Fireoak's forgetting it. And I'm sure Smashhas been here before, too. I hope that's the extent of the
spell."
"What do you mean?" Tandy asked.
"Oh, I'm just a worrier over nothing."
"I don't think so," Tandy said. "If there's any danger,you should warn us."
The Siren sighed. "You're right. Yet if there is dangerhere, it's too late for us to avoid it, since we're alreadyhere. It's only that once I heard something about a bigdragon in a chasm—and this is a chasm. It would be hardto escape a monster here. But of course that's far-fetched."
"Let's look for good hiding places, too," Tandy said."Just in case."
"Just in case," John agreed, overhearing. "Oh, suddenlyI don't really like this place!"
"So we must try to get out of this chasm as fast as wecan," Smash said, though the prospect of danger did notbother him. There really had not been much violence onthis journey.
Chem trotted east, while Smash lumbered west, sincethese were the two fastest movers of the group. The girl,Siren, and fairy spread out in between. They left the ha-madryad in the shade of a bush, since she was now tooweak to walk.
The cliff face changed, sloping at different angles anddifferent heights, but Smash found nothing that wouldreally help. It looked as if he would have to bash out astairway of sorts, tedious as that would be. But could he
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get the party up that way within two days, let alone in timeto save the hamadryad and her tree?
There was a commotion to the east. Chem was gallopingback, her lovely brown hair-mane flinging out, tail swish-ing nervously. "Dragon! Dragon!" she cried breathlessly.
The Siren's concern had been justified! "I'll stop it,"Smash said enthusiastically, charging east.
"No! It's big. It's the Gap Dragon!"
Now Smash remembered. The Gap Dragon ranged theGap Chasm, trapping and consuming any creatures foolishenough to stray here. The forget-spell had deceived himagain. The monster really profited from that spell, since noone remembered the danger. But it was coming back tohim now. This was a formidable menace.
The Siren, Tandy, and John were running west. Behindthem whomped the monster. It was long and low, with atriple pair of stubby legs. Its scales were metallic, glisteningin the sunlight, and clouds of steam puffed out of its nos-trils. Its body was the thickness of a good-sized tree trunk,but exceedingly limber. It moved by elevating one sectionand whomping it forward, then following through with an-other, because its legs were too short for true running. Butthe clumsy-seeming mechanism sufficed for considerablevelocity. In a moment the Gap Dragon would overtake theSiren.
Smash lumbered to the fray. He stood much taller thanthe dragon, but it reached much longer than he. Thus theydid not come together with a satisfying crash. The dragonscooted right under Smash, intent on the nymphlike morselbefore it.
The ogre screeched to a stop, literally, his callousedhamfeet churning up mounds of rubble. He bent forwardand grabbed the dragon's tail as it slid westward. He liftedit up, holding it tightly in both hands. This would halt themonster!
Alas, he had underestimated the dragon. The creaturewhomped onward. The tail lost its slack—but such was themass and impetus of the monster that it wrenched the ogreinto a somersault. He flipped right over, hanging on to thattail, and landed with a whomp of his own on his back—onthe dragon's tail.
But Smash's own mass was not inconsiderable. The
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shock of his landing traveled along the body of the dragonin a ripple. When the ripple passed a set of legs, they werewrenched momentarily off the ground; when it arrived atthe head, the mouth snapped violently. The jaws, reachingclose to the desperately fleeing Siren, fell short.
Now Smash had the Gap Dragon's baleful attention. Thedragon let out a yowl of discomfort and whipped its headaround. Its tail, pinned under the ogre, thrashed about, sothat Smash had trouble regaining his feet.
The dragon's neck curved in a sharp U-tum, bonelesslysupple. The head traveled smoothly back along the lengthof the body. The monster hardly needed its legs for thissort of maneuver. In a moment the spreading jaws were atSmash's own head, ready to take it in.The ogre, still flat on his back, stabbed upward with agauntleted fist. The jaws closed on it, but the fist continuedinexorably, punching past the slurp-wet tongue and into theback of the throat. The dragon's head was so large thatSmash's whole arm was engulfed—but that strike in thethroat caused the monster to gag, and the jaws partedagain. Smash recovered his arm before it got chomped.
The ogre sat up, but remained in the midst of the coilsof the dragon. The two grotesque heads of ogre and dragonfaced each other, snout to snout. Smash realized that thistime he had gotten himself into an encounter whose out-come he could not know. The Gap Dragon was his match.
Delightful! For the first time since attaining his fullstrength, Smash could test his ultimate. But at the momentthey were all tangled up in an ineffective configuration,unable to fight decisively.
Smash made a face, bulging his eyes and stretching hismouth wide open. "Yyrwil!" he yyrwiled.
The Gap Dragon made a face back, wrinkling up itssnout horrendously and crossing its eyes so far that thepupils exchanged places. "Rrooarw!" it rrooarwed.
Smash made a worse face, swallowing his nose and partof his low forehead. "Ggrummf!" he ggrummffed.
The dragon went him one better, perhaps two better,swallowing its snout up past the ears and partway down itsneck. "Ssstth!" it ssstthed.
The monster was outdoing him. Petulantly, Smash bit   jinto a rock and spit out a stream of graveL The dragon's   :
teeth were pointed, so it could not match that. Instead, ithoisted a petard of steam at him, the greasy ball of vaporcurling the hairs of his face and clogging his nostrils.
So much for the niceties. Now the real action com-menced. Smash threw himself into the sheer joy of combat,the fundamental delight of every true ogre. It had beensome time since he had crunched bones in earnest. Ofcourse, this dragon was mostly boneless, but the principleremained.
He punched the dragon in the snoat. This sort of punchcould put a fist-sized hole in an ironwood tree, but thedragon merely gave way before the force of it and was onlyslightly bloodied. Then the dragon struck back, snappingsidewise at Smash's arm. That sort of bite could lop amouthful of flesh from a behemoth, but the gauntlet ex-tended back far enough to catch the edge of the bite andstrike sparks from the teeth.
Then Smash boxed the dragon's right ear with his leftfist—and the ear squirted right off the skull and flew outof sight. The dragon winced; that smarted! But the monsterhardly needed that ear, and came back with a blast ofsteam that cooked the outer layer of the ogre's head.Smash's thick skull stopped the heat from penetrating tothe Eye Queue-corrupted brain—more was the pity, hethought.
So much for the second exchange of amenities. Smashhad had slightly the better of it this time, but the fight wasonly warming up. Now the pace intensified.
Smash took hold of the dragon's upper jaw with onehand, the lower jaw with another, and slowly forced thetwo apart. The dragon resisted, and its jaw muscles weremighty, well leveraged, and experienced, but it could notdirectly withstand the full brute force of a concentratingogre. Slowly the jaws separated.
The dragon whipped its body about. In a moment thesinuous length of it was wrapped about the ogre's torso,engulfing him anew. While Smash forced open the jaws,the dragon tightened its coils, constricting him.
All this was in slow motion, yet it was a race. WouldSmash rip the head apart first, or would the dragonsqueeze the juice out of him? The answer was uncertain.Smash was having trouble breathing; he was beginning to
 
lose strength. It seemed to him that this should not be hap-pening, or at least not this fast. But the dragon's jaws werenow quite far apart, and should soon break.
Neither ogre nor dragon would give. They remained,their strength in balance. The jaws were on the verge ofbreaking, the torso on the verge of smothering. Who wouldsuccumb first? It occurred to Smash that he might breakopen the dragon's jaw, but be unable to extricate himselffrom its convulsed coils and smother because he couldn'tbreathe. Or the dragon might crush him—but suffer a bro-ken jaw in Smash's dying effort. Both could lose this en-counter.
In the good old days before the Eye Queue vine hadfallen on him. Smash would not have wasted tediousthought on such a thing; he would merely have bashed onthrough, to kill and/or be killed, hardly caring which. Nowhe was cursed with the notion of meaning. To what pointwas this violence if neither participant survived?
It was discomfiting and un-ogrish, but Smash found hehad to change his tactic. This one had little promise ofsuccess, since it would not free him from the serpent's toils.He was in a dire strait, and bulling ahead would onlyworsen it.
He drew the dragon's head forward, toward his ownface. The dragon thought this meant Smash was weaken-ing, and went forward eagerly. In a moment, the dragonbelieved, it could chomp the ogre's face off. Its breathsteamed out, its woodsmoke fragrance toasting Smash'sskin. He tried to sneeze, but was unable to inhale becauseof the constriction in which he was held.
Sure of victory now, the dragon cranked its jaws margin-ally closer together and lunged. Smash deflected the thrustas much as he could and jerked his head to the side. Thedragon's head plunged down as Smash's hands let go—andthe huge wedge-teeth chomped savagely on the uppermostcoil. This was a device Smash had used on the tangle treewith good effect.
It took the Gap Dragon a moment to catch on. Mean-while, it chewed. It surely felt the bite, but did not yetrealize that this was its own doing, or that its teeth had notcontacted ogre flesh. It took a while for the difference intaste to register. The dragon wrenched its supposed prey
upward, driving the teeth in deeper. The coil loosened, giv-ing Smash half a gasp of breath.
Then at last the dragon realized what it was doing. Itsjaws began to open, to free itself from its own bite and toemit a honk of sheer pain and frustration—but Smash'stwo gauntleted hamhands came down on either side of it,clasping the snout, pressing it firmly closed on the meat.The jaw muscles were weaker this way; the dragon couldnot release its bite. Still, the ogre could not use his handsfor further attack, for the moment he let go, the jawswould open. It was another position of stalemate.
Blood welled out around the dragon's lower fangs anddripped off its chin, coating Smash's gauntlet. The fluidwas a deep purple hue, thick and gooey, smelling of ashesand carrion. It probably had caustic properties, but thegauntlet protected Smash's flesh, as it had when he heldthe basilisk. The centaur gifts were serving him well.
Now it was the dragon's turn to scheme. Dragons werenot the brightest creatures of Xanth; but, as with ogres,their brains were largely in their muscles, and they werecunning fighters. The dragon knew it could get nowhereunless it freed itself from its own bite, and knew that itsown coils anchored the ogre in place so that he could puthis clamp on that bite. By and by, it realized that if itreleased the ogre, the ogre would lack anchorage and couldthen be thrown off. So the dragon began laboriously uncoil-ing.
Smash held on, gasping more deeply as the constrictionabated. His strategy was getting him free—but it wouldfree the dragon, too. This fight was a long way from over!
At last the coils were gone. The dragon wrenched itsforward section away—and Smash's lower hand slipped onthe blood coating it, and he lost his hold.
Now they faced each other again, the dragon with blood-ied jaw and little jets of purple goo spurting from the deepfang-holes in its body, the ogre panting heavily from soreribs. On the surface Smash had had the better of thisround, but inside he doubted it. His rib cage was made ofogre's bones; nevertheless, it was hurting. Something hadbeen bent if not broken. He was no longer in top fightingcondition.
The dragon evidently had found the ogre to be stiffer
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competition than anticipated. It made a feint at Smash, andSmash raised a fist. Then the dragon dived abruptly back,as if fleeing. Suspicious, Smash paused—then saw that thedragon was going after Fireoak the Hamadryad, who wasstill lying helplessly on the ground.
This was very bad form. It suggested that Smash was nolonger worth noticing as an opponent. His temper heatedand bent toward the snapping point.
Chem Centaur leaped to Fireoak's defense, interceptingthe dragon before Smash reoriented. She reared, her fore-hooves flashing in the air, striking at the dragon's snout.But she could not hope to balk such a monster for long.The Siren and John were running up to help, but Smashknew they could only get themselves in trouble.
He grabbed the dragon's tail again, this time bracinghimself firmly against the rocky ground so as not to beflipped over. The moving body took up the slack againwith a heavy shock that transmitted straight to the ogre'sbraced feet. The feet plowed into the ground, throwing upwakes of dirt and stones, then driving down deeper. Whenthe dragon finally halted, Smash was braced knee-deep atan angle in the ground. He was strong, but the dragon hadmass that mere strength couldn't halt instantly.
The dragon's nose had stopped a short distance from thehamadryad. Infuriated at this balk, the creature turnedagain, lunging at the ogre.
Smash exploded out of the ground, kicking dirt in thedragon's snoot. He reached for the jaws, but this time thedragon was wise enough to keep its mouth shut; it wantedno more prying open! It drove at the ogre with sealed jaws,trying to knock him down before taking a bite.
Smash boxed at the head, denting the metal scales hereand there and rebloodying the smashed ear-socket, butcould do no real damage. The dragon weaved and bobbed,presenting a tricky target, while gathering itself for somedevastating strike.
The ogre looked toward the assembled girls. "Get awayfrom here!" he bellowed. He wanted no more distractionsfrom the main event; one of them was sure to get inciden-tally gobbled by the dragon.
From the other side Tandy called, "I've found a ledge!
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It's out of reach of the dragon! We can use the rope toclimb to it while Smash destroys the dragon!"
She had boundless confidence in his prowess! Smashknew he was in the toughest encounter of his life. But hecould proceed with greater confidence the moment heknew the girls were safe. He looked where Tandy pointedand saw the ledge, about halfway up the steep slope. Therewas a pining tree on it, its mournful branches droopinggreenly, the sad needles hanging down. They would be ableto loop the rope about the trunk of this tree and haul them-selves up to it.
Then the dragon, taking advantage of Smash's distrac-tion, leaped at him. The ogre ducked, throwing up a fist inhis standard defensive ploy, but the dragon's mass bore himdown. The huge metal claws of the foremost set of feetraked at his belly, attempting to dismember him. Smashhad to fall on his back to avoid them—and the weight ofthe dragon landed on him. Now the stubby legs reached outon either side, the claws clutching the earth, anchoring thelong body. Smash was pinned.
He tried to get up, but lacked leverage. He reached outto grab a leg, but the dragon cunningly moved it out ofreach. Meanwhile, the sinuous body was moving elsewherealong its line, bringing another set of legs to bear. Thesewould soon attack the pinned ogre. It would be easy forthese free claws to spear through his flesh repeatedly, andsooner or later they would puncture a vital organ.
But Smash had resources of his own. He reached up toembrace the serpentine segment. He was just able to com-plet the circuit, his fingers linking above it. Now he hadhis leverage. He squeezed.
Ogres were notorious for several things: the manner inwhich their teeth crunched bones into toothpicks, the waytheir fists pulverized rocks, and the power of their battleembrace. A rock-maple tree would have gasped under thepressure Smash now applied. So did the Gap Dragon. It letout a steam-whistle of anguish.
But its body was flexible and compressible. When it hadbeen squeezed down to half its original diameter, Smashcould force it no farther without taking a new grip—andthe moment he released his present one, the body would
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spring out again. His compression was not enough. Thedragon was in pain, but still able to function; now it wasagain bringing its other claws into play. That would betrouble, for the outsides of Smash's arms were exposed.They could be clawed to pieces.
He drew on another weapon—his teeth. They did notcompare with those of the dragon, but they were formid-able enough in their own fashion. He pretended the under-belly before him was a huge, tasty bone and started in.
The first chomp netted him only a mouthful of scales.He spit them out and bit again. This time he reached theunderlayer of reptilian skin, still pretty tough, but nomatch for an ogre's teeth. He ripped out a section, exposingthe muscular layer beneath. He sank his teeth into that.
Again the monster whistled with pain. It struggled todraw back—but Smash's embrace held it firm. The com-pression made it worse; the ogre's teeth could take in twiceas much actual flesh with each bite.
The dragon's claws ripped out of the ground. It humpedits midsection, lifting Smash into the air. The huge headswung around, blasting forth steam. Now the ogre had tolet go, for the back of his neck could not withstand muchsteam-cooking. He dropped off, spitting out a muscle. Itwould have been nice to chew the thing up and swallow it,but he needed his teeth clear for business, not pleasure.
The dragon was doubly bloodied now, yet still full offight. It snorted a voluminous and slightly blood-fleckedcloud of steam, charged Smash—and sheered off at thelast moment, leaving the ogre smiting air with his fists.The serpentine torso whizzed by faster and faster, until thetail struck with a hard crack against Smash's chest.
It was quite a smack. Smash was rocked back. But hisorange centaur jacket was made to protect him from physi-cal attack and it withstood the lash of the sharp tail. Other-wise Smash could have been badly gashed, or even cut inhalf. The tail, at its extremity. Was long and thin, like awhip, with edges like a feathered blade. Smash wanted nomore of that.
He spied a boulder half buried in the ground. He rippedit from its mooring and hurled it at the dragon. The dragondodged, but Smash threw another, and a third. Eventuallyhe was bound to score, and the dragon knew it.
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The dragon ducked behind a small ridge of rock anddisappeared. Smash lobbed a boulder at it without effect.Cautiously he moved up and peered behind the ridge—andfound nothing. The dragon was gone.
He bent to study the ground. Ah—there was a holeslanting down—a tunnel the diameter of the dragon. Themonster had fled underground!
He dislodged a larger boulder and rolled it to cover thehole. That would seal in the' dragon, at least until Tandyand the others could vacate the Gap Chasm. It was too badhe hadn't been able to finish the fight, but it had been anexcellent one, and such ironies did occur in the wilds ofXanth.
Then two sets of claws came down from behind him.The dragon had emerged from another hole and ambushedhim from the rear! That was what came of getting carelessin the enemy's home territory.
Smash tried to turn, but the claws landed on his shoulderand hauled him backward to the opening jaws. This timehe could not attack those jaws with his hands; he could notreach them. He was abruptly doomed.
Tandy appeared beside the boulder. "Look out, Smash!"she cried unnecessarily.
"Get away from here!" Smash shouted as he felt thedragon's steam on the back of his neck.
But Tandy's face was all twisted up in terror or horroror anger; her eyes were squeezed almost shut, and her bodywas stiff. She paid no attention to him. Then her armmoved as she threw something invisible. Smash, realizing» her intent almost too late, dropped to his knees, though thetalons dug cruelly into his shoulder.
The tantrum brushed over his head, making his furstand on end. The dragon caught the full brunt of it in thesnoot and froze in place, half a jet of steam stuck in onenostril.
Smash turned and stood. The Gap Dragon's eyes wereglazed. The monster had been stunned by the tantrum."Quick, run!" Tandy cried. "It won't hold that dragonlong!"
Run? That was hardly the way of an ogre! "You run; Ishall bind the dragon."
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"You lunkhead!" she protested. "Nothing will hold itlong!"
Smash picked up the dragon's whiplike tail. He threadedthe tip of it into the smash-ruined ear, through the head,and out the other ear, drawing a length of it through. Thenhe used a finger to poke a hole in the boulder, and a sec-ond hole angling in to meet the first inside the stone. Hepassed the tail tip in one hole and out the other, exactly asif this were another dragon-head. Then he fashioned anogre hangknot and tied the tail to itself. "Now I'll go," hesaid, satisfied.
They walked to the cliff face. Behind them the GapDragon revived. It shook its head to clear itself of confu-sion—and discovered it was tied. It tried to draw back—and the tail pulled taut against the boulder.
"A little puzzle for the dragon," Smash explained. Pri-vately, he was nettled because he had had to have help tonullify the monster; that was not an ogre's way. But theinfernal common sense foisted on him by the Eye Queuereminded him that without an ogre the girls would havevery little chance to survive and the hamadryad's treewould be cut down. So he beat down his stupid pride andproceeded to the next challenge.
Chem, John, Fireoak, and the Siren rested on the ledge.The rope dangled down carelessly.
"All right, girls, it's over," Tandy called. "Ready for usto come up?"
No one answered. It was as if they were asleep.
"Hey, wake up!" Tandy cried, irritated. "We have to beon our way, and there's a long climb ahead!"
The Siren stirred. "What does it matter?" she asked dole-fully.
Smash and Tandy exchanged glances, one cute girlglance for one brute ogre glance. What was this?
"Are you all right. Siren?" Smash called.
The Siren got to her feet, standing precariously near theedge of the ledge. "I'm so sad," she said, wiping a tear,"Life has no joy."
"No joy?" Tandy asked, bewildered. "Smash tied the'dragon. We can go on now. That's wonderful!"
"That's nothing," the Siren said. "I will end it all." Andshe stepped off the ledge.
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Tandy screamed. Smash leaped to catch the Siren. For-tunately, she was coming right toward him; all he had to dowas intercept her fall and swing her about and set hersafely on her feet.
"She tried to kill herself!" Tandy cried, appalled.
Something was definitely wrong. Smash looked up at thepining tree. The other three sat drooping, like the tree it-self.
Then he caught on. "The pining tree! It makes peoplepine!"
"Oh, no!" Tandy lamented. "They've been there toolong, getting sadder and sadder. Now they're suicidal!"
"We must get them down from there," Smash said.
The Siren stirred. "Oh, my—I was so sad!"
"You were near the pining tree," Tandy informed her."We didn't realize what it did."
The Siren mopped up her tear-stained face. "So that wasit! That's a crying shame."
"I'll climb up and carry them down," Smash said.
"Then you'll get sad," Tandy said. "We don't need a sui-cidal ogre failing on our heads."
"It does take a while for full effect," the Siren said."The longer I sat, the sadder I got. It didn't strike all atonce."
"That's our answer," Tandy said. "I'll go up and pushpeople off the ledge, and Smash can catch them. Quickly,before I get too sad myself."
"What about Chem?" the Siren asked. "She's too heavyfor Smash to catch safely."
"We'll have to lower her on the rope."
They decided to try it. Tandy climbed the rope, pickedup the weeping John, and threw her down. Smash caughtthe fairy with one hand, avoiding contact with her delicatewings. Then Tandy pushed Fireoak on the ledge. Finallyshe tied the end of the rope about the centaur's waist,passed the rope behind the tree, and forced her to backdown while Smash played out the other end of the ropegradually. It was slow, but it worked.
Except for one thing. Tandy remained beside the tree,since the rope was now taken up by the centaur, and thetree was getting to her. She wandered precariously near theedge, her tears flowing. Then she stepped off.
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If Smash moved to catch her, he would let Chem fall. Ifhe did not—
He figured it out physically before solving it mentally.He held the rope in his right hand while jumping and reach-ing out with his left hand. He caught Tandy by her smallwaist and drew her in to his furry body without lettingChem slip.
Tandy buried her face in his pelt and cried with aban-don. He knew it was only the effect of the pining tree, buthe felt sorry for her misery. All he could do was hold her.
"That was a nice maneuver, Smash," the Siren said,coming up to take the girl from his arm.
"I couldn't let her fall," he said gruffly.
"Of course you couldn't." But the Siren seemed thought-ful. It was as if she understood something he didn't.
Now they were all down and safe—but unfortunately atthe bottom of the Gap Chasm. The Gap Dragon was stilltwitching, trying to discover a way to free itself withoutpulling out either its brains or its tail. Which was moreimportant wasn't clear.
John revived. "Oh, my, that was awful!" she exclaimed."Now I feel so much better, I could just fly!" And she tookoff, flying in a loop.
"Well, she can get out of the chasm," the Siren said.
Smash looked at the fairy, and at the dragon, and at thepining tree. There was a small ironwood tree splitting thedifference between the pining tree and the top of the cliffwall. He had an idea. "John, can you fly to the top of thechasm carrying the rope?"
The fairy looked at the rope. "Way too heavy for me."
"Could you catch it and hold it if I hurl the end up toyou?"
She inspected it again. "Maybe, if I had something toanchor me," she said doubtfully. "I'm not very strong."
"That ironwood tree."
"I could try."
Smash tied an end of the rope to a rock, then hurled therock up past the ironwood tree. John flew up and held therope at the tree. Now Smash walked over to the GapDragon, which was still trying to free itself from the boul-der without hurting its head or its tail in the process.Smash knocked it on the head with a fist, and it quieted
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down; the dragon was no longer in fighting condition andcouldn't roll with the punch.
Smash untied the tail, disconnected it from the boulder,unthreaded the head, and tied the tip of the tail to thenether end of the rope. Then he dragged the inert dragonto the base of the chasm wall and placed its tail so that itreached well up toward the top.
"Now drop that stone." he called.
The fairy did so. The rock pulled the slack rope up andaround the ironwood trunk. When it began to draw on thedragon's tail, the weight of the rope wasn't enough. Thefairy flew down and sat on the rock, adding weight, and itdropped down farther. Finally Smash was able to jump andcatch hold of it.
John flew back to the ground while Smash hauled thedragon up by the tail. But soon the weight was too much;
instead of hauling the dragon up. Smash found himselfdangling. This was a matter of mass, not strength.
"We can solve that," Chem said, shaking off her re-maining melancholy. She had received a worse dose of pin-ing than the others, perhaps because of her size and be-cause she had been closest to the tree. "Use the boulder forballast."Smash rolled the boulder over. He hooked a toe in thehole he had punched in it, then drew on the rope again.This anchorage enabled him to drag the dragon farther upthe slope. When it got to the point where both ogre andboulder were dangling in the air, Chem added her consid-erable weight to the effort by balancing on the boulder andclinging to Smash. "I'll bet you've never been hugged likethis before," she remarked.
Smash pondered that while he hauled on the rope, tryingto get the dragon up. Actually, he had embraced his friendChet, her older brother, and Amolde the Archivist, themiddle-aged centaur who was now in charge of liaisonswith Mundania. But those had been males, and his recentcompany had attuned him somewhat more to the differ-ence of females. Chem was not of his species, of course,but she was clinging to him with extraordinary constrictionbecause it was hard for her human arms to support herequine body. She was pleasant to be close to; her presenthug was almost like that of an ogress.
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All these girls were pleasant to be close to, he realized asthe Eye Queue curse enabled him to think the matterthrough. Each had her separate female fashion, sort ofrounded and soft, structured for holding. But it seemedbest not to let them know that he noticed. They allowedthemselves to get close to him only because they regardedhim as a woolly monster who had no perception of theirnonedible attributes.
He hauled on the rope, bringing the dragon up anothernotch. Now Smash was approaching the limit of hisstrength, for the dragon was a heavy monster and therewas a long way to haul. When the job got near the end,ogre, boulder, and centaur were all getting light; any moreand they would be swinging in the air.
But at last it was done. Now the Gap Dragon was sus-pended by its tail from the ironwood tree, its snout justtouching the level ground at the base of the chasm. Smashclimbed the rope to the tree, caught the trailing tip of thedragon's tail, and knotted it about the tree. Then, clingingto the tree, he untied the rope and flung it upward over thetip of the cliff. He had had the foresight to leave Chemand the boulder anchoring the rope at ground level beforedoing this.
John flew up and caught the rope. She dragged the endto a tree beyond the chasm and tied it firmly with a fairyknot. Smash climbed the rest of the way up and stood atlast on the northern side of the Gap Chasm. Now they hadtheir escape route.
"Climb the dragon, climb the rope," he called down. Hisvoice echoboomed back and forth across the chasm, butfinally settled down to the bottom, where they could hearit.                                     ••
Tandy came up, placing her feet carefully against thedragon's metal scales, which tended to fold outward be-cause of its inverted position, making the footing better.The Siren followed, not quite as agile.
Chem and Fireoak were more of a problem. The centaur'had let herself down readily enough, but lacked the muscleeither to climb the dragon vertically or to haul herself upalong the rope to the top. And the hamadryad was tooweak even to make the attempt.
Smash could handle that. He slid down the rope and
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dragon, picked up the dryad, and carried her to the top.Then he returned for the centaur. He had her hold on tohim again, circling her arms about his waist while hehauled himself up by hands and feet. Progress was slow,for her hooves could not grip the 'dragon's scales comfort-ably, but eventually they made it to the ironwood tree.
At this point the nature of the problem changed. Therope went straight up to the overhanging lip, and Smashdoubted Chem could hold on to him while he climbed that.Also, he was tiring, and might be unable to haul himselfand her up, using only his arms. So he parked her,wedged between the ironwood trunk and the cliff, while herested and considered.
But he was not provided much time for either. The GapDragon, quiescent until now, stirred. It was a tough ani-mal, and even a punch in the head by the fist of an ogrecould not put it to sleep indefinitely. It twisted about,trying to discover what was happening.
"I think you had better climb back up your rope now,"Chem said.
"Tie the end about your waist; I will draw you up fromabove."
"I will make a harness," she decided. She looped therope around her body in various places. "This way I candefend myself."
Smash clambered up the taut rope while the dragonthrashed about with increasing vigor. As Smash crossed thecliff lip, he saw the dragon's head mining back up alongits body, toward the centaur filly. That could certainly betrouble!
Atop the cliff, Smash took hold of the rope and drew itup. The weight was great, but the rope was magicallystrong. He had to brace carefully, lest he be pulled backover the cliff. Again he was reminded that strength alonewas not sufficient; anchorage was at times more impor-tant. He solved the problem by looping the rope about hisown waist so that he could not be drawn away from thetree and could exert his full force.
. John was hovering near the lip. "That dragon has spot-ted Chem," she announced with alarm. "It's reaching up. Idon't know whether it can . . ."
Smash kept on hauling. He could go only so fast, since
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he had to take a fresh grip each time and tense for therenewed effort. He hated to admit it, even to himself, buthe was tiring more rapidly. What had become of his ogreendurance?
"Yes, the dragon can reach her," John reported. "It'slunging, snapping. She's fending it off neatly with herhooves, but she's swinging around without much leverage.She can't really hurt it. It's trying again—you'd better lifther up higher, Smash!"
Smash was trying, but now his best efforts yielded onlysmall, slow gains. His giant ogre muscles were solidifyingwith fatigue.
"Now the dragon is trying to climb its own tail, to gethigher, so it can chomp the rope apart or something," thefairy said. "This time she won't be able to stop it. Pull herup quickly!"
But try as he might, Smash could not. The rope began toslip through his exhausted hands.
The Siren leaped up. "I have a knife!" she cried. "I'll godown and cut off the dragon's tail so it wiB drop to thebottom of the chasm, out of reach!"
"No!" Tandy protested. "You'll have no way to get upagain!"
"I'll do it!" John said. "Quick—give me the knife!"
The Siren gave her the knife. The fairy dropped out ofsight beyond the ledge. Smash tried to rouse himself to re-sume hauling on the rope, but his body was frozen into adeathlike rigor. He could only listen.
The Siren lay on the bank, her head over the cliff, look-ing down. "The dragon's head is almost there," she re-ported. "John is down near the tree. She's afraid of thatmonster; I can tell by the way she skirts it. But she's ap-proaching the tied tail. Now she's sawing on it with theknife. She's not very strong, and those scales are tough.The dragon doesn't see her; it's orienting on Chem. Oops—now it sees John. That knife is beginning to hurt it as shedigs through the scales. It's slow work! The dragon is turn-ing its head about, opening its jaws. Chem is slipping downfarther. She's kicking at the dragon's neck with her fore-feet, trying to distract it. Now she's throwing dirt at it fromthe chasm wall. John is still sawing at the tail. I think she's
r
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down to real flesh now. The dragon is really angry. It'sblasting out steam—Oh!" She paused, horrified.
"What happened?" Tandy demanded, her face pale withstrain.
"The steam—John—" The Siren took a ragged breath."The steam shriveled her wings, both of them. They're justtatters. John's clinging to the tree trunk. Still sawing at thetail. What awful courage she has! She must be in excruciat-^ ing pain."
The fairy had lost her newly recovered wings and wassuffering terribly—because of Smash's failure. In an agonyof remorse, he forced strength through his frozen musclesand hauled again on the rope. Now it came up, its burdenseeming lighter, and soon the centaur was over the lip ofthe chasm and scrambling to safety. But what of John?
"There goes the dragon!" the Siren cried. "She did it!She cut through the tail! There's dragon blood all over herand she's lost the knife, but the dragon's bouncing downthe slope in a cloud of dust and steam. Now the monster'srolling at the base. It's galumphing away!"
"What of John?" Tandy cried.
"She's sitting there by the ironwood tree. Her eyes areclosed. I don't think she quite comprehends what has hap-pened. Her wings—"
Tandy was fashioning the rope into a smaller harness."Lower this to her. We'll draw her up!"
Smash merely stood where he was, listening. His briefsurge of strength had been exhausted; now he could donothing. He felt ashamed for his weakness and the horribleconsequence of it, but had no further resource. John hadthought she would be safe in the company of an ogre!
Chem drew the fairy up. Smash saw John huddled in theharness. Her once-lovely wings, with the blossoming flowerpatterns, were now melted amorphous husks, useless forflying. Would they ever grow back? It seemed unlikely.
"Well, we crossed the chasm," Tandy said. She was nothappy. None of them was. One of their number had losther invaluable wings, another was too wasted to stand, andSmash was too tired to move. If this was typical of thehazards they faced, traversing central Xanth, how wouldthey ever make it the rest of the way?
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"Well, now," a new voice declared.Smash turned his head dully to view the speaker. It wasa gnarled, ugly goblin—at the head of a fair-sized troop of
goblins.
Goblins hated people of any type. The strait had become
yet more dire.
Chapter 7. Lunatic Fringe
If you fight, we'll shove you all over the brinkwithout your rope," the goblin leader said. He was astunted black creature about John's height, with a hugehead, hands, and feet. His short limbs seemed twisted, as ifthe bones had been broken and reset many times, and hisface was similarly uneven, with one eye squinting, theother round, the nose bulbous, and the mouth crooked. Bygoblin standards, he was handsome.
The goblins spread out to surround the party. Theypeered at the ogre, centaur, hamadryad, fairy. Siren, andgirl as if all were supreme curiosities. "You crossed theGap?" the leader asked.
Tandy took it upon herself to answer. "What right haveyou to question us? I know your kind from the caves. Youdon't have any useful business with civilized folk."
The leader considered her. "Whom do you know in thecaves, girl-thing?"
"Everybody who is anybody," she retorted. "The de-mons, the Diggle-worm, the Brain Coral—"
The leader seemed fazed. "Who are you?"
"I am Tandy, daughter of Crombie the Soldier and Jewelthe Nymph. You know who sets out those black opals yougoblins steal to give to your goblin girls! My mother, that'swho. Without her there wouldn't be any gems of any kindto find anywhere."
There was a muttering commotion. "You have adequateconnections," the goblin leader grudged. "Very well, wewon't eat you. You may go, girl-thing."
"What of my friends?" Tandy asked suspiciously.
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"They have no such connections. Their mothers don'tplant gems in the rocks. We'll cook them tonight."
"Oh, no, you won't! My friends go with me!"
"If that's the way you want it," the goblin said indiffer-ently.
"That's the way I want it."                    *
"Come this way, then. You'll all go in the pot together."
"That's not what I meant!" Tandy cried.
"It isn't?" The goblin seemed surprised. "You said youwanted to be with your friends."
"But not in the pot!"
The goblin shook his head in confusion. "Femaleschange their minds a lot. Exactly what do you want?"
"I want us all to continue our trip north through Xanth,"Tandy said, enunciating clearly. "I can't do it alone. I don'tknow anything about surface Xanth. I need the ogre to pro-tect me. If he weren't worn out from fighting the GapDragon and hauling us all up out of the Gap, he'd becramming all of you into the pot!"
"Nonsense. Ogres don't use pots."
Tandy huffed herself up into the resemblance of a tan-trum. But before she completed the process, a goblin lieu-tenant sidled up to whisper in the leader's ear. The leadernodded. "Maybe so," he agreed. He turned back to Tandy."You are five females, guarded by the tired ogre?"
"Yes," Tandy agreed guardedly.           '
"How many others has he eaten?"
"None!" Tandy responded indignantly. "He doesn't eatfriends!""He can't be much of an ogre, then."
"He beat up the Gap Dragon!"
The goblin considered. "There is that." He came to adecision. "My name is Gorbage Goblin. I control this sec-tion of the Rim. But I have a daughter, and we are exoga-mous."
"What?" Tandy asked, bewildered.
"Exogamous, twit. Girls must marry outside their hometribes. But there is no contiguous goblin tribe; we are apartfrom the main nation of goblins. The dragons extendedtheir territory recently, cutting us off." He scowled. "Theother goblins keep forgetting us, the slugbrains. I don't
Irnnw whv."
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Smash knew why. It was the forget-spell laid on the GapChasm. These goblins lived too close to it, so suffered aperipheral effect.
"So my daughter Goldy Goblin must cross to anothertribe," Gorbage grumbled. "But travel beyond our territoryis now hazardous to the health. She needs a guard."
Tandy's face lighted with eventual comprehension. "Youwant us to take your daughter with us?"
"To the next goblin tribe, north of here. Beyond thedragons, in the midst of the five forbidden regions, nearthe firewall. Yes."
Five forbidden regions? Firewall? Smash wonderedabout that. It didn't sound like the sort of territory to takefive or six delicate girls through.
"You will let us go if we do that?" Tandy asked."You and the ogre."
Tandy's face set. She was a very stubborn girl at times."All of us."
The goblin leader wavered. "That's a lot to ask. Wehaven't had fresh meat in several days."
"I don't care if you never have fresh meat again!" thegirl flared. "You can cook up zombies if you get hungry. Iwant all my friends."
"It's only one daughter you're taking north, after all.""Remember the feminine wiles," the Siren murmured.Tandy considered. "The ogre can't do all the guarding,"she said reasonably. "When he fights off a big dragon or atangle tree or something, he gets tired. Then he has to rest,and someone else stands guard, like the centaur. If wecross a lake, the Siren scouts it out first. We never knowwhose skill will be useful." She paused, then with an effortturned on extra charm, "it you really want your daughterto travel safely—"
Gorbage capitulated with bad grace. "Oh, very well. Allof you go. It's a bad deal for me, but Goldy will slaughterme if I don't get her matched soon. She's a cussheaded lass,like all her kind."
Smash was amazed. Tandy had, with a little timely ad-vice from the Siren, talked them out of disaster and gottenthem all free passage through goblin-infested territory. Al-ready his own strength was filtering 'back; all he needed
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was a little rest. But there was no longer any need for Vio-lence.
Goldy Goblin turned out to be a petite, amazingly pretty
lass. The goblin females were as lovely as the goblin maleswere ugly. "Thank you so much for taking me," she saidpolitely. "Is there anything I can do in return?"
Tandy had the grace to take this seriously. "We have tostop by a fireoak tree in this vicinity. If you could show us
the best route to it—""Certainly. There's only one fireoak hereabouts, with a
resident hamadryad nymph—" Goldy paused, spying Fire-oak. "Isn't that she?"
"Yes. She's trying to save her tree. We must get her back
to it as soon as possible."
"I know the way. But the path to it goes by a hypno-
gourd patch. So you have to be careful."
"I don't want to go near the gourds!" Tandy cried, horri-fied.
But Smash remembered his contact with the coffin in-side the other gourd. Was it possible that—? "I want a
gourd," he said.
The Siren was perplexed. "Why would you want a terri-ble thing like that?"
"Something I may have forgotten in there."The Siren frowned but dropped the subject.They trekked on. Smash carrying the hamadryad. Hetried not to show it, but his strength had returned only par-tially. Fireoak was light, the kind of burden he could nor-mally balance on his little finger without effort, but nowhe had to control his breathing, lest he pant so loudly hecall attention to himself. He would be no help at all if theyhappened on another dragon. Maybe he just needed a goodmeal and a night's sleep. Yet it had never before taken himso long to recover from exertion. He suspected something
was wrong, but he didn't "know what.
They came to the region of hypnogourds. The vinessprawled abundantly, and gourds were all about. Smashstared at them, half mesmerized. He had thought his soullost when the Siren smashed the other gourd—but was itpossible that the gourd had been a mere window on theotherworld reality? His Eye Queue was crazy enough to
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think this was so. Could he use another gourd to return tothat world and fight for his soul?
He felt small hands on his arm. "What is it. Smash?"Tandy asked. "I'm deathly afraid of those things, but youseem fascinated. What's with you and those awful gourds?"
He answered, not fully conscious of his situation. "Imust go fight the Night Stallion."
"A Dark Horse?"
"The ruler of the nightmares. He has a lien on my soul."
"Oh, no! Is that how you rescued my soul?"
Smash snapped out of it. He hadn't meant to say any-thing about the lien to Tandy. "I'm gibbering. Ignore it."
"So that's why you wanted another gourd," the Siren said."You had unfinished business there! I didn't realize . . ."
Now the goblin girl approached. "The ogre's been into agourd? I've seen that happen before. Some people escapeunscathed; some lose their souls; some get only halfwayfree. We lost a lot of goblins before we caught on. Now weuse those gourds as punishment. Thieves are set at a peep-hole for an hour; they usually escape with a bad scare andnever thieve again. Murderers are set there for a day; theyoften lose their souls. It varies; some people are clevererthan others, and some luckier. The lien is like a delayedsentence; a month or two and it's all over."
"A lien!" the Siren said. "How long for you. Smash?"
"Three months," he replied glumly.
"And you said nothing!" she cried indignantly. "Whatkind of a creature are you?" But she answered herself im-mediately. "A self-sacrificing one. Smash, you should havetold us."
"Yes," Tandy agreed faintly. "I never realized—"
"How can a person nullify such a lien?" the Siren asked,getting practical.
"He has to go back in and fight," Goldy said. "If hedoesn't, he just gets weaker, bit by bit, as the Stallion callsin the soul. It's too late to fight, once the lien is due. Hehas to do it early, while he has most of his strength."
"But a person can redeem himself if he goes in early?"the Siren asked.
"Sometimes," the goblin girl said. "Maybe one out often. One of our old goblins is supposed to have done it a
124 Ogre, Ogre
long time ago in his youth. We're not sure we believe him.He mumbles about trials of fear and pain and pride andsuch-like, making no sense at all. But it is theoretically pos-sible to win."
"So that's why Smash has gotten so weak," the Sirensaid. "He was using his strength as if he had plenty tospare, but he has an illness of the soul."
"I know about that," Fireoak breathed.
"I didn't know!" Tandy said, clouding up. "Oh, it's allmy fault! I never would have taken my soul back if—"
"I didn't know, either," the Siren said, calming her. "ButI should have suspected. Maybe I did suspect; I just didn'tpursue the thought fast enough. I forgot that Smash is nolonger a simple-minded ogre; he has the devious EyeQueue contamination, making him react more like humanfolk."
"The curse of human intellect, replacing the primevalbeastly innocence," Tandy agreed. "I, too, should have re-alized—"
"Tandy, we've got to help Smash destroy that lien!"
"Yes!" Tandy agreed emphatically. "We can't leave himto the law of the lien."
Smash almost smiled, despite the seriousness of the situa-tion. During his travels with Prince Dor, he had encoun-tered the law of the loin; was this related?
"I'll help," Goldy said.
The Siren frowned. "What is your interest? Your tribe wasgoing to eat us all."
"How can I get to another goblin tribe if I don't have astrong ogre to clear the way? I do know a little bit aboutthe matter."
"I suppose you do have a practical interest," the Sirenagreed. "We all need the ogre, until we find our own indi-vidual situations. What do you know about the gourds thatmight help?"
"Our people have reported details of the gourd geogra-phy. It's the same for every gourd; they're all identicalinside. But each person enters at a different place, and it'spossible to get lost. So it is best to carry a line of string tomark the way."
"But a person is out the moment his contact with thepeephole is broken! How can he get lost?"
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"It's not that sort of lost," Goldy said. "There's a lot ofterritory in there, and some pretty strange effects. Sometalk of graves, others of mirrors. A person always returnsto the spot he left, and the time he left, no matter how longhe's been away from it; a break in the sequence is only aninterruption, not a change. If he's lost in gourdland, he'sstill lost when he returns there, even if he's been a longtime out of his gourd. He doesn't know where he's goingbecause he doesn't know where he's been. But if he stringsthe string, it'll mark where he's been, and he'll know themoment he crosses his trail. And that's the secret."
Smash was getting quite interested. He had been out ofhis gourd for some time, but apparently could still return."What secret?"
"The Night Stallion is always in the last place a personlooks, in the gourd," the goblin girl explained. "So all youhave to do to reach him is always look in a new place—never in a place you've been before; that's a waste of timeand effort. You are apt to get caught in an endless loop,and then you are really lost. You may never find him ifyou rehash your old route."
"You do know something about it!" Tandy agreed. "Butsuppose Smash threads the maze, finds the Night Stal-lion—and is too weak to fight him?"
"Oh, it's not that sort of strength he needs," the goblingirl said. "We've had physically strong goblins go in, andphysically weak ones, and the weak ones do just as well.All kinds lose in the gourd. Physical strength may even bea liability. Destroying the facilities does not destroy thecommitment. Only defeating the Stallion does that, on theStallion's own terms."
"What are the Stallion's terms?"
Goldy shrugged. "No one knows. Our one surviving gob-lin refuses to tell, assuming he knows. He just sort of turnsa little grayer. I think there is no way to find out except toface the creature."
"I think we have enough to go on," Tandy said. "Let'stake a gourd along. We have to get to the fireoak tree be-fore the lunatic-fringe-spell gives out." She went to harvesta gourd, her concern for Smash overriding her fear of thething.
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"I think the peephole is a lunatic fringe," the Siren mut-tered.
They moved on. Smash pondered what the goblin girlhad said. If physical strength was not important in thestruggle with the Night Stallion, why was it important tojoin this contest early, before weakness progressed too far?Was that a contradiction or merely a confusion? He con-cluded that it was the latter. There was weakness of thebody and of the spirit; both might fade together, but theywere not identical. Smash was physically weak now be-cause he had overextended himself; otherwise it shouldhave taken him three months to fade. His soul had proba-bly suffered relatively little so far. But if he waited till theend of the lien term to meet the Stallion, then his soulwould be weak, and he would lose the nonphysical contest.Yes, that seemed to make sense.Things didn't have to makesense, with magic, but it helped.
They arrived at a pleasant glade. Within it was a crazysort of shimmer that made Smash feel a little crazy himself;
he turned his eyes away.
"My tree!" the hamadryad cried, suddenly reviving.Smash set her down. "Where?"
"There! Behind the lunatic fringe!" She seemed to growstronger instant by instant and in a moment pranced intothe glade. Her body wavered and vanished.
"I guess the spell is still holding," Tandy said. She fol-lowed Fireoak, carrying the gourd, and disappeared simi-larly. The others went the same route.
When Smash contacted the fringe, he felt a momentarysurge of dizziness; then he was through. There before himwas the tree, a medium-large fireoak, its leaves blazing inthe late afternoon sunlight. The hamadryad was hugging itstrunk in ecstasy, her body almost indistinguishable from it,and her color was returning. She had rejoined her soul. Thetree, too, seemed to be glowing, and leaves that had beenwilting were now forging back into health. Evidently it hadmissed her also. There was something very touching aboutthe love of nymph and tree for each other.
Tandy approached him, her blue eyes soulful. "Smash, ifI had known—" She choked up. She shoved the gourd athim.
"We'll let you go into it until the lunatic fringe fades andthe people attack this tree," the Siren said. "Maybe you'llhave time to conquer the Night Stallion and regain yourfull strength." She produced a ball of string that the ha-madryad must have had stored in her tree. "Use this so youwon't get lost in there,"
"But first eat something," Chem said, bringing an arm-ful of fruits. "And get a night's sleep."
"No. I want to settle this now," Smash said.
"Oh, please do at least eat something 1" Tandy pleaded."You can eat a lot in a hurry."
True words—and he was hungry. Ogres were usuallyhungry. So he crammed a bushel of whole fruits into hismouth and gulped them down, ogre-fashion, and drank along pull of water from the spring at the base of the tree.
As the sun dropped down behind the forest, singeing thedistant tips of trees. Smash took leave of the six females asif setting out on a long and hazardous trek. Then he settleddown against the trunk of the tree, put the gourd in his lap,and applied his right eye to the peephole.
Instantly he was back in the gourd world. He stood be-fore the crypt, having just gotten up from his snooze.Tandy was not there; for a moment he had feared that shewould be locked into this adventure with him, since shehad been here before, but of course she was free now.
A chill wind cut around the stonework, ruffling his fur.The landscape was bleak: all gravestones and dying weedsand dismal dark sky. "Beautiful!" he exclaimed. "I would
like to stay here forever."
Then his Eye Queue, in its annoying fashion, forced himto amend his statement mentally. He would like to stayhere forever after he rescued his soul from the lien andregained his full strength and saved the hamadryad's treeand had gotten Tandy and all the others to wherever theywere going and found his Answer from the Good Magi-cian. After these details, then this paradise of the gourdwould be a nice retirement spot.
He had been afraid he would find himself somewhereelse and be unable, after all, to pursue his quest to its close.Despite what the goblin girl had said, this was a differentgourd, and might not know where his adventure in the last
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gourd had ended. Now he was reassured, and confidentthat he could locate the Night Stallion and abate the lien.After all, he was an ogre, wasn't he?
He held his ball of string, since he had willed it to ac-company him, but again he had forgotten to bring hisgauntlets or orange jacket. He backtracked to the back ofthe haunted house and anchored one end of the string to apost, then crossed the graveyard to the far gate, letting thestring unravel behind. It was a good-sized ball, so he wasconfident he would have plenty to mark his way.
A skeleton came out to see what was going on; Smashmade a horrendous face at it, and the thing fled so fast itsbones rattled. Yes, the bone-folk remembered him here!
Beyond the gate was a broad, bleak, open plain illumi-nated by ghastly, pale white moonlight. Black, ugly cloudsscudded horrendously across the dismal sky, forming darkpicture-shapes that resembled trolls, goblins, and ogres.Naturally the other creatures were fleeing before the ogre-shapes. Smash was delighted; this was an even better scenethan the last! Whoever had set up this gourd world had hadogre tastes in mind.
Where should he go now? It was not his purpose to dallyamidst the delights of the terrain, but to locate the NightStallion. Yet he knew that he would have to cover a lot ofterritory before he reached the last place to look. So he hadbetter move rapidly anywhere, getting the ground covered.
He tromped forth, straight across the beautifully barrenplain. The cracked ground shuddered pleasantly under theimpact of his feet. He was regaining his strength. Yet nowhe knew, thanks to the goblin girl, that physical strengthwas not necessarily what it took to prevail here. He hadused it to cow the voice in the coffin, forcing it to releaseTandy's soul—but had suffered the compromise of his ownsoul. Probably the coffin had given him nothing that hadnot already been allocated; he had fooled himself, thinkingan ogre's power would scare the dead. The curse of the EyeQueue was making him see uncomfortable truths!
Yet perhaps he should not take this revelation on faith,either. He could go back and rattle the coffin some more,and determine just how much it feared his violence. Afterall, the skeletons now fled from him. No—that was atemptation to be avoided, for it would cause him to back-
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track his own trail, the one thing he needed to avoid doing.Smash continued resolutely forward.
Black dots appeared on the bleak horizon. Quickly theyexpanded, racing toward him on beating hooves. The night-mares! This was where they stayed by day—here, wherenight was eternal.
The mares were handsome animals, absolutely black,with flaring manes, flying tails, and darkly glowing eyes.Their limbs were sleekly muscular, and they moved withthe velocity of thought. In moments they surrounded him,galloping around him in a circle, squealing wamingly.They did not want him going the way he was going. Butsince the Night Stallion did not seem to be among them, hehad to proceed.
Smash ignored their warning. He tromped onward—andtheir circle stayed with him despite his speed. Experimen-tally he dodged to one side, and the circle remained cen-tered on him. He leaped, and the circle leaped with him.Just as he had thought, these were magical creatures, ori-enting magically; the feet of a dream-horse had no essentialconnection with the ground. Prince Dor had once men-tioned escaping the nightmares by sleeping on a cloud, be-yond their reach, but probably Prince Dor had not had anybad dreams scheduled that night. The mares could go any-where, and Smash could not escape their circle by running.
Not that he wantd to. He liked these fine, healthy ani-mals. They were an ogre's type of creature. He remem-bered how one of them had given Tandy a ride to the GoodMagician's castle—which had perhaps been a better desti-nation for her than the one she had sought. The Good Magi-cian had provided Tandy a home for a year, and a solutionto her problem—maybe. Her father Crombie, the soldier atCastle Roogna, might not have been much help. Smashknew the man casually. Crombie was getting old, no longerthe fighter he used to be. He was also a woman hater whomight not have taken his daughter's problem seriously. Butif he had taken it seriously—what could he have done,without leaving his post at Castle Roogna?
And the nightmares—one had helped Tandy travel, butthen had put in for a lien on her soul, causing her awfulgrief. Some help that had been! Maybe these nightmaresneeded to feel the weight of an ogre's displeasure.
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Still he did not know enough to act. What was Tandy'sproblem that the Magician had answered? She had neverquite said. Did it relate to that nightmare lien on her soul?But she had incurred that lien in order to reach the GoodMagician. That hardly seemed profitable. Also, she had notbeen aware of the lien, so she would not have put a Ques-tion about it.
How would traveling with an ogre abate her problem?Had it been the Magician's intent that Smash redeem thatgirl's lost soul with his own? That was possible—but hisunderstanding of the Magician's mode of operations arguedagainst it. Humfrey did not need to fool people about thenature of their payments for their Answers. He should notpretend the service was merely protection duty when, infact, it was soul substitution. So that, too, remained anenigma.
So far, Tandy had recruited fellow travelers with aban-don, and now there were six females in the party. That wasprobably as unlikely a group as existed at the moment inXanth. Normally such maidens fled ogres, and for goodreason—ogres consumed such morsels. Were it not forSmash's commitment not to indulge his natural appetitesbecause of the service he owed the Good Magician—
He shook his head, flinging loose a few angry fleas. No,he could not be sure of his motive there. His father Crunchwas a vegetarian ogre, married to a female of human deri-vation, so Smash had been raised in an atypical ogre home.His folks had been permitted to associate with the peopleof Castle Roogna as long as they honored human customs.Smash himself had not operated under the restriction ofoath or of human taste—but had always known he wouldbe banished from human company if he ever reverted tothe wild state. Anyone who made trouble for King Trentran the risk of being transformed to a toad or a stinkbug,for Trent was the great transformer. It had been easy toconform. So Smash had not actually crunched many hu-man bones, and had carried away no delicious humanmaidens. Perhaps he had been missing something vital—but he remained unwilling to gamble that one good mealwould be more satisfying than the human friendships hehad maintained. So perhaps it was more than the GoodMagician's service that protected Tandy and the others.
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Ogres weren't supposed to need companionship, but thecurse of the Eye Queue showed him that he was, to thatextent, atypical of his kind. Like the Siren, he now knewhe would be lonely alone.
Smash suddenly realized that the ring of mares was onlyhalf the diameter it had been. While he tromped forward,thinking his slew of un-ogrish thoughts, they had been con-stricting their loop. Soon they would be almost within reachof him.
And if they closed on him all the way—what then?Mere horses could hardly hurt an ogre. Each weighedabout as much as he did, but they were only mares, withthe foreparts of sea horses and the rear parts of centaurs.They were basically pretty and gentle. True, their earswere flat back against their skulls, and their manes flaredlike dangerous spikes, their tails flicked like weapons, theirteeth showed white in the moonlight, and their eyes staredslantwise at him as if he were prey instead of monster—buthe knew he could throw any of them far out across theplain, if he chose, when he had his normal ogre strength.Why should they want to come within his reach?
In a moment he had the answer. These were standardnightmares, used to carry bad dreams to their proper dream-ers. They had not been cursed with the Eye Queue; theyhad no super-equine intelligence. They were giving him thestandard treatment, crowding him, trying to scare him—
Smash burst out laughing. Imagine anything scaring anogre!
The mares broke ranks, startled. This was not S. 0. P.The victim was not supposed to laugh. What was wrong?
Smash was sorry. "I didn't mean to mess up your act,mares," he said apologetically. "Circle me again, and I'llpretend to be frightened. I don't want you to get in troublewith your Stallion. In fact, I'd like to meet him myself. Idon't suppose you could take me to him?"
Still the mares milled about. Their formation was in ashambles. They were not here to play a game, but to ter-rify. Since that had failed, they had other business to at-tend to. After all, night had been drawing nigh when heentered the gourd. The group began breaking up. Probablythey would be all over Xanth within the next hour, bearingtheir burdensome dreams.
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"Wait!" Smash cried. "Which of you gave Tandy a.ride?"
One mare hesitated, as if trying to remember. "A yearago," Smash said. "A small human girl, brown hair, throwstantrums."
The black ears perked forward. The mare remembered!
"She sends her thanks," Smash said. "You really helpedher."
The mare nickered, seeming interested. Did these crea-tures really care about the welfare of those on whom theyvisited the bad dreams? Yet his Eye Queue warned himthat it was not safe to judge any creature by his or her job.Some ogres did not crunch bones; some mares might nothate girls.
"Did you mean to destroy her?" he asked. "By taking alien on her soul?"
The mare's head lifted back, nostrils flaring.
"You didn't know?" Smash asked. "When she wanderedinto the gourd, the coffin-creep stole her soul, on the pre-text she owed it for the ride."
The mare snorted. She hadn't known. That made Smashfeel better. Life was a jungle inside the gourd as well as inXanth, with creatures and things grasping whatever theycould get from the unwary. But some were innocent.
"She might visit here again," he continued. "You mightsee her following my string." He pointed to the line he hadlaid out behind him. "If you like, you could give her an-other ride and sort of explain things to her. It would helpher catch up to me quickly. But no more liens!"
The mare snorted and pawed the ground. She was notinterested in giving rides.
"Maybe I can make a deal with you," Smash said. "Idon't want Tandy getting in trouble in here." Not at therisk of her soul, certainly! "Is there anything I can do foryou, outside?"
The mare considered. Then she brightened. She lickedher lips.
"Something to eat?" Smash asked, and the mare nodded."Something nice?" She agreed again. "Rock candy?" Sheneighed nay.
Smash played the guessing game, but could not quitecome up with the correct item. All the other mares had
departed, and this one was fidgeting; he could not hold herlonger. "Well, if I find it, maybe I'll know it," Smash said."Maybe Tandy will know, and bring it with her, if shecomes. You keep in touch, okay?"
The nightmare nodded, then turned and trotted off. Nodoubt she was going to pick up her load of unpleasantdreams for delivery to her clientele of sleepers. Maybesome of them were his friends at the fireoak tree. "Goodluck!" Smash called after her, and she flicked her tail inacknowledgment.
Alone again, he wondered whether he had been foolish.What business did he have with nightmares? What would anightmare want from a person, that the mare could notpick up for herself on her rounds? He was an ogre wholoved violence and horror, and he was here on a personalmission. Yet somehow he felt it was best to get along withany creature he could; perhaps something would come ofit.
This confounded Eye Queue! Not only did it set him totrying un-ogrish things, it rendered him confused about themeaning of these things and full of uncomfortable self-doubt. What a curse it was!
He faced resolutely forward and resumed his tromping.He saw something new on the horizon and proceeded to-ward it. Soon it manifested as a building—no, as a castle—no, larger yet, an entire city, enclosed by a forbidding wall.
As he drew close, he discovered the city was solid gold.Every part of it scintillated in the moonlight, shades ofdeep yellow. But when he drew closer yet, he found that itwas not gold but brass—just as shiny, but not nearly asprecious. Still it was a marvel.
The outer wall was unbroken, riveted metal, gleaming atevery angle. The front gate was the same, so large itdwarfed even Smash's monstrous proportions. This was thesort of city giants would inhabit!
Smash considered that. The little knobs of the hauntedhouse had shocked him; how much worse would this onebe? He was not at all sure he could rip this door from itsmoorings; it was big and strong, and he was now relativelyweak. This was not a situation he liked to admit, but hewas no longer properly stupid about such things.
He pondered, drawing on the full curse of the Eye
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Queue. What he needed was insulation—something to pro-tect him from shock. But there was nothing near; the citywall rose out of sand. He might use his orange jacket—buthe was not wearing it, here in the gourd. All he had wasthe string, and that wasn't suitable.
No help for it. He would have to touch the metal. Ac-tually, there might be a metal floor inside that he wouldhave to walk on; if he were going to get shocked, it wouldhappen with every step. Might as well find out now. Heextended a hamfinger and touched the knob.
There was no shock. He grasped and turned the knob. Itclicked, and the door swung inward. It wasn't lockedl
There was a bright metal hall leading from the gate intothe city. Smash walked down it, half expecting the door toslam shut behind him. It did not. He continued through thehall, his bare, furry soles thumping on the cool metal.
He emerged into an open court with a paving of brass,the moonlight bearing down preternaturally. All was silent.No creatures roamed the city.
"Ho!" Smash bellowed, loud enough to disturb the dead,as seemed appropriate in this realm.
No dead were disturbed. If they heard, they were ignor-ing him. The city seemed to be empty. There was an eeriequality to this that Smash liked. But he wondered who hadmade this city and where those people had gone. It seemedlike far too interesting a place to desert. If ogres built cit-ies, this was the sort of city they would build. But ofcourse no ogre was smart enough to build a single building,let alone a city, certainly not a lovely city of brass.
He tromped through it, his big, flat feet generating amuted booming on the metal street. Brass buildings rose oneither side, their walls making blank brass faces at preciseright angles to the street. He looked up and saw that thetops were squared off, too. There were no windows ordoors. Of course that didn't matter to the average ogre; hecould always bash out any windows when and where hewanted. All was mirror-shiny; he could see his appallingreflection in every surface that faced him. Brass ogrespaced him to either side, and another walked upside down
under the street.
Smash remembered the story his father Crunch had toldof entering a sleeping city and discovering the lovely mush-
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faced ogress who had become Smash's mother. This city ofbrass was pleasantly reminiscent of that. Was there anogress here for him? That was an exciting prospect, thoughhe hoped she wasn't made of brass.
He traversed the city, but found no entrance to anybuilding. If an ogress was sleeping here, she was lockedaway where he couldn't reach her. Smash banged on awall, making it reverberate; but though the sound boomedpleasantly throughout the city, no one stirred. He punchedharder, trying to break a hole in the wall. It was no good;
he was too weak, the brass was too strong, and he lackedhis protective gauntlets. His fist smarted, so he stuck it inhis mouth.
Smash was beginning to be bothered. Before there hadbeen halfway interesting things like walking skeletons, elec-trified doors, and nightmares. Now there was just brass.What could he accomplish here?
He invoked the curse of the Eye Queue yet again anddid some solid thinking. So far, each little adventure withinthe gourd had been a kind of riddle; he had to overcomesome barrier or beat some sort of threat before he couldcontinue to the next event. So it was probably not enoughjust to enter this empty city and depart; that might notcount. He had to solve the riddle, thus narrowing the op-tions, reducing the remaining places for the Night Stallionto hide. Straight physical action did not seem to be the re-quirement here. What, then, was?
There must be a nonphysical way to deal with this im-passive place, perhaps to bring it to life so it could be con-quered. Maybe a magical spell. But Smash did not knowany spells, and somehow this city seemed too alien to bemagical. What else, then?
He paced the streets, still unreeling his string, carefulnever to cross his own path. And, in a little private squaredirectly under the moon, he discovered a pedestal. Signifi-cant things were usually mounted on pedestals directly un-der the moon, he remembered. So he marched up to it andlooked.
He was disappointed. There was only a brass buttonthere. Nothing to do except to press it: There might beserious consequences, but no self-respecting ogre worriedabout that sort of thing. He turned his big hamthumb down
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and mashed the button. With luck, all hell would breakloose.
As it happened, luck was with him. Most of hell brokeloose.
There was a pleasantly deafening klaxon alarm noisethat filled all this limited universe with vibrations. Thenthe metal buildings began shifting about, moving along thefloor of the city, squeezing the streets and the court. In amoment there would be no place remaining for him tostand.
This was more like it! At first Smash planned to bracehimself and halt the encroaching buildings by brute ogrestrength. But he lacked his full power now, and anyway, itwas better to use his brain. Perhaps the Eye Queue wasgradually subverting him, causing him to endorse its na-ture; already it seemed like less of a curse, and he knew—-because, ironically, of the intelligence it provided him—that this was a significant signal of corruption. Mentalpower tended to corrupt, and absolute intelligence tendedto corrupt absolutely, until the victim eschewed violenceentirely in favor of smart solutions to stupid problems.Smash hoped he could fight off the curse before it everruined him to that extent! If he stopped being stupid, bru-tal, and violent, he would no longer be a true ogre.
Nevertheless, the expedience of the moment forced himto utilize his mind. He knew that a block that moved oneway had to leave a space behind it, unless it happened tobe expanding rapidly. He zipped between buildings, emerg-ing from the narrowing aisle just before the two clangedtogether. Sure enough, there was a new space where abuilding had stood. It was perfectly smooth brass except fora cubic hole where the center of the building had been.Probably that was the anchoring place, like part of a lockmechanism; a heavy bolt would drop down from the build-ing to wedge in that hole and keep the building from slid-ing about when it wasn't supposed to. When he had pressedthe brass button, the lock bolts had lifted, freeing the build-ings. Buildings, like clouds, bashed about all over the placewhen given the freedom to do so. The klaxon had soundedto warn all crushable parties that motion was commencing,so they could either get out of the way or pick their favor-ite saiiishin^-snot. It all made a sort of violent sense, his
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Eye Queue informed him. He liked this city better thanever.
Now the building blocks were bouncing back, convergingon him. Smash moved again, avoiding what could be acrushing experience. He found himself in a new openspace, with another anchorage slot.
But the blocks were moving more quickly now, as if get-ting warmed up. Because they were big, he needed a cer-tain amount of time to run between them. If they speededup much more, he would not have time to clear before theyclanged. That could be awkward.
"Well, brain, what do you say to this?" he asked chal-lengingly. "Can you outsmart two buildings that plan tocatch me and squish me flat?"
His vine-corrupted brain, thus challenged, rose to the oc-casion. "Get in the pit," it told him.
Smash thought this was crazy. But already the brass wasmoving, sounding off with its tune of compression, and hehad to act. He leaped into the pit as the blank metal face ofthe building charged him.
Too late, it occurred to him, or to his Eye Queue—itbecame difficult at times to distinguish ogre-mind fromvine-mind—that he could be crushed when the boltdropped down to anchor the building. But that should hap-pen only when the building was finished traveling andwanted to settle down for a rest. He would try to be out bythen. If he failed—well, squishing was an ogrish kind ofdemise.
It was dark there as the metal underbody of the buildingslid across. He felt slightly claustrophobic—another weak-ness of intelligence, since a true ogre never worried aboutdanger or consequence. What would happen if the buildingdid not move off?
Then light flashed down from above. Smash blinked anddiscovered that the center of the building was hollow, glow-ing from the inner walls. He had found his way inside!
He scrambled up and stood on the floor, still holding hisball of string. The building was still moving, but there wasno way it could crush him now. The building floor coveredeverything except the square where the anchorage holewould be when it lay at anchor, so he could simply ridealong with it.
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He looked about—and spied an army of brass men andwomen, each individual fully formed, complete with brassfacial features, hair, and clothing—the men fully clothed,the women less so. But they were statues, erected on plat-forms that, like the floor, moved with the building. Noth-ing here was of interest to an ogre. He knew brass wasn'tgood to eat.
Then he spied another brass button.
Well, why not? Maybe this one would make the buildingstop moving. Of course, if this one stopped and the otherbuildings did not, there would be a horrendous crash.Smash jammed his thumb down on the button.
Instantly the brass statues animated. The metal peoplespied the ogre and converged on him. And Smash—
Found himself leaning against the fireoak tree. Tandystood before him, holding the gourd. She had broken hisline of vision to the peephole. "Are you all right, Smash?"she asked with her cute concern.
"Certainly!" he grumped. "Why did you interrupt me? Itwas just getting interesting." .
"The lunatic fringe is tearing," she said worriedly. "Thehuman villagers are in the area and will soon discover the
tree."
"Well, bring me back when they do," Smash said. "I
have metal men to fight inside."
"Metal men?"
"And women. Solid brass."
"Oh," she said, uncomprehending. "Remember, you're inthere to fight for your soul. I worry about you. Smash."
He guffawed. "You worry about me! You're human; I'm
an ogre!"
"Yes," she agreed, but her face remained drawn. "Iknow what it's like in there. You put your soul in peril forme. I can't forget that. Smash."
"You don't like it in there," he pointed out. "I do. And Iagreed to protect you. This is merely another aspect." Hetook the gourd back and applied his eye to the peephole.
The brass people were converging, exactly where theyhad been when he left. They seemed not even to be awareof his brief absence. The building was moving, too—but ithad not moved in the interim. His Eye Queue-cursed brainfound all this interesting, but Smash had no time for that
nonsense at the moment. The brassies were almost on him.
The first one struck at him. The man was only halfSmash's height, but the metal made him solid. Smash hauledhim up by the brassard and threw him aside. Smash stilllacked the strength to do real damage, but at least he couldfight weakly. In his strength he would have hurled thebrass man right through the brass wall of the building.
A female grabbed at him. Smash hooked a forefingerinto her brassiere and hauled her up to his eye level. "Whyare you attacking me?" he asked, curious rather than an-gry.
"We're only following our program," she said, kicking athim with a pretty brass foot.
"But if you fight me, I shall have to fight you," hepointed out. "And I happen to be a monster."
"Don't try to reason with me, you big hunk of flesh; I'mtoo brassy for that." She swung at him with a metal fist.But he was holding her at his arm's length, so she couldnot reach him.
Something was knocking at his knee. Smash lookeddown. A man was striking at him with his brass knuckles.Smash dropped the brass girl on the brass man's brass hat,and the two crashed to the floor in a shower of brass tacks.They cried out with the sound of brass winds.
Now a half-dozen brassies were grabbing at Smash's legs,and he lacked the strength to throw them all off at once.So he reached down to pluck them off one at a time—
He was under the tree again. He saw the problem imme-diately. Half a dozen brassies—no, these were men andwomen of the human village—were converging on the tree,bearing wicked-looking axes. The hamadryad was scream-ing.
Smash had no patience with this. He stood up, toweringover the villagers, ogre-fashion. He roared a fine ogre roar.
The villagers turned and fled. They didn't know Smashwas short of strength at the moment. Otherwise they couldhave attacked him and perhaps put him in difficulty, inthe same way the brassies were doing in the gourd. He hadreplaced the illusion of the lunatic fringe with the illusionof his own formidability.
The hamadryad dropped from her tree, her hair glowinglike fire, catching him about the neck. She was now a vi-
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brant, healthy creature. "You great big wonderful brute ofa creature!" she exclaimed, kissing his furry ear. Smashwas oddly moved; as the centaur had noted, ogres wereseldom embraced or kissed by nymphs.
He handed the hamadryad back into her tree, then set-tled down for another session in the gourd. None of themhad anywhere to go until the King got the news and actedto protect the tree permanently, and he wanted to wrap upthis gourd business.
"Wake me at need," he said, noting that the shimmer ofthe lunatic fringe was now almost gone. If trees had ogres toprotect them instead of cute but helpless hamadryads, veryfew trees would be destroyed. Of course, ogres themselveswere prime destroyers of trees, using them to make tooth-picks and such, so he was in no position to criticize. Heapplied his left eye to the peephole this time, giving hisright orb a rest.
He stood in an alley between buildings. What was this?The sequence was supposed to pick up exactly where it hadleft off. What had gone wrong?
The two buildings slid toward him, forcing him to scootout of the way. Smash emerged into a new space—and sawhis line of string. He was about to cross his own path! Buthe couldn't retreat; the buildings were clanging behind him.
Still, his cursed Eye Queue wouldn't let him leave wellenough alone. It wanted to know why the gourd scene hadslipped a notch. Was the gourd getting old, beginning torot, breaking down its system? He didn't want to betrapped in a rotting gourd.
The buildings separated, starting to converge on a newspot. The alley reopened, the string he had just set out run-ning down its length—and stopping.
Smash ran to the end of it. The string had been severedcleanly; it ended at the point he had re-entered the vision.
But as the buildings separated. Smash saw another cutend of string. That must be where he had been before, justa little distance away. He had jumped no farther than hecould have bounded by foot. But he hadn't jumped physi-cally; he had left the scene, then returned to it slightly dis-placed. Why?
The buildings reversed course and closed on him again.They certainly wasted no time pondering questions! Smash
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ran back, his mind working. And suddenly it came tohim—he had switched eyes! His left eye was a little apartfrom his right eye—and though that distance was small inthe real world of Xanth, it was larger in the tiny world ofthe gourd. So there had been a shift, and a break in hisstring.
Well, that had freed him of the brass folk. But Smashcouldn't accept that. He didn't want to escape, he wantedto win, to conquer this setting and go on to the next, know-ing he had narrowed the Night Stallion's options. Hewanted to do his job right, leaving no possible loophole forthe loss of his soul. So he had to go back to the place hehad left off, and resume there.
He followed his prior line, dragging his new line behindhim. He found the square pit as the building moved off it,and he got down into it. The building swung back, and theinterior light came on. Smash climbed out and ran to theend of his string.
The brass folk saw him and came charging in. Smashtied the two ends of string together, making his line com-plete, then stood as half a dozen people grabbed him. Thiswas where he had left off; now it was all right.
He resumed plucking individual brass folk off. One ofthem was the girl in the brassiere. "You again?" he in-quired, holding her up by one finger, as he had done be-fore. It was really the best place, since she was flailing allher limbs wildly. "Do I have to drop you again?"
"Don't you dare drop me again!" she flashed, her brasssurface glinting with ire. She took an angry breath—whichalmost dislodged her, for she had a full brassiere and hispurchase on it was slight. "I have a dent and threescratches from the last time, you monster!" She pointed ather arms. "There's a scratch. There's another. But I won'tshow you the dent."
"Well, you did kick at me," Smash said reasonably, won-dering where the dent was.
"I told you! We have to—"
Then he was back in Xanth again. Smash saw the prob-lem immediately; a cockatrice was approaching the tree.The baby basilisk had evidently been recently hatched andwas wandering aimlessly—but remained deadly dangerous.
"Put me down, you lunk!"
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Startled, Smash looked at the source of the voice. Hewas still holding the brass girl, dangling by her brassierehooked on his finger. She had been brought out of thegourd with him!
Hastily Smash set her down, carefully so she would notdent. He had a more immediate matter to attend to. Howcould he get rid of the cockatrice?
"Oh, look," the brass girl said. "What a cute chickl" Shestepped over to the terrible infant, reaching down.
"Don't touch it!" the Siren cried. "Don't even look at it!"
Too late. The brass girl picked up the baby monster."Oh, aren't you a sweet one," she cooed, turning it in herhand so she could look it in the snoot.
"No!" several voices cried.
Again they were too late. The brass girl stared deeplyinto the monster's baleful eyes. "Oh, I wish I could keepyou for my very own pet, along with my other pets," shesaid, touching her pert nose to its hideous schnozzle. "Idon't have anything like you in my collection."
The chick hissed and bit—but its tiny teeth were ineffec-tive against the brass. "Oh, how nice," the girl said. "Youlike me, don't you!"
Apparently the little monster's powers were harmlessagainst the metal girl. She was already harder than stone.
"Uh, miss—" the Siren said.
"I'm called Biyght," the brass girl said. "Of BuildingFour, in the City of Brass. Who are you?"
"I'm called the Siren," the Siren said. "Biythe, we wouldappreciate it if—"
"Biyght," the girl corrected her brassily.
"Sorry. I misheard. Biyght. If you would—"
"But I think I like Biythe better. This place is so muchsofter than I'm used to. So you can use that, Sim."
"Siren. Two syllables."
"That's all right. I prefer one syllable, Sim."
"You can change names at will?" John asked incredu-lously.
"Of course. All brassies can. Can't you?"
"No," the fairy said enviously.
"Biythe, that animal—" the Siren broke in. "It's deadlyto us. So if you would—"
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Smash had been looking around to see if there were anyother dangers. At this point his eye fell on the gourd—andeven from a distance his consciousness was drawn into thepeephole, and he was back among the brassies. This timehe stood within the building, but apart from the crowd, andhis string had been interrupted again. He was using hisright eye.
The brass folk spied him and charged. This was gettingpointless. "Wait!" he bellowed.
They paused, taken aback. "Why?" one inquired."Because I accidentally took one of your number out ofthe gourd, and if anything happens to me, she'll be foreverstranded there."
They were appalled, almost galvanized. "That would bea fate worse than death!" one cried. "That would be—" Hepaused, balking at the awful concept.
"That would be—life," another brass man whispered.There was a sudden hush of dread.
"Yes," Smash agreed cruelly. "So I have to fetch herback. And I will. But you'll have to help me."
"Anything," the man said, his brass face tarnishing."Tell me how to get out of here, on my own.""That's easy. Take the ship.""The ship? But there's no water here!"Several brassies smiled metallically. "It's not that kind ofship. It's the Luna-fringe-shuttle. You catch it at the Lunatriptych building."
"Show me to it," Smash said.
They showed him to a brass door that opened to the out-side. "You can't miss it," they assured him. "It's the biggestblock in the city."
Smash thanked them and stepped out. The buildingswere still moving, but now he had the experience andconfidence to travel by their retreating sides, avoiding colli-sions. He glanced back at the building he had left and sawthe number 4 inscribed on the side, but there was no signof the door he had exited by. Apparently it was a one-waydoor that didn't exist from this side.
Soon he spied a building twice the size of the others.That had to be the one. He ducked into an anchor hole asthe building approached, and m a moment was inside.
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There was the fringe-shuttle, like a monstrous arrowheadstanding on its tail. It had a porthole in the side big enoughto admit him, so he climbed in.
He found himself in a tight cockpit that the cock seemedto have vacated. There was only one place to sit comfort-ably, a kind of padded chair before a panel full of dinguses.So he sat there, knowing he could bash the dinguses out ofthe way if they bothered him. There was another brass but-ton on the panel, and he punched it with his thumb.
The porthole clanged closed. A wheel spun itself about.Air hissed. Straps rose up from the chair and wrappedthemselves around his body. A magic mirror lit up beforehis face. An alarm klaxon sounded. The ship shuddered,then launched upward like a shot from a catapult, punchingthrough the roof.
In moments the mirror showed clouds falling awayahead. Then the moon came into view, growing larger andbrighter each moment. It was now a half-circle. Ofcourse—that was why the lunatic fringe no longershrouded the fireoak tree—not enough moon left to sustainit. But the half that remained seemed solid enough, exceptfor the round holes in it. Of course, cheese did have holes;
that was its nature.
Now it occurred to him that the brassies might have mis-construed his request. They had shown him the way out ofthe City of Brass—but not out of the gourd. Well, nothingto do now but carry this through. Maybe the ship could gethim back to the fireoak tree.
He didn't really want to go to the moon, though the viewof all that fresh cheese made him hungry. After all, it hadbeen at least an hour since he had eaten that bushel offruit. So he checked the panel before him and found a cou-ple of projecting brass sticks. He grabbed them, wigglingthem about.
The moon veered out of the mirror-picture, and Smashwas flung about in his chair as if tossed by a storm. For-tunately, the straps held him pretty much in place. He letgo of the sticks—and after a moment the moon swung backinto view. Evidently he had messed up the ship's program.His Eye Queue curse caused him to ponder this, and heconcluded that the sticks controlled the ship. When theywere not in use, the ship sailed where it wanted, which was
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evidently a hole in the cheese of the moon. Maybe thisLuna shuttle was the mechanism by which the moon'scheese was brought to Xanth, though he wasn't sure whatuse metal people would have for cheese.
Smash took hold of the sticks again and wiggled morecautiously. Ogres were clumsy only when it suited them tobe so; they could perform delicate tasks when no one waswatching. The moon danced about but did not leave thescreen. He experimented some more, and soon was able tosteer the ship where he wanted and to make it go at anyspeed he wanted.
Fine—now he would take it back to Xanth and land be-side the fireoak tree. Then he could turn it over to BiytheBrassie so she could fly back to her city and building.
Then blips appeared on the screen. They were shapedlike little curse-burrs and were hurtling toward him. Whatdid they want?
Then flashes of light came near him. The ship shook.The screen flared red for a moment, as if it had beenknocked half silly. Smash understood this sort of thing. Itwas like getting knocked in the snoot by a fist and havingstars and planets fly out from one's head. The entire nightsky was filled with the stars flung out from people's headsin the course of prior fights, but Smash didn't care to havehis own lights punched out. The thing to do was to hit backand destroy the enemy.
He checked the panel again, enjoying the prospect of anew type of violence. There was a big button he hadn'tnoticed before. Naturally he thumbed it.
A flash of light shot toward the blips, evidently from hisown ship. It was throwing its sort of rocks when he told itto. Very well, in this strange gourd world, he could acceptthe notion of a fist made of light. But it wasn't aimed well,and missed the blips. It lanced on to blast a chunk ofcheese out of the moon. Grated cheese puffed out intospace in a diffuse cloud, where some of the blips wentafter it; no doubt they were hungry, too.
Smash pressed the button again, sending out another fistof light. This one missed both blips and moon. But he wasgetting the feel of it; he had to have his target in the verycenter of the mirror, where there was a faint intersection oflines like the center of a spider web. Funny place for a
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spider to work; maybe it had been trying to catch straystars or blips or bits of blasted cheese.
To center the target, he had to work the two sticks in acoordinated fashion. He did so, after glancing nervouslyabout to make quite sure no one was near to see him beingso well coordinated. Of course, it took more than strengthto balance his whole body on a single hamfinger or tosmash a rock into a particular grade of gravel with oneblow, but that was an ogre secret. It was fashionable toappear clumsy.
When he had a blip centered, he pushed the button withhis big left toe so he wouldn't have to stop maneuvering.This time his aim was good; the beam speared out andstruck the blip, which exploded with lovely violence andpretty colors.
This was fun! Not as much fun as physical bashingwould be, but excellent vicarious mayhem. Ogres could ap-preciate beauty, too—the splendor of bursting bodies or ofblips flying apart, forming intricate and changing patternsin the sky. He oriented on another blip, but it took evasiveaction.
Meanwhile, all the other blips were nearer, and theirlight-fists were striking closer. He had to dodge them, andthat interfered with his own strikes.
Well, he was not an ogre for nothing! He licked hischops, worked his sticks, looped about, oriented, fired,dodged, and oriented again. Two more blips exploded beau-tifully.
Then the fight intensified. But Smash loved combat ofany kind and was good at it; he didn't have to use physicalfists. He almost liked this form of fighting better, becauseit was less familiar and therefore more of a challenge. Heknocked out blip after blip, and after a while the remainingblips turned tail and fled past the moon. He had won thebattle of the Luna fringe!
He was tempted to pursue the blips, so as to continue thepleasure of the fight a little longer, but realized that if hewiped them all out at this time, they would not have achance to regenerate and return for future battles. Betterto let them go, for the sake of more fun on future days.Also, he had other business.
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He turned the ship about and headed for Xanth_whichresembled a small disk from this vantage, like a greenishpie. That made him hungry again. Well, he would be care-ful not to miss it. He accelerated, zooming happily onward.
Chapter 8. Dragon's Ear
He was back in Xanth. "Smash, something else iscoming!" Tandy cried.
"That's all right," he said. "I've won another battle. Ifeel stronger." And he did; he knew he was winning thegourd campaign, getting closer to the Night Stallion, andrecovering physical strength in the process. It had been inlarge part his former hopelessness that had weakened him.He had believed his soul was doomed, until learning thathe could fight for it in another gourd.
Biythe Brassie was still here. Now he wondered—howhad she been carried out with him, when he had not been
physically in the gourd?
His Eye Queue curse provided him with the answer to aquestion any normal ogre would not even have thought of.Biythe was here in spirit, just as he had been inside thegourd in spirit. It was very hard to tell such spirit fromreality, but each person knew his own reality and was notfooled. No doubt Biythe Spirit's real body remained in thegourd, in a trance-state; since the brassies spent much oftheir time as statues anyway, waiting for someone to comepush their button, no one had noticed the difference. Orrather, they had noticed, and been alarmed because she re-mained a statue while they were animate. So they knewthat her vital element, her soul, was elsewhere. Yes, it allmade sense. Everything in Xanth made sense, once a per-son penetrated the seeming nonsense that masked it. Differ-ent things made different sorts of sense for different peo-ple.
He would have to take the brass girl back. His curse not
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only forced intelligence on him, it forced un-ogrish moralawareness. At the moment he wasn't even certain that suchawareness was a bad thing, inconvenient as it might bewhen there was mayhem to be wreaked.
But the tree-chopping attack party was coming again.Smash oriented on the group as it galloped just beyondview. The villagers must have gotten reinforcements. Theindividuals were larger than basilisks—evidently Biythehad deposited the chickatrice safely elsewhere—but smallerthan sphinxes. They were hoofed. In fact—
"That's my brother!" Chem exclaimed. "Now I recog-nize his hoofbeat. But there's something with him—not acentaur."
Smash braced himself for what could be a complicatedsituation. If some monster were riding herd on his friendChet . . .
They hove into view. "Holey cow!" the Siren breathed.That was exactly what it was—a cow as full of holes asany big cheese. She had holes in her body every which waythrough which daylight showed. She was worse than themoon! A big one was in her head, about where her brainshould have been; evidently that didn't impede her much.Even her horns and tail had little holes. Her legs were soholey they seemed ready to collapse, yet she functionedperfectly well.
In fact, she carried two human riders who braced theirhands and feet in her holes. She was a big cow, and hergait was bumpy, so these handholds and footholds were es-sential.
Now Smash recognized the riders. "Dor! Irene!" he criedhappily.
"Prince Dor?" the Siren asked. "And his fiancee?""Yes, they are taking forever about working up to mar-riage," Chem murmured with a certain equine snideness."It's been four years now . . ."
"And Grundy the Golem!" Smash added, spying the tinyfigure perched on the back of the centaur. "All myfriends!"
"We're your friends, too," Tandy said, nettled.The party drew abreast of the fireoak tree. "What'sthis?" the golem cried. "Snow White and the SevenDwarves?"
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Smash stood among the damsels, towering over them,not comprehending the reference. But the Eye Queue cursesoon clarified it, obnoxiously. Some of the Mundane set-tlers in Xanth had a story by that title, and, compared withSmash the Ogre, the seven females were dwarvishly short,as was even Chem the Centaur.
"It seems you have a way with women. Smash," PrinceDor said, dismounting from the holey cow and coming togreet him. "What's your secret?"
"I only agreed not to eat them," Smash said.
"To think how much simpler my life would have been ifI had known that," Dor said. "I thought girls had to be
courted."
"You never courted me!" Princess Irene exclaimed. Shewas a striking beauty by human standards, nineteen yearsold. The other girls all took jealously deep breaths, watch-ing her. "I courted you! But you never would marry me."
"You never would set the date!" Dor retorted.
Her mouth opened in a pretty 0 of indignation. "Younever set the date! I've been trying to—"
"They've been fighting about the date since before therewas anything to date," Grundy remarked. "He doesn't evenknow what color her panties are."
"I don't think she knows herself," Dor retorted.
"I do, too!" Irene flashed. "They're—" She paused, thenhiked up her skirt to look. "Green."
"It's only a pretext to show oS her legs," Smash ex-plained to the others.
"So I see," Tandy said enviously.
"And her panties," John said. She, like Fireoak, the Si-ren, and Chem, didn't wear panties, so couldn't show themoff. Biythe's panties were copper-bottoms.
"You creatures are getting too smart," Irene complained.Then she did a double take, turning to Smash. "What hap-pened to your rhymes?"
"I got cursed by the vine," the ogre explained. "It de-prived me of both rhyme and stupidity in one swell foop."
"In a foop? Oh, you poor thing," she said sympatheti-cally.
"Now that incorrigible ogre charm is working on Irene,
too," Prince Dor muttered.
"Of course it is, idiot," she retorted. "All women have a
secret passion for ogres." She turned to Smash. "Now youhad better introduce us all."
Smash did so with dispatch. "Tandy, Siren, John, Fire-oak, Chem, Goldy, and Biythe—these are Dor, Irene,Grundy, and Chet, and vice versa."
"Moooo!" lowed the holey cow, each 0 with a big roundhole in it.
"And the Holey Cow," Smash amended. Satisfied, thebovine swished her tattered tail and began to graze. Thecropped grass fell out the holes in her neck as fast as sheswallowed it, but she didn't seem to mind.
"I delivered your message," Chet said. "King Trent hasdeclared this tree a protected species, and all the othertrees in sight of it, and sent Prince Dor to inform the vil-lage. There will be no more trouble about that."
"Oh, wonderful!" the hamadryad cried. "I'm so happy!"She danced a little jig in air, hanging by one hand from abranch. The tree's leaves seemed to catch fire, harmlessly.Both nymph and tree were fully recovered from the indis-position of their recent separation. "I could just kiss theKing!"
"Kiss me instead," Dor said. "I'm the messenger."
"Oh, no, you don't!" Irene flashed, taking him firmly bythe ear.
"Kiss me instead of Dor," Chet offered. "There's noshrew guarding me."
The hamadryad dropped from her branch, flung herarms about the centaur, and kissed him. "Maybe I havebeen missing something," she commented. "But I don'tthink there are any males of my species."
"You could take up with one of the woodland fauns,"Princess Irene suggested. "You do have pretty hair." Thehamadryad's hair, under its red fringe, was green—as wasIrene's hair.
"I'll consider it," Fireoak agreed.
"How did you gather such a bevy?" Prince Dor askedSmash. "They certainly seem affectionate, unlike some Ihave known." He moved with agility to avoid Irene's swiftkick.
"I just picked them up along the way," the ogre said."Each has her mission. John needs her correct name, theSiren needs a better lake—"
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"They all need men," the golem put in.
"I need to go home," Biythe said.
"Oh. I'll take you there now." Smash reached for thegourd.
"She's from a hypnogourd?" Princess Irene asked. "Thisshould be interesting. I always wondered what was insideone of those things."
Smash hooked his finger into Biythe's brassiere andlifted her high.
"Well, that's one way to pick up a girl," Dor remarked."I'll have to try that sometime."
"Won't work," Irene said. "I don't wear a—"
"Not even a green one?" Tandy asked, brightening.
Smash looked into the gourd's peephole.
The two of them were in the brass spaceship, descendingrapidly toward Xanth.
"Oh!" Biythe exclaimed, terrified. She flung her brassarms about Smash. "I'll fall! I'll fall! Save me, ogre!"
"But I have to bring it down to return to your building,"Smash said. He was having difficulty because there washardly room for two. He grabbed for a control stick, jerkedit around—and the brass girl jumped.
"What are you doing with my knee?" she cried.
Oh. Smash saw now that he had hold of the wrong thing.But it was almost impossible to operate the controls withher limbs in the way. The ship veered crazily, which setBiythe off again. Her nerves certainly were not made ofsteel! The more she kicked and screamed, the worse theship spun, and the more frightened she became. They werenow plunging precipitously toward ground.
Then they were back under the fireoak tree. "Wethought you had enough time to drop her off," Tandy said.Then she paused, frowning.
Biythe was wrapped around Smash, her metal arms hug-ging his neck desperately, her legs clasping his side. Hehad firm hold of one of her knees.
"I think we interrupted something," Princess Irene re-marked sardonically.
Biythe's complexion converted from brass to copper.Smash suspected his own was doing much the same, as hisEye Queue now made him conscious of un-ogrish propri-
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eties. The two disengaged, and Smash set the brass girldown on the ground, where she sat and sobbed brass tears."We were crashing," Smash explained lamely.
"Oh—Mundane slang," Chet said. "But I think shewasn't quite ready for it."
"It's really no business of ours what you call it," Grundysaid, smirking.
"Oh, don't be cruel!" the Siren said. "This poor girl isterrified, and we know Smash wouldn't hurt her. Some-thing is wrong in the gourd."
In due course they worked it out. Smash would have toreturn to the brass building first, then come back forBiythe, who, it seemed, was afraid of interplanetaryheights.
But now dawn was coming, and other business waspressing. They had to inform the local village of the pro-tected status of the tree and its environs, and then Chetand his party had to return to Castle Roogna. In addition,Biythe was no longer so eager to jump into the gourd, withor without the ogre. If she went alone, she might find her-self crashing in the ship, and have no way to get back out-side, since she was not an outside creature. It would bebetter to send her back later, once things were more settled.
"Oh," Chet said. "Almost forgot. I gave Tandy's messageto Crombie, and he made a pointing—that's his talent, youknow, pointing out things—and he concluded that if youwent north, you'd face great danger and lose three thingsof value. But when he did a pointing back where you camefrom, there was something else you'd lose that was evenmore important. He couldn't figure out what any of thethings were, but thought you'd better be advised. He saysyou're a spunky girl who will probably win through in themanner of your kind."
Tandy laughed. "That's my father, all right! He hateswomen, and he knows I'm growing up, so he's starting tohate me, too. But I'm glad to have his advice."
"What's back at your home that's worse than the jungleof Xanth?" Chet asked.      '
Tandy remembered the demon Fiant. "Never mind. I'mnot going home until that danger is nullified. I'll just takemy chances with the three things I'll lose in the jungle."
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But she found the message disquieting. She had no thingsto lose—but she knew her father never made a mistakewhen he pointed something out.
Princess Irene's talent was growing plants. She grew afine, big, mixed-fruit bush, and they dined on red, green,blue, yellow, and black berries, all juicy and luscious.Smash had always liked Irene, because no one remainedhungry in her presence, and she did have excellent legs.Not that an ogre should notice, of course—yet it was hardnot to imagine how delicious such firmly fleshed limbswould taste.
"Uh, before you go," the Siren said. "I understand youhave a way with the inanimate, Prince Dor."
"Whatever gave you that idiotic notion, fish-tail?" a rockbeside the Prince inquired. The Siren was sitting next to abucket of water and was soaking her tail; she got uncom-fortable when she spent too long out of the water.
"I picked up something, and I think it may be magical,"the Siren continued. "But I'm not sure in what way, anddon't want to experiment foolishly." She brought out a be-draggled, half-metallic thing.
"What are you?" Prince Dor asked the thing.
"I am the Gap Dragon's Ear," it answered. "The con-founded ogre bashed me off the dragon's head."
Smash was surprised. "How did you get that?"
"I picked it up during the fight, then forgot about it,What with the pining tree and all," the Siren explained.
"The Gap Chasm does have a forgetful property," Irenesaid. "I understand that's Dor's fault."
"But the Gap's been forgotten for centuries, hasn't it?"the Siren asked. "We can only remember it now becausewe're st'ill quite close to it; we'll forget it again when we goon north. How can Dor possibly be responsible?"
"Oh, he gets around," Irene said, giving the Prince adark look. "He's been places none of us would believe. Heeven used to live with Millie, the sex-appeal maid."
"She was my governess when I was a child!" Dor pro-tested. "Besides, she was eight hundred years old."
"And looked seventeen," Irene retorted. "You weren'tconscious of that?"
Dor concentrated on the Ear. "What is your property?"he asked it.
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"I hear anything relevant," it said. "I twitch when mypossessor should listen. That's how the Gap Dragon alwaysknew when prey was in the Gap. I heard it for him."
"Well, the Gap Dragon still has one ear to hear with,"Dor said. "How can we hear what you hear?"
"Just listen to me, dummyi" the Ear said. "What else doyou do with an ear?"
"That's a mighty impolite item," Tandy said, bothered.
"Can we test it?" the Siren asked. "Before you go,Prince Dor?"
"Oh, let me try," John said. She seemed much recov-ered, though her wings remained nubs. It would be longbefore she flew again, if ever.
The Siren gave her the Ear. John held it to her own tinyear. She listened intently, her face showing puzzlement."It's a rushing sound, maybe like water flowing," she re-ported. "Is that relevant?"
"Well, I didn't twitch," the Ear grumped. "You takeyour chances when there's nothing much on."
"How is that rushing noise relevant?" Dor asked the Ear.
"Obvious, stupid," the Ear said. "That's the sound of thewaterfall where the fairy she wants is staying."
"It is?" John demanded, so excited that her wing-stubsfluttered. "The one with my name?"
"That's what I said, twerp."
"Do you tolerate insults from the inanimate?" the Sirenasked the Prince.
"Only stupid things insult others gratuitously," Dor said.
"That's for sure, you moron," the rock agreed. Then itreconsidered. "Hey—"
The Siren laughed. "Now I understand. You have toconsider the source."
Prince Dor smiled. "You resemble your sister. Of course,I've never seen her face."
"The rest will do," the Siren said, flattered. "Do onlysmart people compliment others gratuitously?"
"Perhaps," he agreed. "Or observant ones. But I do ob-tain much useful information from the inanimate. Now wemust go talk with the villagers and head back to CastleRoogna. It has been nice to meet all of you, and I hope youall find what you wish."
There was a chorus of thank-yous. Prince Dor and
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Princess Irene remounted the holey cow. Chet kissed Chemgood-bye, and Grundy the Golem scrambled onto his back."Get moving, horsetail!" Then Grundy paused thought-fully, exactly as the rock had. They moved off toward thevillage.
"Dor will make a fine King one day," the Siren re-marked.
"But Irene will run the show," Chem said. "I know themwell."
"No harm in that," the Siren said, and the other girlslaughed, agreeing.
"We'd better get started north," Tandy said. "Now thatthe tree is safe."
"How can I ever thank you?" Fireoak exclaimed. "Yousaved my life, my tree's life. Same thing."
"Some things are simply worth doing for themselves,dear," the Siren said. "I learned that when Chem's fatherChester destroyed my dulcimer, so I couldn't lure men anymore." Her sunshine hair clouded momentarily.
"My father did that?" Chem asked, surprised. "I didn'tknow!"
"It stopped me from being a menace to navigation," theSiren said. "I was doing a lot of damage, uncaringly. It wasa necessary thing. Likewise it was necessary to save thefireoak tree."
"Yes," Chem agreed. But she seemed shaken.
They bade farewell to the hamadryad, promising to visither any time any of them happened to be in the vicinity,and started north.
At first they passed through normal Xanth country-side—carnivorous grasses, teakettle serpents whose hisseswere worse than their fires, poisonous springs, tangle trees,sundry spells, and the usual ravines, mountains, river rap-ids, slow and quicksand bogs, illusions, and a few normallyfoul-mouthed harpies, but nothing serious occurred. Theyforaged along the way for edible things and took turns lis-tening to the Gap Dragon's Ear, though it was not twitch-ing; this became more helpful as they gradually learned tointerpret it. The Siren heard a kind of splashing, as ofsomeone swimming. She took this to be the merman shewanted to find. Goldy heard the sounds of a goblin settle-
Ogre, Ogre                      157
ment in operation: where she was going. Smash heard therhyming grunts of ogres. Biythe, persuaded to try it,jumped as the Ear twitched in her hands, and she actuallyheard herself mentioned. The brassies missed her andfeared the ogre had betrayed their trust. "I must go back!"she cried. "As soon as I recover enough of my courage. Mynerves aren't iron, you know."
But when Chem tried it, her face sobered. "It must beout of order. All I get is a faint buzzing."
The Siren took back the Ear. "That's funny. I get thebuzzing, too, now."
They passed the Ear around. Everyone heard the samething, and it twitched for none of them.
Smash applied his Eye Queue curse to the Ear. "Either itis malfunctioning," he decided, "or the buzzing is somehowrelevant to all of us, without being specific to any of us. Noone is talking about us, no one is lurking for us, so it is justsomething we should know about."
"Let's assume it's not malfunctioning," Tandy said. "Thelast thing we need is a glitching Ear, especially when myfather says there is danger ahead. So we'd better watch outfor something that buzzes. It seems to be getting louder aswe go."
Indeed it was. Now there were variations in it, louderbuzzes in front of background ones, an elevating and lower-ing of pitch. It was, in fact, a whole collection of buzzes,sounding three-dimensional, as some pitches became louderand clearer, while others faded back and some faded outentirely. What did it mean?
They came across a wall made from paper. It traveledroughly east/west and reached up to the top level of thetrees, too high for Smash to surmount. It was opaque; hecould not see through it at all.
However, a wall of paper could hardly impede an ogre.He readied a good punch.
"Careful!" John cried. "That looks like—"
Smash's fist punched through the wall. The paper sepa-rated readily, but glued itself to his arm.
"Flypaper," the fairy concluded.
Smash tried to pull the sticky stuff off, but it stuck tohis other hand when he touched it. The more he worked at
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it, the more places it adhered to. Soon he was covered with
the stuff.
"Slow down. Smash," Chem said. "I'm sure hot waterwill clean that off. I saw a hotspring a short distanceback."
She took him to the hotspring and washed him off, andit did clean him up. Her hands were efficient yet gentle;
Smash discovered he liked having a female attend to himthis way. But of course he couldn't admit it; he was anogre. "Next time use a stick to poke through that paper,"
the centaur advised.
But when they returned to the wall, they found the oth-ers had already thought of that. They had poked andpeeled a hole big enough for anyone to pass through. "Butthere's one thing," Tandy warned. "There are swarms offlies over there."
So that was what the Ear had warned them of. Theywere going to pass through a region of flies.
That didn't bother Smash; he normally ignored flies.Biythe was also unworried; no fly could sting brass. ButTandy, Chem, Goldy, John, and the Siren were concerned.They didn't want stinging flies raising welts on their prettyskins. "If only we had some repellent," Tandy said. "In thecaves there are some substances that drive them off—"
"Some repellent bushes do grow in these parts," Goldysaid. "Let me look." She scouted about and soon locatedone. "The only problem is, they smell awful." She held outthe leaves she had plucked.
She had not overstated the case. The stench was appall-ing. No wonder the flies stayed clear of it!
They discussed the matter and decided it was better tostink than to suffer too great a detour in their route north.They held their breath and rubbed the foul leaves overtheir bodies. Then, reeking of repellent, they steppedthrough the rent in the flypaper and proceeded north.
There was a sound behind them. Marching along the pa-per wall was a monstrous fly in coveralls, toting a cart. Itstopped at the rent, unrolled a big patch of paper, and set itin place, sealing it over with stickum. Then the flypaperhanger moved on to the east, following the wall.
"We're sealed in," Tandy muttered.
A dense swarm of stingflies spotted them and zoomedin—only to bank off in dismay as the awful odor smote it.Good enough; Smash's nose was already acclimating or get-ting deadened to the smell, which wasn't much worse thanthat of another ogre, after all.
They walked on, watching the flies. There were manyvarieties, and some were beautiful with brightly colored,patterned wings and furry bodies. John became very quiet;
obviously she missed her own patterned wings. There weredeerflies and horseflies and dragonflies, looking likewinged miniatures of their species; the deerflies nibbledblades of grass, the horseflies kicked up their heels as theygalloped, and the dragonflies even jetted small lances offire. At one spot there was music; fiddler flies were play-ing for damselflies to dance. It seemed to be a real fly ball.
This became a pleasant trip, since there seemed to be nodangerous creatures here; the flies had driven them allaway. But then the sky clouded and rain fell. It was a lightfall—but it washed away their repellent. Suddenly theywere in trouble, having failed to take immediate shelter.
The first flies to discover this were sweat-gnats. Soon acloud of them hovered about each person except Biythe,causing everyone to sweat uncomfortably. Smash inhaleddeeply and blew the gnats away, but as soon as the turbu-lence ebbed, they were back worse than ever. Other fliessaw the clouds and, in turn, converged. Some of these wereitchers, causing intolerable itches; others were bleeders,causing blood to flow from painless bites. But the worst, asit turned out, were the fly-bys, because they flew by, ob-served, and carried the news of new prey to all corners ofthe Kingdom of the Flies. After that, the very sky was dark-ened by the mass of the converging swarms. There seemedto be no effective way to fight them, for there were fartoo many to swat or shoo away.
Then the swarms drew off a little, and a pair of shoe-flies marched up. A formation of bowflies sent a fly arrowshooting in the direction Smash's party was supposed to go.It seemed better to obey, rather than fight, for there weresawflies and hammerflies and screwdriverflies that couldbe most awkward to fend off.
They marched, and the swarms paced them, buzzing out
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a tune that sounded like a requiem. Smash had not imag-ined that so many flies existed in Xanth. They coated thetrees, they popped out of myriad holes in the ground, theyformed clouds in the sky that rained droppings.
The party arrived at a palace fashioned of flypapercoated with fly ash. Here, surrounded by a cluster of fawn-ing damselflies, perched the Lord of the Flies—a huge, de-monic figure with multiple-faceted eyes. He was readingthe flyleaf of a book titled The Sting by Wasp.
"Bzzzzzz?" the Fly Lord inquired, looking up with sev-eral facets.
The query seemed to be directed at Smash, but he didnot comprehend fly talk. He grunted noncommittally.
"Bzzzzzz!" the Fly repeated angrily.
Smash had an idea. He lifted the Gap Dragon's Ear tohis own. Maybe that would provide a translation.
All he heard was the roaring and hissing of dragons. Nohelp there.
The Fly buzzed again, angry light glinting from quite anumber of facets. Giant guardflies swarmed up to grab theEar. "Don't fight them, Smash!" Tandy cried, alarmed.
The ogre didn't like it, but realized they could all bebitten and stung to death if he made trouble. It was thecurse of the Eye Queue again, making him react intelli-gently. HeJet the flies take the Ear.
They dragged it to the Fly Lord, who cocked his head inorder to listen to it. And the Ear twitched, almost knockingthe Fly off his perch. "Bzzzzzz!" he buzzed angrily, andthere was a flutter of alarm among the damselflies. Itseemed the Lord had used very strong language. But he gotback up to listen. "Bzzzzzz!" and the guardflies hovered inmilitary readiness. "BZZZZZZ!" and the surroundingswarms retreated.
The Fly Lord angled a few facets at Smash, as if pon-dering a suitable action. Then he buzzed out another com-mand. Instantly the guardflies closed on Smash's partyagain, and the bowflies fired off another arrow pointingthe way.
"I don't know whether the Gap Dragon's Ear has pro-vided us with doom or reprieve," Chem said. "But we'dbetter go along."
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They went along. The arrows pointed them to the east.Soon they arrived at the flypaper wall. At this point asquadron of big spearflies charged, threatening to run ev-ery member of the party through.

They got the message. They all plunged through thewall. They got terribly stuck-up with flypaper, but the flieslet them be. It seemed they had been banished from Fly-land.
They staggered around, looking for another hotspring forwashing. But before they found one, a small flying dragonspied them. It winged rapidly east.
"I fear this is dragon country," the Siren said. "Look atthe dragonclaw marks on the trees."
Smash saw that all the trees were marked, and thescratches were definitely those of dragons. The largest anddeepest scrapes were also the highest; the biggest monstersset the most imposing signatures. "We had better move," hesaid. In his present state he could not adequately protectthis party against a pack of dragons, annoying as it was toadmit that fact even privately.
But they couldn't move very well, tangled in flypaper. Itwas collecting dirt and leaves and stray bugs, making eachmember of the party resemble a harpy dipped in glue.Long before they found a hotspring, they heard the heavytread of the feet of a land dragon.
"You know what?" the Siren said angrily. "The flies of-fered us up to the dragons!"
"And the Ear, too," John cried, spying the Gap Dragon'sEar on the ground.
"That's to frame us," Goldy said. "The dragons willthink we killed one of their number, and they'll reallychomp us."
Smash braced himself. "I'll try to hold them off."
"You haven't yet recovered enough strength," the Sirensaid. "And many big dragons are coming. Don't try tofight." She took the Ear from John and listened to it. Ittwitched in her hand. "Someone's talking about us! Anogre, a centaur, and five nymphs."
"That won't do us much good if the dragons eat us,"Tandy muttered.
"What's it like to be eaten?" Biythe asked. Clothed in
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paper, she looked just like the others, with hardly any ofher metal showing.
"That's right—you have had even less experience in reg-ular Xanth than I have," Tandy said. "But I doubt you'llever be eaten. Your body is brass."
"Well, everything is brass where I come from," Biythereplied. "My pet bird is brass, my sheep is brass, even myass is brass. That's the way it is in the City of Brass. Whatdoes that have to do with being eaten?"
"Monsters don't eat brass here," Tandy explained.
"I can't be eaten?" Biythe asked, sounding disappointed.
"Oh, you could try," John said. "When the first dragoncomes, you could volunteer to be the first eaten. But Ithink you alone among us are secure from that fate."
"I wonder," the brassie said thoughtfully.
Already the first dragon was arriving. It was a hugeeight-legged land rover, snorting smoke. Smash strode for-ward to meet it, knowing it would have been too much forhim even when he had his full strength. It wasn't the drag-on's size so much as its heat; it could roast him long beforehe hurt it. But the dragon would attack regardless ofwhether he fought, and it was an ogre's way to fight.Maybe he could hurl some boulders at it and score a lucky
conk on its noggin.
Then Biythe ran past him, intercepting the dragon. Thedragon exhaled, bathing her in flame, but brief heat couldnot hurt her. She continued right on up to its huge snout."Eat me first, dragon!" she cried.
The dragon did not squat on ceremony. It opened itsmonstrous jaws and took her in in one bite.
And broke half a dozen teeth on her hard metal.
Biythe frowned amidst the smoke and piled fragments ofteeth. "You can do better than that, dragon!" she urged
indignantly.
The dragon tried again—and broke six more teeth."Come on, creature!" Biythe taunted. "Show your mettleon my metal. I've received worse dents just from beingdropped—but I won't say where."
Now several more dragons arrived. They paused, curiousabout the holdup. Another snatched Biythe away, crunch-ing down hard on her body—and it, too, lost six teeth.
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The brass girl was insulted. "Is that all there is to it?What kind of experience is that? Here I visit this great big,soft, slushy, living world at great inconvenience, and youmonsters aren't doing a thing!"
Abashed, the dragons stared at her. She still looked likea clothed flesh person. Finally a third one tried—and lostits quota of teeth.
"If you dumb dragons can't eat one little girl when she'scooperating, what good are you?" Biythe demanded, dis-gusted. She shook tooth fragments off her body, marchedup to one of the largest monsters, and yanked at a whisker."You—eat me or else!"
The dragon exhaled a horrendous belch of flame. Itburned Biythe's remaining flypaper to ashes, but didn'thurt her. Seeing that, the monster backed off, dismayed. Ifa thing couldn't be chomped or scorched, it couldn't behandled.
"You know, I think we have had a stroke of luck," theSiren said. "The dragons naturally assume we are all likethat."
"Luck?" John asked. "Biythe knows what she's doing!She knows she needs us to get her back to her world. She'shelping us get out of a fix."
Smash's Eye Queue operated. "Maybe we can benefitfurther. We need a nice, steady stream of steam to melt offthe flypaper."
"A steam bath," the Siren agreed. "But very gentle."
Biythe tried it. She approached a big steam-turbinedragon. "Bathe me, monster, or I'll make you eat me," shesaid imperiously.
Cowed, the dragon obeyed. It jetted out a wash of richwhite steam and vapor. In a moment the brass girl stoodshining clean, well polished, the fly ash all sogged off.
"Now my friends," Biythe ordered. "A little lower onthe heat; they're tougher than I am and don't need somuch."
She was playing it cool! Nervously the others stood inplace while the dragon sent forth a cooler blast. Smash andthe girls stepped into it. The vapor was as hot as Johncould stand, but since she had already lost her wings, it
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didn't hurt her. The others had no trouble. All the flypaperwas steamed off.Smash also became aware that his .fleas were gone.Now that he thought about it, he realized that he hadn'tbeen scratching since entering the Kingdom of the Flies.Those fly-repellent leaves must have driven off the fleas,
too!
Now a dragon approached with an elf on a leash. "Doany of you freaks speak human?" the elf asked.
Smash exchanged glances with the others. BiytheBrassie had been speaking to these monsters all along, andthey had understood. Didn't this elf know that? Better toplay it stupid. "Me freak, some speak," he said, emulatinghis former ogre mode.
The elf considered him. The little man's expression ran abrief gamut from fear of a monster to contempt for themonster's wit. "What are you doing here with these six
females?"
"Me anticipate girls taste great," Smash said, slurpinghis tongue over his chops.
Again the fearful contempt. "I know ogres eat people.But what are you doing here in Dragonland?"
Smash scratched his hairy head as if confused. "Me crit-icize buzzing flies."
"Oh. They booted you." The elf made crude growls athis dragon, and Smash realized he was translating, much asGrundy the Golem did for the King of Xanth. MaybeBiythe had gotten through to the dragons mainly by force
of personality.
The dragon growled back. "You'll have to check in with
the Dragon Lady."
"Dragon Lady not afraidy?" Smash asked stupidly.The elf sneered. "Of the like of you? Hardly. Come on
now, ignoramus."
Ignoramus? Smash smiled inwardly. Not while he re-mained cursed with the Eye Queue! But he shuffled be-hind the dragon, gesturing the girls to follow.
The Siren fell in beside Smash as they walked. "I'vebeen listening to the Ear," she murmured. "The voice thattalked about us before was the elf's; the Dragon Lady
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knows about us already. Now the Ear is roaring like a ter-rible storm. I don't know what that means."
"Maybe we have to get to that storm," Smash whispered.Then the elf turned, hearing him talk, and the conversationhad to end.
They came to a huge tent fashioned of dragonet. Insidethe net was the Dragon Lady—a scintillatingly regal Queenof her species. She reclined, half supine, in her huge nestof glittering diamonds; whenever she twitched, the precious• stones turned up new facets, like the eyes of the Lord ofthe Flies, reflecting spots of light dazzlingly. She switchedher barbed, blue tail about restlessly, growling, and archedher bright red neck. It was really quite impressive. She hadbeen reading a book of Monster Comics, and seemed nottoo pleased to be interrupted.
"Her Majesty the Illustrious Dragon Lady demands fur-ther information, oaf," the elf said, becoming imperious inthe reflected glory of his mistress.
Oaf, eh? Smash played stupider than ever. "Me slow, noknow," he mumbled.
"Is it true you are impossible to eat?"
Smash held out a gauntleted fist. The Dragon Ladyreached delicately forward with her snout and took a care-ful nip. The metal balked her gold-tinted teeth, and shequickly desisted. She growled.
"If you aren't edible, what use are you. Her Majestywants to know?" the elf demanded.
"What a question!" Tandy cried indignantly. "People-creatures rule Xanth!"
"Dragon-creatures rule Xanth," the elf retorted. "Drag-ons tolerate other creatures only as prey." Nonetheless, theDragon Lady's growl was muted. Smash suspected that shewas not eager to incite a war with the Transformer-King ofthe human folk.
In response to another growl from his mistress, the elfturned again to Smash. "What are we to do with you?" hedemanded.
Smash shrugged. "Me only distrust place where merust." Actually, neither his stainless steel gauntlets norBiythe's brass rusted; water was more likely to cause trou-ble with the fires of the dragons. But he was mindful of
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the Ear's storm-signal; if he could trick the Dragon Ladyinto casting them into the storm, their chances should bebetter than they were here.
"Metal—rust," the elf mused as the Dragon Ladygrowled. "True, our iron-scaled dragons do have a problemin inclement weather." He glanced suspiciously at Smash."I don't suppose you could be fooling us?""Me ghoul, big fool," Smash said amiably."Obviously," the elf agreed with open contempt.So the Dragon Lady ordered the inedible party dumpedinto the Region of Air, since the Region of Water did notborder Dragonland. An abrupt demarcation established theborder; the near side was green turf and trees, the far sidea mass of roiling stormcloud. Smash didn't like this, for heknew the others could not endure as much punishment ashe could. But now they were committed, and it did seembetter than staying among the dragons. They took the pre-caution of roping themselves together with Chem's rope sothat no one would blow away.
They stepped across the line. Instantly they were in theheart of the wind, choking on dust. It was a dust storm, nota rainstorm! The flying sand cut cruelly into their skins.Smash picked up several girls and hunched his gross bodyover them, protecting them somewhat as he staggered for-ward. Then he tripped, for he could not see his own flatfeet in this blinding sand, and fell and rolled, holding him-self rigid so as not to crush the girls.
He fetched up in a valley formed in the lee of a boulder.Chem thumped to a stop beside them. Here the sand by-passed the party, mostly, and it was possible for each per-son to pry open an eye or two. Thanks to the rope, all werepresent, though battered.
"What do we do now?" Tandy asked, frightened.The Siren sat up and put the Ear to her ear. "Nothinghere," she reported. "But maybe the noise of this sand-storm is drowning it out."
Smash took the Ear and listened. "I hear the brass space-ship," he said.
Biythe took it. "I hear my own folk! They're playing thebrass band! I must be ready to go home!""Are you sure?" the Siren asked.
"Yes, I think I am now," the brass girl said. "I haveexperienced enough of your world to know I like mine bet-ter. You are all nice enough people, but you just aren'tbrass."
"All too true," the Siren agreed. "We must find anothergourd so Smash can take you back. We might all preferyour world at this moment."
"Maybe that's the silence you heard," Tandy said. "Agourd."
"No, there's lots of noise in the gourd," Smash said. "It'san ogrishly fun place."
"Let's find that gourd!" Biythe exclaimed. She washardly bothered by the sand; she was merely homesick.
"Not until this storm dies down," the Siren said firmly."Gourds don't grow in this weather."
"But this is the Region of Air; the wind will never die,"Biythe protested.
Chem nodded agreement. "I have, as you know, beenmapping the inner wilds of Xanth; that's why I'm here. Mypreliminary research, augmented by certain referencesalong the way, suggests that there are five major elementalregions in Unknown Xanth: those of Air, Earth, Fire, Wa-ter, and the Void. This certainly seems to be Air—andprobably the storm never stops here. Well just have toplow on out of it."
"I can plow!" Biythe said eagerly. She milled her brasshands and began tunneling through the mounded sand. Inmoments she had started a tunnel.
"Good idea!" Tandy exclaimed. "I'll help!" She shooksand out of her hair and fell in behind the brass girl, scoop-ing the sand farther back. Soon the others were helping,too, for as the tunnel progressed, the sand had longer to gobefore it cleared.
Finally they were all doing it, in a line, with Smash atthe tail end packing the sand into a lengthening passagebehind. Progress was slow but relatively comfortable. Peri-odically •Biythe would tunnel to the surface to verify thatthe storm was still there. When they came to a shelteringcliff, they emerged and made better time on the surface.
The landscape was bleak: all sand and more sand. Therewere dunes and valleys, but no vegetation and no water.
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The wind was indefatigable. It howled and roared andwhistled. It formed clouds and swirls and funnels, doing itspeculiar sculpture in the sky. Every so often a funnelwould swoop in near the cliff, trying to suck them into itscircular maw, but it could not maintain itself so close to thestone. Smash was aware that this must be a great frustra-tion to the funnels, which were rather like ogres in theirway—all violence and brainlessness.
Then they came to another demarcation. As theystepped across it, the winds abruptly ceased. The aircleared miraculously. But this was no improvement, for theviolence of the air was replaced by the violence of the land.The ground shuddered, and not by any ogre's tread. It wasan earthquake!
"Oh, I don't like this!" Chem said. "I've always beenaccustomed to the firmness of ground beneath my hooves."
Smash glanced at her. The centaur girl was standingwith her forelegs braced awkwardly in different directions,her brown coat dulled by the recent sand-scouring, her tailall atremble, and her human breasts dancing rather appeal-ingly. "Maybe the ground is firmer farther north," he sug-gested.
They turned north—and encountered an active volcano.Red-hot lava boiled out of it and flowed down the slopetoward them. "Oh, this is worse yet!" Chem complained,slapping at a spark that landed in her pretty tail. She wasreally shaken; this was just not her type of terrain.
The Siren listened to the Gap Dragon's Ear again."Say!" she said. "The sounds differ, depending on whichway I face!" She rotated, listening intently. "To the north,it's a horrendous crashing; that's the volcano we see. I canhear the sound as I see it belch. To the south, it's the roar-ing of winds. We've already been there. To the west, a sus-tained rumble—the main part of the earthquake. To theeast—" She smiled beautifically. "A lovely, quiet, still si-lence."
"Graves are silent," Tandy said with a shudder.
"Better a graveyard than this," Chem said. "We canwalk on through a cemetery."
"Sometimes," Tandy agreed.
They turned east. The ground shifted constantly beneath
them as if trying to prevent progress, but they were deter-mined to get free of this region.
As the sun set tiredly beyond the volcano, fortunatelynot landing inside it, they reached another demarcation ofzones. Just beyond it was a patch of hypnogourds. The si-lence was not of the grave, but of a garden area.
"I never thought I'd be glad to see a patch of those,"Tandy said grimly.                /
"This is where we spend the night," the Siren said."While we're at it, let's find out whether those gourds areedible."
"Save one! Save one!" Biythe cried.
"Of course, dear. Try this one." The Siren handed thebrass girl a nice big gourd.
Biythe hesitated, then looked into the peephole. Shelooked back up. "There's nothing there," she said.
"Nothing there?" It had not occurred to Smash that anyof the gourds could be inoperative. He took the gourd fromBiythe and looked in.
And found himself in the spaceship, spinning toward theground. Hastily he grabbed the controls and tilted it backto equilibrium. Without the brass girl entangling him, hecould manage just fine.
In moments he brought the ship back to the City ofBrass and to the launching building. He managed to turn itaround and land fairly neatly. Then he got out and madehis way through the moving buildings to the one whereBiythe lived. Number Four, following his string back. Hewondered idly whether he had left a trail of string strewnall over the sky, near the moon. He had lost that string inXanth, but retained it here. Good enough.
The brassies clustered around him. "Where is Biyght?"they demanded. "We're rehearsing with our brass band,and we need her."
"Biythe. She changed her name. She'll be back as soonas I can fetch her. She heard you practicing, and said shewould come back very soon. I had to find my way backhere, because spaceships scare her."
"Of course; we are afraid of heights. We dent when wefall too far. Biyght already had a dent in her—"
"Don't speak of that to a stranger!" a brass girl told themale brassie.
 
170
Ogre, Ogre
"So give me some time," Smash said, "and I'll returnher. Now I know how to do it."
They were not quite satisfied with this, but let him be.Smash settled down in a niche that moved with the wall,and snoozed.
Chapter 9. Gourmet (zoyrd
He woke in Xanth, where Tandy had taken awaythe gourd. "I never know how long to give you," shesaid. "I'm very nervous about leaving you in there." Shelifted the Gap Dragon's Ear. "I kept listening in this, andwhen it got pretty quiet, I thought maybe it was time tobring you out. I wasn't sure it was you I was -listening to,but since your health is relevant to mine—"
Smash took the Ear. He heard a guttural voice, saying,"Mirror, mirror on the wall, pass this fist or take a fall,"followed by a tinkling crash.
"It's not quiet now," Smash reported. "Sounds like metalking."
She smiled. "Talk all you want. Smash. You're my main-stay in this strange surface world. I do worry when you'regone."
Smash put his huge, hairy paw over her tiny humanhand. "I appreciate that, Tandy. I know it would be badfor you if you got stranded alone in wilderness Xanth. ButI am learning to handle things in the gourd, and I am get-ting stronger."
"I hope so," she said. "We all do need you, and not justfor protection from monsters. Chem says there seems to bea mountain range to the north that we can't scale; the drag-ons are to the east, and the air storm to the south. So we'llhave to veer west, back through the Region of Earth—andthat volcano is still spewing hot lava."
"We shall just have to wait till the lava stops," Smashsaid.
"Yes. But we don't know how long that will be—and it
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will have to cool so we can walk over it. I guess we're herein the melon patch for a while yet."
"So be it," Smash said. He released her hand, lest theinordinate weight of his own damage it. "Did you say thesegourds are edible?"
"Oh, yes, certainly. You can eat all you want. We're allfull; they're very good, just so long as you don't look in thepeephole. Funny thing is, there's no sign of any world inthere, no graveyard or anything." She handed him a gourd,peephole averted.
Smash took a huge bite. It was indeed good, very sweetand seedy and juicy. It did seem strange that somethingthat could affect his consciousness could also be such goodeating—but, of course, that was the nature of things otherthan gourds. A dragon could be a terrible enemy—but wasalso pretty good eating, once conquered.
"That gourd I just looked into—" Smash said betweengulps. "Why didn't it return Biythe when she looked?"
"We discussed that while you were out," Tandy said. Shewas the only one of the girls who remained awake; theothers were sleeping, including the brass girl. Smash won-dered briefly why a person made of metal needed to sleep,then realized this was no more remarkable than a person ofmetal becoming animate at the punch of a button. "Weconcluded that she is merely a representation, like youwhen you're in the gourd. So she can't cross through by her-self; she has to be taken by one of us. Then her pretend-body will vanish here, just as yours vanishes there."
"Makes sense," Smash agreed, consuming another gourdm a few bites. "Did she disappear when I took her aboardthe Luna shuttle ship?"              "
"Yes. You remained, holding nothing. Then she reap-peared when we took the gourd away, hugging you—"
"There was no room in that cockpit," Smash explained.
"I understand," she said, somewhat distantly.
"I'm out of the ship now, and back in her building.There won't be any trouble this time."
"That's nice. But please rest before you go back inthere," Tandy said. "There is time, while we wait for thelava to stop. And—"
Smash glanced at her. She was mostly a silhouette in thewan moonlight, rather pretty in her pensiveness. "Yes?"
She shrugged. 'Take care of yourself, Smash.""Ogres do," he said, cracking a smile. It seemed to himthat she had meant to say something more. But, of course,girls changed their minds readily, especially small girls,whose minds were small. Or whatever.
When he was comfortably stuffed, Smash stretched outamong the gourds and slept. Tandy settled against his furryforearm and slept, too. He was aware of her despite hisunconsciousness, and found he rather liked her cute littlecompany. He was becoming distressingly un-ogrish attimes; he would have to correct that.
As dawn brightened, the lava dulled. The volcano wasquiescent. The Siren listened to the Ear and reported si-lence, which she took to mean that they should wait forfurther cooling. Periodically she tossed damp fragments ofgourd on the nearest hardening lava flow; as long as it sizzledand steamed, the time was not yet right.
"Are you ready to go home, Biythe?" Smash asked thebrass girl, knowing the answer. "I'm back in the building."
"Good and ready, ogre," she agreed with alacrity. Sheturned to the others. "No offense to you folk; I like you.But I don't understand this wide-open land. It's so muchmore secure in a brass building."
"I'm sure it is, dear," the Siren said, embracing her."Maybe in due course the rest of us will find our own brassbuildings."
"And the way you have to sleep here, instead of gettingturned off by a button—that's strange."
"All creatures are strange in their own fashion," Chemsaid. "And we want to thank you for what you did with thedragons. You may have saved our hides."
"I took no risk," Biythe said. But she flushed copper,pleased.
Then Smash picked Biythe up by her brassiere. "Andkeep your hand off her knee!" Tandy warned.
Everyone laughed, and he looked into a delicious-seeming gourd.
This time it worked. They were both in the brass build-ing.The brassies spied them and clustered around. There was
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a flurry of welcomings. Biythe was certainly glad to behome.
"Now if you folk can tell me some other way out ofhere, I will depart," Smash said. "I don't want the space-ship; there must be some land route."
"Oh, there is!" Biythe said eagerly. "I'll show you."
"Haven't you had enough of me?" Smash asked.
"I feel I owe it to you to help you on your way," she saiddefensively. "I'll show you the way to the paper world."
"As you wish," Smash agreed. "But you helped us con-siderably, what with the tunneling and such."
Her face clouded, turning leaden. "The dragons wouldn'teat me!"
Smash did not argue the point. Evidently the brass girlhad more than one motive for her scene with the dragons.
Biythe led him out a concealed door, into a smallerchamber. Smash had to hunch over to fit in this one. Thenthe room jerked and moved, causing him to bump into awall. 'This is an elevator," Biythe explained. "It leads tothe paper works, but it takes a little while."
"I'll wait," Smash said, squatting down and leaning intoa corner so he would not be bumped around too much."
Biythe sat on one of his knees. "Smash—"
He suffered deja vu. His Eye Queue insisted on run-ning down the relevance immediately, instead of allowing itto be the pleasant mystery nature intended. Tandy had ad-dressed him in much the same way last night. "Yes?"
"I wanted to talk to you a moment, alone," she confessed."That's why I volunteered to show you the way. There'ssomething you should know."
"Where your dent is?"
"I can't show you that; your knee's in the way. It's some-thing else."
"You know something about the Night Stallion?" he
asked, interested.
"No, not that," she said. "It's about Xanth."
"Oh."
"Smash, I'm not part of your world. But maybe I seesomething you don't. Those girls like you."
"And I like them," he admitted, voicing the un-ogrishsentiment with a certain embarrassment. How was be ever
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going to find his Answer in life if he kept losing his iden-tity? "They're nice people. So are you."
Again she coppered. "I like them, too. I never knewflesh people before. But that's not what I mean. They—they're not just friends to you. It's hard for me to say, be-cause my own heart's made of brass. They're female;
you're male. So—"
"So I protect them," Smash agreed. "Because femalesaren't very good at surviving by themselves. I'll help aslong as they are with me and need protection."
"That, too. But it's more than that. Tandy, especially—"
"Yes, she needs a lot of protection. She hardly knowsmore of Xanth than you do, and she's not made of metal."
The brass girl seemed frustrated, but she kept smiling.Her little teeth were brass, too. "We talked, some, whileyou were in the gourd—that's funny, to think of my wholeworld as a gourd!—and Tandy told us why she left home. Imay be violating a confidence, but I really think you oughtto know."
"Know what?" Smash asked. His Eye Queue informedhim he was missing something significant; that was an an-noying part of the curse. A true ogre wouldn't have wor-ried!"
"Why she left home. You see, there was this yemon,named Fiant, who was looking for a wife. Well, not a wife,exactly—you know."
"A playmate?"
"You could call it that. But Tandy didn't want to play. Igather a demon is like an ifrit, not nice at all. She refusedto oblige him. But he pursued her and tried to rape her—"
"What is that?" Smash asked."Rape? You actually don't know?"
"I'm not made of brass," he reminded her. "There's lotsI don't know. There is a kind of plant in Xanth by thatname that girls shy, away from—"
She sighed. "The Siren's right. You are hopelessly naTve.Maybe all males worth knowing are. But, of course, that'swhy females exist; someone has to know what's what.Look, Smash—do you know the way of a man with awoman?" Her brass face was more coppery than ever, andhe realized this was an awkward subject for her.
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"Of course not," he reassured her. "I'm an ogre.""Well, the way of an ogre with an ogress?""Certainly." What was she getting at?She paused. "I'm not sure we're communicating. Maybeyou'd better tell me what is the way of an ogre with an
ogress."
"He chases her down, screaming, catches her by a rope
of hair, hauls her up by one leg, bashes her head against atree a few times, throws her down, sets a boulder on herface so she can't get away, then—"
"Tint's rape!" Biythe cried, appalled.
"That's fun," he countered. "Ogresses expect it, and giveback little ogres. It's the ogre mode of love."
"Well, it isn't the human mode of love."
"I know. Human beings are so gentle, it's a wonder theyeven know what they're doing. Prince Dor and PrincessIrene have taken four years trying to get around to it. Now,if they had a little more ogre heritage, four seconds might be
enough to—"
"Ah . . . yes," she agreed. "Well, this demon tried to—
to make ogre love to Tandy—"
"Oh, now I understand! Tandy wouldn't like that!""True. She's no ogress. So she left her home and sought
help. And the Good Magician told her to travel with you.
That way the demon can't get her."
"Sure. If she wants that demon smashed, I'll do it. That's
my name."
"That's not exactly what she wants. You see, she does
want to marry—someone other than the demon. And shehas a lot to offer the right male. So she hopes to find a
suitable husband on this journey. But—"
"That's wonderful!" Smash said in the best un-ogrish tra-dition. "Maybe we'll find a nice human man, just right for
her."
"You didn't wait for my but. Smash.""Your butt?" he asked, looking at her brass posterior.
"Where your dent is?"
"But, B U T," she clarified. "As in however."
"However has a dent?"She paused briefly. "Forget the dent. However she likes
you."
Ogre, Ogre                      177
"Certainly, and I like her. So I will help her find herselfa man."
"I don't think you understand, Smash. She may not wantto go with her ideal human man, if she finds him, if shelikes you too well first."
He chortled. "Nobody likes an ogre too well!"
The brass girl shook her head doubtfully. "I'm not sure.You are no ordinary ogre, they inform me. For one thing,they told me you're much smarter than most of your kind."
"That's because of the curse of the Eye Queue. Once Iget rid of that, I'll be blissfully stupid again. Just like anyother ogre. Maybe more so."
"There is that," Biythe agreed. "I don't think Tandywould like you to be just like any other ogre."
The room stopped moving, after a jolt that bounced heroff his knee. "Well, here we are at the paper world," shesaid.
The elevator opened onto a literal world of paper.Green-colored fragments of paper served for a lawn; brownand green paper columns were trees; a flat paper sun hungin the painted blue sky. At least this world had color, incontrast with the monochrome of most of the rest of thegourd.
"This is as far as I go," Biythe said as Smash steppedout. "If it's any comfort, I think that in some ways you'restill pretty stupid, even with the Eye Queue."
"Thank you," Smash said, flattered.
" 'Bye, ogre." The door closed and she was gone. Smashturned to the new adventure that surely awaited him.
Paper was everywhere. Smash saw a bird; idly he caughtit out of the air in a paw, not to hurt it but to look at it,because it seemed strange. It turned out to be strange in-deed; it, too, was made of paper, the wings corrugated, thebody a cylinder of paper, the beak a stiffened, painted trian-gle of cardboard. He let it go and it flew away, peepingwith the rasp of stiff paper.
Curious, he caught a bug. It was only an intricate convo-lution of paper, brightly painted. When he released it, thepaper reconvoluted and the bug buzzed away. There werebutterflies, also of paper. The bushes and stones and pud-dles were all colored paper. It seemed harmless enough.
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Then a little paper machine charged up. Smash had seenmachines during a visit to Mundania and didn't like them;
they were ornery mechanical things. This one was way toosmall to bother him seriously, but it did bother him lightly.It fired a paper spitball at him.
The spitball stung his knee. Smash smiled. The minia-ture machine had a name printed on its side: TANK. Itwas cute.
The ogre stomped on. The tank followed, firing anotherdamp paper ball. It stung Smash on the rump. He frowned.The humor was wearing thin. He didn't care to have a dentto match that of the brass girl.
He turned to warn the tank away—and its third shot
plastered his nose.
That did it. Smash lifted one brute foot and stompedthe obnoxious machine flat. It was only paper; it collapsedreadily. But an unexpended spitball stuck to the ogre's toe.
Smash tromped on, seeking whatever challenge this sec-tion offered. But now three more of the paper tanks arrived.Burp—burp—burp! Their spitballs spit in a volley at theogre, sticking to his belly like a line of damp buttons. Hestamped all three paper vehicles flat.
Yet more tanks arrived, and these were larger. Theirspitballs stung harder, and one just missed his eye. Smashhad to shield his face with one hand while he stomped
them.
He heard something behind. A tank was chewing up hisline of string! That would prevent him from knowing whenhe crossed his own trail, and he could get lost. He strodeback and picked up the tank, looking closely at it.
The thing burped a huge splat of a spitball at him thatplugged a nostril. Smash sneezed—and the tank was blowninto a flat sheet of paper. Words were printed on it: GETWITH IT, DOPE.
Funny—Smash had never learned how to read. No ogrewas smart enough for literacy. But he grasped this messageperfectly. This must be another facet of the curse of theEye Queue. He pretended he did not fathom the words.
He turned again—and saw a much bigger paper tankcharging down on him. He grabbed the tip of the card-board cannon and pinched it closed just as the machine
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fired. The backpressure blew up the tank in a shower ofconfetti.
But more, and yet larger, tanks were coming. This re-gion seemed to have an inexhaustible supply! Smash castabout for some way to stop them once and for all.
He had an idea. He bent to scoop through the paper-turfground. Sure enough, it turned to regular dirt below, withrocks. He found a couple of nice quartz chunks and bashedthem together to make sparks. Soon he struck a fire. Thepaper grass burned readily.
The tanks charged into the blaze—and quickly caughtfire themselves. Their magazines blew up in violent spraysof spit. Colored bits of paper flew up in clouds, containingpictures and ads for products and all the other crazy thingsmagazines filled their pages with. Soon all the tanks wereashes.
Smash tromped on. A paper tiger charged from the pa-per jungle, snarling and leaping. Smash caught it by the tailand shook it into limp paper, the black and orange colorsrunning. He dipped this into a fringe of the fire and usedthe resulting torch to discourage other paper animals. Theyfaded back before his bright-burning tiger, and he pro-ceeded unhampered. Apparently there was nothing quite sofearful as a burning tiger. If this had been a battle, he hadwon it.
Now he came to a house of cards. Smash knew whatcards were; he had seen Prince Dor and Princess Ireneplaying games with them at Castle Roogna, instead of get-ting down to basics the way ogres would. Sometimes theyhad constructed elaborate structures from the cards. Thiswas such a structure—but it was huge. Each card was theheight of Smash himself, with suit markings as big as hishead and almost as ugly.
He paused to consider these. At the near side was thenine of hearts. He knew what hearts were: the symbol oflove. This reminded him irrelevantly of what the brass girlhad told him about Tandy. Could it be true that the tinyhuman girl liked him more than was proper, consideringthat ogres weren't supposed to be liked at all? If so, whatwas his responsibility? Should he growl at her, to discourageher? That did seem best.
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He entered the house of cards, careful not to jostle it.These structures collapsed very readily, and after all, thismight be the way out of the paper land. He felt he wasmaking good progress through the worlds of the gourd, andhe wanted to go on to the last station and meet the DarkHorse.
The inner wall showed the two of clubs. Clubs were, ofcourse, the ogre's favorite suit. There was nothing like agood, heavy club for refreshing violence! Then there wasthe jack of diamonds, symbolizing the wealth of dragons.His curse of intellect made symbolism quite clear now. Heremembered how many of the bright little stones theDragon Lady had had; this was probably her card. Thenthere was the two of spades, with its shovel symbol. Thesuit of farmers.
In the center of the house of cards was the joker. It de-picted a handsomely brutish ogre with legs that trailed intosmoke. Of course! Smash pushed against it, assuming it tobe his door to the next world—and the whole structure col-lapsed.
The cards were not heavy, of course, .and in a momentSmash's head poked above the wreckage. He looked about.
The scene had changed. The paper was gone. Thepainted sky and cardboard trees existed no longer. Nowthere was a broad and sandy plain, like that of the night-mares' realm, except that this one was in daylight, with thesun beating down hotly.
He spied an object in the desert. It glinted prettily, butnot like a diamond. Curious, Smash stomped over to it. Itwas a greenish bottle, half buried in the sand, fancilycorked. He found himself attracted to it; a bottle like that,its base properly broken off, could make a fine weapon.
He picked it up. Inside the bottle was a hazy motion, asof slowly swirling mist. The cork had a glossy metallic sealwith a word embossed: FOOL.
Well, that was the nature of ogres. He was thirsty in thisheat; maybe the stun in the bottle was good to drink.Smash ripped off the seal and used his teeth to pop thecork. After all, he was uncertain how long it would be be-fore he came across anything potable, here in the gourd.But mainly, his action was his Eye Queue's fault; becauseof it, he was curious.
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As the cork blasted free, vapor surged out of the bottle.It swelled out voluminously. Too bad—this was neither edi-ble nor potable, and it smelled of sulfur. Smash sneezed.
The vapor formed a big greenish cloud, swirling aboutbut not dissipating into the air. In a moment, two musculararms projected from it, and the remainder formed into thehead and upper torso of a gaseous man-creature aboutSmash's own size.
"Who in the gourd are you?" Smash inquired."Ho, ho, ho!" the creature boomed. "I be the ifrit of thebottle. Thou has freed me; as thy reward, I shall sufferthee to choose in what manner thou shalt die."
"Oh, one of those," Smash said, unimpressed. "A bottleimp." He now recognized, in retrospect, this creature as thefigure on the joker card. He had taken it to be an ogre,but, of course, ogres had hairy legs and big flat feet, ratherthan trailing smoke.
"Dost thou mock me, thou excrescence of excrement?"the ifrit demanded, swelling angrily. "Beware, lest I squish
thee into a nonentitious cube and make bouillon soup ofthee!"
"Look, ifrit, I don't have time for this nonsense," Smashsaid, though the mention of the bouillon cube made himhungry. He had squished a bull into a bouillon cube onceand made soup with it; he could use some of that now! "Ijust want to find the Night Stallion and vacate the lien onmy soul. If you aren't going to help, get out of my way."
"Surely I shall destroy thee!" the ifrit raged, turningdusky purple. He reached for the ogre's throat with hugeand taloned hands.
Smash grabbed the ifrit's limbs, knotted them together inmuch the way he had tied the extremities of the ghastlies,and jammed the creature headfirst back into the green bot-tle. "Oaf! Infidel!" the ifrit screamed, his words somewhatdistorted since his mouth was squeezed through the bottle'sneck. "What accursed mischief be this?"
"I warned you," Smash said, using a forefinger to tampmore of the ifrit into the container. "Don't mess with ogres.They have no sense of humor."
Struggle as he might, the ifrit could not prevail againstSmash's power. "Ooo, ouch!" the voice came muffled
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from the glass. "OooOOoo!" For Smash's finger hadrammed into the creature's gasous posterior.
Then a hand came back out of the bottle. It waved a
white flag.
Smash knew that meant surrender. "Why should I pay
attention to you?" he asked.
"Mmph of mum genuine free wish," the voice cried
from the depths of the bottle.
That sounded promising. "But I don't need a wish about
how I will die."
"Mmmph oomph!"
"Okay, ifrit. Give me one positive wish." Smash re-moved his finger.
The ifrit surged backward out of the bottle. "What isthey wish, 0 horrendous one?" he asked, nibbing his rear.
"I want to know the way to the next world."
"I was about to send thee there!" the ifrit exclaimed,
aggrieved.
"The next gourd scene. How do I get there?""Oh." The ifrit considered. "The closest be the mirror
world. But that be no place for the like of thee. Thy very
visage would shatter that scene."
This creature was trying to lull him with flattery! 'Tell
me anyway."
"On thy fool head be it." The ifrit made a dramatic
gesture. There was a blinding flash. "Thou wilt be-sorree!"the creature's voice came, fading away with descendingpitch as if retreating at nearly the speed of sound.
Smash pawed his eyes, and gradually sight filtered back.He stood among a horrendous assortment of ogres. Somewere much larger than he, some much smaller; some wereobesely fat, some emaciatedly thin; some had ballooningheads and squat feet, others the other way around.
"What's this?" he asked, scratching his head, though it
had no fleas now.
"This . . . this . . . this . . . this," the other ogres
chorused in diminishing echo, each scratching his head.
The Eye Queue needed only that much data to formu-late an educated hypothesis. "Mirrors!"
"Ors . . . ors . . . ors . . . ors," the echoes agreed.Smash walked among the mirrors, seeing himself pacinghimself in multiple guises. The hall was straight, but after a
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while the images repeated. Suspicious, he used a horny fin-gernail to scratch a corner of one mirror, then walked far-ther down the hall, checking corners. Sure enough, hecame across another mirror with a scratch on it, just wherehe had made his mark. It was the same one, surely. Thishall was an endless reflection, like two mirrors facing eachother. One of those endless loops he had been warnedabout. In fact, now he saw three lines of string: he hadbeen retracing his course. He was trapped.
The ifrit had been right. This was no place for the likeof him. Already he was hungrier, and there no food here.How could he get out?
He could smash through a mirror and through the wallbehind it, of course—but would that accomplish anything?There were situations in which blind force was called for—but other situations, his Eye Queue curse reminded himobnoxiously, called for subtler negotiation. The trick was totell them apart. One could not conquer a mirror by break-ing it; one could only forfeit the game.
Smash stared into the scratched mirror, and his distortedimage stared back. The image was almost as ugly as hewas, but the distortion hampered it, making it less repulsivethan it should have been. Probably that was why it wassnarling.
He turned and contemplated the three strands of stringon the floor. He saw where the first one started: it camefrom another mirror. So he had entered here through amirror. Surely that was also the way to leave. If he foundsome means to make another blinding flash, would he beable to step through, as before? But he had no flash-material.
Then he remembered what he had beard in the GapDragon's Ear. Could that relate? It had sounded like hisvoice, talking about a mirror. He decided to try it.
He positioned himself squarely before the mirror. He el-evated his hamfist. "Mirror, mirror on the wall," he in-toned, imitating his own voice as well as he could. "Passthis fist or take a fall." Then he punched forward.
His fist smashed through the glass and into the wall be-hind it. The mirror tinkled in pieces to the floor.
Smash leaned forward to peer through the hole in thewall. It opened on another hall of mirrors. Sure enough,
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there was no escape there; he was caught among the mir-rors until he found the proper way out.
He tromped to the next mirror. He raised his fist againand spoke his rhyme. The he punched through, with thesame result.
This did not seem to be working. But it was the onlyclue he had. Maybe when the other mirrors saw what washappening, they would capitulate. After all, this techniquehad been effective with the shocking doorknobs. The inani-mate tended to be stupid, as Prince Dor had shown, but itdid eventually leam what was good for it.
The change happened sooner than anticipated. His fistdid not strike the third mirror; it passed through withoutresistance. His arm and body followed it, and he did a slowfall through the aperture.
He rolled on something soft and sat up. He sniffed. Helooked. He salivated.
He sat on a huge bed of cake, replete with vanilla icing.Pastries and sweets were all about him, piled high: dough-nuts, strudel, eclairs, tarts, cookies, creampuffs, ginger-bread, and more intricate pastries.
Smash had been growing hungry before; it had been wellover an hour since he had last filled up. Now he was rav-enous. But again the damned curse of the Eye Queue madehim pause. The purpose of these worlds inside the gourdseemed to be to make him unhappy. This food did not fitthat purpose—unless there were something Wrong with itCould it be poisoned? Poison did not bother ogres much,but was best avoided.
One way to find out. Smash scooped up a glob of floorand crammed it in his big mouth. The cake was excellent.Then he got up and explored the region, keeping himselfbusy while waiting for the poison to act. He had not eatenenough to cause real damage to the gross gut of an ogre,but if he felt discomfort, he would take warning.
He was in a large chamber completely filled with thepastries. There was no apparent exit. He punched experi-mentally through a wall of fruitcake, but the stuff seemedto have no end. He suspected he could punch forever andonly tear up more cake. There appeared to be no reason-able limit to the worlds that fit inside the gourd. How, then,was he to escape this place?
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His stomach suffered nothing but the ravages of increas-ing hunger, so he concluded the food was not poisoned.Still he hesitated. There had to be some trap, something tomake him hurt. If not poison, what? There seemed to be nothreat, no spitball-shooting tanks, no ifrit, not even starva-tion from delay.
Well, suppose he fell to and ate his fill? Where would hebe? Still here, with no way out. If he remained longenough, stuffing himself at will, he would lose his soul bydefault in three months. No point in that.
Yet, no sense in going hungry. He grabbed a bunk ofangelcake and gulped it down. He felt angelic. That was nomood for an ogre! He chomped some devilsfood, and feltdevilish. That was more like it. He gulped some dream pie,and dreamed of smiting the Night Stallion and recoveringthe lien on his soul.
Wait. He forced himself to stop eating, lest he sink im-mediately into the easy slough of indulgence. Better tokeep hungry and alert, his cursed taskmaster of an EyeQueue told him. What did the Eye Queue care about hun-ger? It didn't have to eat! But he went along with it for themoment, knowing it would give him no peace otherwise.He would reward himself only for making progress in solv-ing this particular riddle. That was discipline no ordinaryogre could master, infuriating as it was.
Still, time was passing, and he had no idea how to pro-ceed. There had to be something. After all, it wasn't as ifhe could simply eat his way out of here.
That thought made him pause. Why not eat out? Chew ahole in the wall until he ran out of edibles—which wouldbe another world.
No. There would be too much cake for even an ogre toeat. Unless he knew exactly where a weak spot was—
Weak spot Surely so. Something that differed from therest of this stuff.
Smash started a survey course of eating, looking for thedifference. All of it was excellent. A master pastry chefhad baked this chamber.
Then he encountered a vein of licorice. That was oneconfection Smash didn't like; it reminded him of manure.True, some ogres could eat and like manure, but that justwasn't Smash's own taste. Naturally he avoided this vein.
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Then his accursed, annoying, and objectionable EyeQueue began percolating again. The Eyes of the vine sawentirely too much, especially what wasn't necessarily there.Manure. What would leave manure in the form of a con-fection?
Answer: some creature in charge of a chamber of con-fections. The Night Stallion, perhaps. When the Stalliondeparted, he would leave his token of contempt. Big brownballs of sweet manure.
What exit would the Stallion use? How could that exit be
found?
Answer: the trail of manure would show the way.Horses hardly cared where they left it, since it was behindthem. They left it carelessly, thoughtlessly, often on the
run.
Smash started digging out the licorice. But when he did,the foul stuff melted into other cake, transforming it intolicorice, too. That obscured the trail. He had to do some-thing about that.
He cast about, but came up with only the least pleasantsolution. He would have to eat it. That was the only way toget rid of it. To consume the manure of the Stallion.
Fortunately, ogres didn't have much pride about whatthey ate. He nerved himself and bit in. The licorice-cakewas awful, truly feculent, but he gulped it down anyway.
Now his gorge was rising violently inside him. Ogreswere supposed never to get sick, no matter how rotten thestuff they ate. But this was manure! He ate on.
Smash came to a round hole in the material of the cham-ber. The dung had led him to it—since this was the exit theStallion had taken. Smash scrambled through the passage,knowing that if he could just choke down his revolted, re-volting stomach a little longer, he would win this contest,
too.
He came to a drop-off and tumbled out, spinning andturning in air. Now he was falling through darkness.
That last jolt of weightlessness was too much. His stom-ach burst its constraints and heaved its awful contents vio-lently out. The reaction sent him zooming backwardthrough space. Smash puked, it seemed, for eons, andworked up a velocity to rival that of the brass spaceship.He hoped he didn't get lost in space beyond the stars.
Chapter 10. Fond Wand
He was retching into the gourd patch. Apparent-ly he had jetted himself right out of the gourd! Chemwas using the hardened rind of an empty gourd to scoopthe vomit away, making room for more as it flowed volu-minously from Smash's mouth.
As he realized where he was, his sickness abated. Helooked about.
The girls were in a sorry state. All five of them werespattered. "We decided to get you out of the gourd before itgot worse," Tandy said apologetically. "What happened?"
"I ate a lot of horse—er, manure," Smash said. "Insteadof cake and pastry."
"Ogres do have unusual tastes," John remarked.
Smash chuckled weakly. "Where's some decent food? Idon't want to eat any more gourds, and I'm going to behungry as soon as I feel better."
"There'll be food at Goblinland," Goldy Goblin said.
"How far is that?"
Chem produced her map. "As I make it, we're close.From what Goldy tells me, the main tribe of goblins is notfar from here, as the dragon flies. Just a few hours' walk,except that there's a mountain in the way, so we have togo around—across the Earth works. That complicates it.But I think the lava is cool enough now. We had better getover it before more comes."
"Like hot vomit," Goldy muttered.
Smash looked at the conic mountain. It steamed a little,but was generally quiescent. "Yes—let's cross quickly."
They started across. Goldy knew a little foot-cooling
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spell used by goblins and taught it to them. It wasn't realmagic, but rather an accommodation to the local landscape.Smash's Eye Queue was cynical, suspecting that any bene-fit from the spell was simply illusion, the belief in coolerfeet. Yet his feet did feel cooler.
They had to skirt the volcano's eastern slope. The conerumbled, annoyed, but was in its off-phase and could notmount any real action.
The ground, however, was rested. It had energy to ex-pend. It shook, making their travel difficult. The shakingbecame more violent, causing the hardened lava to craze,to crack, to break up, and to form fissures, exposing thered-hot rock down below.
"Hurry!" Chem cried, her hooves dancing on the shift-ing rocks. Smash remembered that insecure footing madeher nervous. Now it made him nervous, too.
"Oh, I wish I coold fly again!" John cried, terrified. Shestumbled and started to fall into a widening crack.
Chem caught her. "Get on my back," she directed. Thefairy scrambled gratefully aboard.
The ground shook again. A fragment turned under theSiren's foot, and she went down. Smash caught her, liftedher high, and saw that her ankle was twisted. He wouldhave to carry her.
Now the volcano rumbled again. It might be in its off-phase, but it wasn't entirely helpless. A new fissure openedin its side, and bright red lava welled out, like fresh blood.It spilled down toward them, shifting channels to orient ac-curately.
"It's coming for us!" Tandy cried, alarmed. "This land
doesn't like us!"
Smash looked northeast. The goblin territory was faracross the treacherously shifting rocks. Already the lavaplain was humping like a slow ocean swell, as if trying tobreak free of its cool crust. Smash knew that if much morefragmentation occurred, they would all fall through thatcrust into the liquid lava below.
"Too farl" Tandy cried despairingly. "We can't make
it!"
"North!" Chem said. "It's better to the north!"They scrambled north, though that horizon looked like a
wall of fire. The lava crust broke into big plates that, in
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turn, fragmented into platelets that slowly subsided underthe weight of the party. Red lava squeezed up around theedges and leaked out onto the surface. Meanwhile, thefresh lava from the fissure flowed down to join the turbu-lent plain, further melting the platelets. There was now noretreat.
"Spread out!" Goldy cried. "Not too much weight onany one plate!"
They did it. The goblin girl was the most agile, so sheled the way, finding the best plates and the best crossingplaces. Tandy followed, glancing nervously back at Smashas if afraid he would be too clumsy. She did care for him;
it was obvious, now that Biythe had given him the hint.But that was hardly worth worrying about at this moment.They might all soon perish.
Next in line was Chem, carrying John on her back, herhooves handling the maneuvering well. Then came Smash,holding the Siren in his arms. Her feet had converted backto the tail; evidently that alleviated the pain in her ankle.However, her tail form was also her bare-top form, and thesight of all that juggling flesh made him ravenous again.He hoped he never got so hungry that he forgot these werehis friends.
The edges of the plates depressed alarmingly as theytook Smash's weight, for it was concentrated in a smallerarea than was the centaur's. Once a plate broke under hisweight, becoming two saucers, and he had to scramble, dip-ping a toe in red lava; it hurt terribly, but he ran on.
"Your toe!" the Siren exclaimed. "It's scorched!"
"Better that than falling in," he grunted.
"In case we don't make it," she said, "I'd better tell younow. You're a lot of creature. Smash."
"Ogres are big," he agreed. "You're a fair morsel ofcreature yourself." Indeed, she had continued to grow moreyouthful, and was now a sight to madden men. Or so hejudged, from his alien viewpoint.
"You're more than I think you know. You could have
been where you're going by now if you hadn't let the restof us impose."
"No. I agreed to take Tandy along, and the rest of youhave helped. I'm not sure I could have handled the dragonsalone, or gotten out of the gourd."
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"You never would have gotten into the gourd alone," shepointed out. "Then you could have avoided the dragons.Would another ogre have taken Tandy along?"
He laughed. He did that a lot since the advent of theEye Queue, for things he wouldn't have noticed before nowevinced humorous aspects. "Another ogre would have eatenthe bunch of you!"
"I rest my case."
"Rest your tail, too, while you're at it. If I fall into thelava, you'll have to walk alone."
It was her turn to laugh, somewhat faintly. "Or swim,"she said, looking down at the lava cracks.
Now they were at the border. The wall of fire balkedthem. Goldy stood on the plate nearest it, daunted. "I don'tknow how much fire there is," she said. "Goblin legendsuggests the wall is thin, but—"
"We can't stay here," Tandy said. "I'll find out." Andshe took a breath and plunged into the fire.
The others stood on separate plates, appalled. Then Tan-dy's voice came back: "It's all right! Come on through!"
Smash closed his eyes and plunged toward her voice.The flame singed his fur and the flowing hair of the mer-maid; then he was on firm ground, coughing.
He stood on a burned-out field. Wisps of smoke rosefrom lingering blazes, but mostly the ashes were cool. Far-ther to the north a forest fire raged, however, and periodi-cally the wind shifted, bringing choking smoke and sprin-kling new ashes. To the west there seemed to be a lake offire, sending up occasional mushroom-shaped masses ofsmoke. To the east there was something like a flashingfield of fire, with intermittent columns of flame.
Chem and John landed beside Smash. The fairy wasbusy slapping out smolders in the centaur's mane. "This isan improvement, but not much of one," Chem said. "Let'sget off this burn!"
"I second the motion," Tandy agreed. She, too, had suf-fered during the crossing; parts of her brown hair had been .scorched black. Goldy appeared, in similar condition. Noneof the girls was as pretty as she bad been.
They moved east, paralleling the thin wall of fire. Thiswas the Region of Fire, but since fire had to have some-thing to bum, they were safe for the moment.
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Then a column of white fire erupted just ahead of them.The heat of it drove them back—only to be heated againby another column to the side.
"Gas," the Siren said. "It puffs up from fumaroles, thenignites and burns out. Can we tell where the next ones willbe?"
They watched for a few moments. "Only where they'vebeen," Chem said. "The pattern of eruption and ignitionseems completely random."
"That means well get scorched," the Siren said. "Unlesswe go around."
But there was no way around, for the forest fire wasnorth and the lava flows were beyond the firewall to thesouth.
Also, new foliage was sprouting through the ashes onwhich they stood, emerging cracklingly dry; it would catchfire and bum off again very soon. It seemed the asheswere very rich fertilizer, but there was very little water forthe plants, so they grew dehydrated. Here in the Region ofFire, there was no long escape from fire.
"How can we get through?" Tandy asked despairingly.Smash put his Eye Queue curse to work yet again. Hewas amazed at how much he seemed to need it, now thathe had it, when he had never needed it before, as if intelli-gence were addictive; it kept generating new uses for itself.He was also amazed at what his stupid bonemuscle ogrebrain could do when boosted by the Queue and cudgeled bynecessity. "Go only where they've been," he said."
The others didn't understand, so be showed the way."Follow me!" .He watched for a dying column, thenstepped near it as it flickered out. There would be a littlewhile before it built up enough new gas to fire again. Hewaited in the diminishing shimmer of heat, watching theother columns. When another died, next to his own, hestepped into its vacated spot.
The other members of the party followed him. "I'll as-sume this is wit instead of luck," the Siren murmured.Smash was still carrying her, though now she had switchedback to legs and dress, in case he had to set her down.
As they moved to the third fumarole, the first firedagain. These flares did not dawdle long! Now they were inthe middle of the columns, unable to escape unscathed. But
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Smash stepped forward again into another dying flame,panting in the stink of it, yet surviving unbumed.
In this manner the party made its precarious and un-comfortable way through the fires, and came at last to theeast firewall. They plunged through—and found them-selves in the pleasant, rocky region of the goblins.
"What a relief!" Tandy exclaimed. "Nothing could beworse than that, except maybe what's inside a gourd."
"You haven't met the local goblins yet," Goldy muttered.
There was a small stream paralleling the wall, cool andclean. They all drank deeply, catching up from their longengagement with the heat. Then they washed themselvesoff and tended to their injuries. The Siren bound her anklewith a bolt of gauze from a gauze-bush, and Tandy tendedto Smash's scorched toe.
"Goldy will find her husband here," Smash said as sheworked. "Soon we may find a human husband for you."He hoped he was doing the right thing, bringing the matter
into the open.
She looked up at him sharply. "Who squealed?" she de-manded.
"Biythe said you were looking for—"
"What does she know?" Tandy asked.
Smash shrugged awkwardly. This wasn't working outvery well. "Not much, perhaps."
"When the time comes. I'll make my own decision."
Smash could not argue with that. Maybe the brass girl hadbeen mistaken. Biythe's heart, as she had noted, was brass,and perhaps she was not properly attuned to the heartsmade of flesh. But Smash had a nagging feeling thatwasn't it. These females seemed to have a common aware-ness of each other's nature that males lacked. Maybe it wasjust that they were all interested in only one thing. "Any-way, we'll deliver Goldy soon."
They found no food, so they walked on along the river,which curved eastward, north of the mountain range thatseparated this land from that of the dragons. The goblinshad to be somewhere along here, perhaps occupying themountains themselves. Goblins did tend to favor dark holesand deep recesses; few were seen in open Xanth, thoughSmash understood that in historical times the goblins haddominated the land. It seemed they had become less ugly
and violent over the centuries, and this led inevitably to adiminution of their power. He had heard that some isolatedgoblin tribes had become so peaceful and handsome thatthey could hardly be distinguished from gnomes. Thatwould be like ogres becoming like small giants—astonishing and faintly disgusting.
The river broadened and turned shallow, finally peteringout into a big dull bog. Brightly colored fins poked upfrom the muck, and nostrils surmounting large teethquested through it. Obviously the main portions of thesecreatures were hidden beneath the surface. It did not seemwise to set foot within that bog. Especially not with a soretoe.
They skirted it, walking along the slope at the base ofthe mountain range. The day was getting late, and Smashwas dangerously hungry. Where were the goblins?
Then the goblins appeared. An army of a hundred or soswarmed around the party. "What are you creeps doinghere?" the goblin chief demanded with typical goblin cour-tesy.
Goldy stepped forward. "I am Goldy Goblin, daughterof the leader of the Gap Chasm Goblins, Gorbage," sheannounced regally.
"Never heard of them," the chief snapped. "Get out ofour territory, pasteface."
"What?" Goldy was taken aback. She was very fair for agoblin, but it wasn't merely the name that put her at a loss.
"I said get out, or we'll cook you for supper."
"But I came here to get marriedl" she protested.
The goblin chief swung backhanded, catching the side ofher head and knocking her down. "Not here you don't, for-eign stranger slut." He turned away, and the goblin troopsbegan to move off.
But Tandy acted. She was furious. "How dare you treatGoldy like that?" she demanded. "She came all the wayhere at great personal risk to get married to one of yourworthless louts, and you—you—"
The goblin chief swung his hand at her as he had atGoldy, but Tandy moved faster. She made a hurling ges-ture in the air, with her face red and her eyes squinchedalmost shut. The goblin flipped feet over ears and landed,stunned, on the ground. She had thrown a tantrum at him.
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Smash sighed. He knew the rules of interspecies deal-ings. How goblins treated one another was their own busi-ness; that was why these goblins had left Smash and therest of his party alone. Their personal interplay was rough,but they were not looking for trouble with ogres or centaursor human folk. Unlike the prior goblin tribe, this onehonored the conventions. But now Tandy had interfered,
and that made her fair game.
The goblin lieutenants closed on her immediately—andTandy, like an expended fumarole, had no second tantrumto throw in self-defense. But Chem, John, and the Sirenclosed about her. "You dare to attack human folk?" theSiren demanded. She was limping on her bad ankle but was
ferocious in her wrath.
"You folk aren't human," a goblin lieutenant said."You're centaur, fairy, and memymph—and this otherlooks to be part nymph, too, and she attacked our leader.Her life is forfeit, by the rules of the jungle."
Smash had not chosen this conflict, but now he had tointervene. "These three with me," he grunted, in his stressreverting to his natural ogre mode. He indicated Tandywith a hamfinger. "She, too, me do."
The lieutenant considered. Evidently the goblins werehierarchically organized, and with the chief out of order, the.lieutenant had discretionary power. Goblins were tough tobluff or back off, once aroused, especially when they hadthe advantage of numbers. Still, this goblin hesitated. Threeor four females were one thing; an ogre was another. Ahundred determined goblins could probably overcome oneogre, but many of them would be smashed to pulp in theprocess, and many more would find then- heads embeddedin the trunks of trees, and a few would find themselvesflying so high they might get stuck on the moon. Most ofthe rest would be less fortunate. So this goblin negotiated,while others hauled their unconscious leader away.
"This one must be punished." the lieutenant said. "If ourchief dies, she must die. So it is written in the verbal cove-nant: an eyeball for an eyeball, a gizzard for a gizzard."
Smash knew how to negotiate with goblins. It wasmerely a matter of speaking their language. He formed ahuge and gleaming metal fist. "She die, me vie."
The lieutenant understood him perfectly, but was in a
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difficult situation. It looked as if there would have to be afight.
Then the goblin chief stirred, perhaps because he wasuncomfortable being dragged by the ears over the roughground. He was recovering consciousness.
"He isn't dead," the lieutenant said, relieved. That wid-ened his selection of options. "But still she must be pun-ished. We shall isolate her on an island."
Isolation? That didn't seem too bad. Nevertheless, Smashdidn't trust it. "Me scratch," he said, scratching his flealesshead stupidly. "Where catch?"
The goblin studied him, evidently assessing Smash'sdepth of stupidity. "The island sinks," he said. "You mayrescue her if you choose. But there are unpleasant things inthe bog."
Smash knew that. He didn't want to see Tandy put on asinking island in that bog. Yet he did not have his fullstrength, and hunger was diminishing him further, and thatmeant he could not afford to indulge in combat with thegoblins at this time. In addition, his Eye Queue remindedhim snidely, Tandy had attacked the goblin chief, and somade herself liable to the goblins' judgment. The goblins, ifnot exactly right, were also not exactly wrong.
The goblin lieutenant seemed to understand the strugglegoing on in the ogre's mind. Goblins and ogres differedfrom one another in size and intelligence, but were similarin personality. Both sides preferred to avoid the mayhemthat would result if they fought. "We will give you a fairchance to rescue her."
"Me dance," Smash said ironically, tapping the groundwith one foot, so that the terrain shuddered. "Whatchance?"
"A magic wand." The lieutenant signaled, and a goblinbrought an elegant black wand.
"Me no fond of magic wand," Smash said dubiously. Hecontinued to use the ogre rhymes, having concluded thatstupidity, or the appearance of it, might be a net asset.
"All you have to do is figure out how to use it," thegoblin said. "Then you can draw on its magic to help thegirl. We don't know its secret, but do know it is magic. Wewill help you figure it out, if you wish."
That was a considerable riski He bad to figure out the
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operative mechanism of a wand that had so baffled thegoblins that they were willing to help him use it to defeattheir decree of punishment. They would have spent days,months, or years on it; he might have minutes. Whatchance would a smart man have, let alone a stupid ogre?What person of even ordinary intelligence would agree tosuch a deal?
Why would the goblins risk such a device in the hands ofa stranger, anyway? Suppose he did figure out the opera-tion of the wand by some blind luck? He could be twice asdangerous to them as he already was.
Ah, but there was the answer. An ogre was stupid, al-most by definition. He could be far more readily connedout of his advantage than could a smart person. Also, theactivated wand might be dangerous, acting against the user.Of course they would help him solve its secret; if it de-stroyed the user, no loss! Only an absolutely, idiotically,calamitously stupid or desperate creature would take thatrisk.
John sidled up to Smash. "Goblins are cunningwretches," she whispered. "We fairies have had some deal-ings with them, I think they mistreated Goldy deliberately,to get you into this picklement."
"I'm sure of it," Goldy agreed. A bruise was showing onher cheek, but she seemed otherwise all right. "My owntribe is that way. My father threatened to eat you all, whenhe doesn't even like ogre or centaur meat, just to force youto take me here."
"It does seem to be an effective ploy," Smash whisperedback. "But we would have taken you anyway, had weknown you."
If brass girls could blush copper, goblin girls blushed tan."You mean you folk like me?"
"Certainly we do!" Tandy agreed. "And you helped uscross the lava plates, leading the way. And you told us atremendous lot about the hypnogourds, so that Smashknows how to save his soul."
"Well, goblins aren't too popular with other creatures,"Goldy said, wiping an eye.
"Nor with their own kind, it seems," Tandy said.
"Because the chief hit me? Think nothing of it. Goblin
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men are just a little bit like ogres in that respect. It makesthem think they run things."
"Ogres aren't too popular with other creatures, either,"Smash said. "They beat up their wenches, too."
"This lesson in comparative romance is fascinating,"John said. "Still, we're in trouble."
"Pick Tandy up and run out of here," Goldy advised."That's the only way to deal with our kind."
But Smash knew that the other girls would pay the pen-alty for that. He had fallen into the goblins' trap; he wouldhave to climb out of it. His one advantage was that he was,.thanks to the curse of the Eye Queue, considerably smarterthan the goblins thought. "Me try to spy," he told the lieu-tenant
"Very well, ogre," the lieutenant said smugly. "Take thewand, experiment with it, while we place her on the is-land."
Goblins grabbed Tandy and hustled her into a smallwooden boat. She struggled, but they moved her along any-way. She sent a betrayed look back at Smash, evidentlyfeeling with part of her mind that he should fight, and hefelt like a betrayer indeed. But he had the welfare of theentire party in mind, so he had to act with un-ogrish delibera-tion. This grated, but had to be. If the wand didn't work,he would charge through the bog and rescue her, regardlessof the fins. Even if the fins proved to be too much for him,
he should be able to toss her to the safe bank before goingunder.
They dumped her on an islet that seemed to be mostlyreeds. As her weight settled on it, the structure hissed andbubbled from below, and slowly lowered toward the liquidmuck surface. A purple fin cruised in and circled thepneumatically descending isle.
Smash concentrated on the wand while goblins and girlswatched silently. He waved it in a circle, bobbed it up anddown, poked it at imaginary balloons in the air, and shookit. Nothing happened. "Go, schmoe!" he ordered it, but itignored even that command. He bent it between his hands;
it flexed, then sprang back into shape. It was supple andwell made, but evinced no magic property.Meanwhile, Tandy's isle continued to sink. The purple
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fin cruised in tighter circles. Tandy stood in the spongycenter, terrified.
But he couldn't watch her. He had to concentrate on theWand. It was evident that his random motions weren'tbeing successful. What was the key?
Eye Queue, find the clue! he thought emphatically. Itwas high time he got some use from this curse when itreally counted.
The Queue went to work. It considered mental riddles achallenge. It even enjoyed thinking.
Assume the wand was activated by motion, because thatwas the nature of wands. They were made to wave about.Assume that trial-and-error motion wouldn't do the trick,because the goblins would have tried everything. Assumethat the key was nevertheless simple, so that the wandcould be readily used in an emergency. What motion wasboth simple and subtle?
A signature-key, he decided. A particular motion no onewould guess, perhaps attuned to a particular person. Buthow could he guess its nature?
Tandy's isle was almost down to muck level, and thecircling fin was almost within her reach, or vice versa.Smash could not afford to ponder much longer!
"Goblin man, help if can," Smash called. After all, thegoblins wanted to know the secret, too.
"All we know, ogre, is that it worked for the crone westole it from," the lieutenant replied. "She would point it ata person or thing, and the object would levitate. That is,rise." The goblin thought Smash would not know the mean-ing of the more complicated term. "But when we tried it—nothing."
Levitation. That would certainly help Tandy 1 But heneeded to get it started in a hurry."Crone so smart, how she start?""She looped it in a series of loops," the goblin said. "Butwhen we made the same loops, nothing happened."
Tandy's feet were now disappearing into the muck. Onlythe submerged mass of the isle balked the fin—for now."Give poop. What loop?" Smash demanded."Like this." The goblin described a partial circle with atuck in it.
"That looks like a G," John remarked. Apparently fair-ies were literate, too.
G. A letter of the human alphabet? Suddenly Smash'sintellect pounced. What was a signature except a series ofletters? A written name? John's own case illustrated theimportance of a name; her entire mission was simply tolocate her correct one. One could not choose just any name,because only the right one had power. This should applyfor wands as well as for fairies, here in Xanth. Maybe itwas different inside the gourd, where names could bechanged at will. "What name of dame?"
"Grungy Grool," the goblin answered. "She was awitch."
A witch with the initials G G. Suppose the wand tunedin to the signature of its holder? Smash described a big,careful S.
Nothing happened. Holding his disappointment in check,he described a matching 0. Smash Ogre—his initials.
Still nothing. The wand remained quiescent in his ham-hand. What now?
Tandy screamed. Her isle was giving way, and she wastoppling into the muck.
Smash aimed the wand like an arrow, ready to hurl it atthe fin.
Tandy's fall stopped midway. She hung suspended at anangle above the bog, right where Smash was pointing.
"The wand is working!" John cried, amazed and grati-fied.
Slowly Smash tilted the wand up. Tandy floated, re-maining in its power. Of course the activated wand had notmoved in his hand before; that wasn't the. way it worked.Be had to move it—to make some other object respond.
"I'm flying!" Tandy cried.
"He made it work!" the goblin lieutenant exclaimed.
Smash guided Tandy carefully to land and .set her down.Her feet were muddy and she was panting with reaction,but she was otherwise unharmed. He knew a spunky littlegirl like her would rebound quickly.
The goblin lieutenant rushed up. "Give me that wand,ogre!"
"Don't do it!" John cried.
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But Smash, ever the stupid ogre, blithely handed overthe wand. "It is goblin property," he murmured, forgettingto rhyme.
The goblin snatched the wand, pointed it at Smash, andlifted it. Smash did not rise into the air. The wand was notattuned to the goblin. It remained useless to anyone else,exactly as it had been when taken from its witch-owner.Smash had suspected this would be the case.
"But you made it work!" the goblin protested angrily.
"And you tried to turn it against him!" Goldy cried."Do you call that goblin honor?"
"Well, he's just a stupid ogre," the goblin muttered."What does he know?"
"I'll tell you what he knows!" Goldy flashed. "He's a lotsmarter than—"
"Me smart, at heart," Smash said, interrupting her.
Goldy paused, then exchanged a glance of understandingwith him. "Smarter than the average ogre," she concluded.
The goblin lieutenant formed a crafty expression, toosubtle for the average ogre to fathom. "Very well, ogre.Teach her how to work the wand, if it's not a fluke." Hegave the wand to Goldy.
So the goblins figured to get the secret from her. Smashunderstood perfectly. But he smiled vacuously. "Happily,me teach she."
"Me?" Goldy asked, surprised. "Smash, you don't reallywant to—"
Smash put his huge mitt on her hand. "You have a mindof your own, chiefs daughter," he murmured. "Use it."Gently he moved her hand, making the wand ascribe theletters G G, her initials. Then he stepped back.
"I don't understand," Goldy said, gesturing with thewand.
Three goblins sailed into the air as the moving wandpointed at them.
"She's got it!" the goblin lieutenant exclaimed. "Goodenough! Give it here, girl!" He advanced on her.
Goldy pointed the wand at him and lifted it. He rose upto treetop height. "Give what where, dolt?" she inquiredsweetly.
The lieutenant scrambled with hands and feet, but
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merely made gestures in the air. "Get me down, wretch!"he screamed.
She waved the wand carelessly, causing him to careen ina high circle. "Do what, who?"
"Youll pay for this, you bi—" The goblin broke off ashe was pitched, upside down, just clear of the bog. A bluefin cut across and began circling under his nose.
"Smash," Goldy said sweetly, "why don't you and yourfriends have a good meal while I try to get the hang of thiswand? I might need some advice, to prevent me from acci-dentally hurting someone." And the goblin lieutenant spuncrazily, just missing a tree.
"Feed them! Feed them!" the goblin cried. "This crazysl—young lady goblin will be the death of me!"
"I might, at that, if I don't learn to manage this thingbetter," Goldy agreed innocently. The wand quivered inher hand, and the goblin did a bone-rattling shake in the
air, almost dropping to within reach of the slavering bluefin.
The goblins hastily brought out food. Smash stuffedhimself in excellent ogre fashion on strawberry-flavoredcavern mushrooms and curdled sea-cow milk while thegoblin girl experimented with the wand, lifting first onegoblin, then another.
"Let someone else try it!" a goblin suggested craftily.Goldy glanced at Smash, who nodded. Then she handedthe wand to the first taker.
The wand went dead again. Several goblins tried it, with-out result. It occurred to Smash that if one of them shouldhave the inititals G G, as was hardly beyond the reach ofcoincidence, the wand might work—but that never hap-pened. Probably it was not only the key, but the particularperson signing it. Another G G goblin would have to make
his own G G signature. That was a pretty sophisticatedinstrument 1
"Give me that," Goldy said, taking it back. It stillworked for her. Once the wand was keyed to a particularperson, it stayed that way. Since the goblins were illiterate,they never would catch on to the mechanism, most likely.
The meal concluded. Smash rubbed his belly and let out
a resounding belch that blew the leaves off the nearestbush.
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"Well, I can't say it hasn't been fun," Goldy said, offer-ing the wand back to Smash.
Smash refused it, wordlessly.
"You mean I can keep it?" she asked, amazed.
"Keep it," the Siren said. "I think you will have no trou-ble getting a suitable husband here now. Probably a chief.Whatever you choose."
Goldy considered, contemplating the wand. "There isthat. Power is a language we goblins understand somewhattoo well." She faced Smash again. "Ogre, I don't know whatto say. No goblin would have done this for you."
"He's no ordinary ogre," Tandy said, giving Smash'sarm a squeeze. "Keep the wand. Use it well."
"I will," Goldy agreed, and there seemed to be an un-goblinish tear in her eye. "If any of you folk ever have needof goblin assistance—"
"Just in getting out of here," Chem said. "Any informa-tion on the geography to the north would be appreciated."
Goldy gestured toward the lieutenant with the wand."Information?"
Hastily the goblins acquainted Chem with what they knewof the reaches to the north, which wasn't much.
Well fed, the party set out as dusk fell, following the bogto the river, and the river until it petered out. They campednear the firewall, snacldng on some leftover mushroom tid-bits Goldy had arranged to have packed. They would haveto cross the Region of Fire again to get where they weregoing, as the goblins had assured them that it went right upto the land of the griffins, which beasts were hostile totravelers.
"That was a generous thing you did, Smash," the Sirensaid. "You could so readily have kept the wand, especiallyafter they tried to trick you out of it and use it againstyou."
"Goldy had better use for it," Smash said. "Why shouldan ogre crave more power?"
"One thing I don't understand," John said. "You say youwere victimized by the Eye Queue vine. That makes yousmarter than an ordinary ogre, whose skull is filled withbone."
"Correct," Smash agreed uncomfortably.
"But that does not account for your generosity, does it?
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You have let the rest of us impose on you, and you didsomething really nice for Goldy, and I don't think anotherogre would, not even a smart one. Goblins are like ogres,only smaller and smarter, and they don't do anything foranybody."
Smash scratched his head. Still no fleas. "Maybe I gotconfused."
"Maybe so," the fairy replied thoughtfully. Tandy andChem and the Siren nodded, smiling with that certain fe-male knowingness that was so annoying.
Chapter 1L Heat Wave
Jmash's Eye Queue would not leave well enoughalone; that was its most annoying trait. He greeted the nextmorning with doubts. "How do we know the griffins areunfriendly?" he asked. "Can we trust the information ofthe goblins? We do know the fire is dangerous, on the other
hand."
"We certainly do!" John agreed. "My wings will nevergrow back if I keep singeing them! But griffins are prettyviolent creatures and they do eat people."
"Let's travel near the firewall," the Siren suggested."That way we can cross over and risk the fire if the grif-fins turn out to be too ferocious."
They did that. But soon the bog closed in, squeezingthem against the firewall. The colored fins paced them ea-gerly.
Chem halted. "I think we have to make a decision," she
said as she updated her map-image.
"I'll check the other side," Smash said, setting down theSiren. He stepped across the firewall.
He was at the edge of the fumaroles, amidst fresh ashes.Not far north the forest fire continued to rage. There was
no safe passage here!
He saw a shape in the ashes. Curious, he uncovered it. Itwas the burned-out remnant of a large tree trunk, stillsmoldering. The fall of ashes had smothered it before itfinished its own burning. Smash wondered when a tree ofthis size ever had a chance to grow here. Maybe it hadfallen across the firewall from the other side.
Then he bad a notion. He put his gloved hamhands on
204
Ogre, Ogra                      205
the charred log and heaved it back through the firewall.Then he stepped through himself. "A boat," he announced."A boat!" Tandy exclaimed, delighted. "Of course!"They went to work with a will, scraping out ashes andburned-out fragments and splinters. Then they launchedthe dugout craft in the muck. Smash ripped out a saplingto use as a pole so he could shove their boat forward. Heremembered traveling similarly with Prince Dor. But thiswas more challenging, because now he had responsibilityfor the party.
The colored fins crowded in as the craft slid through thebog. At length Smash became annoyed, and used the tip ofhis pole to poke at the nearest fin. There was a chomp, andthe pole abruptly shortened.
Angry, Smash reached out with a gauntleted hand andcaught hold of the offending fin. He heaved it out of thewater.
The creature turned out to be flshlike, with strongflukes and sharp teeth. "What are you?" Smash demanded,shaking it. The thing was heavy, but Smash had over halfhis ogre strength back now and was able; to control his cap-tive.
"I'm a loan shark, idiot!" the fish responded, and Smashdid not have the wit, until his Eye Queue jogged himsnidely later, to marvel that a fish spoke human language."Want to borrow anything? Prompt service, easy terms."
"Don't do it!" John cried. "You borrow from one ofthem, it'll take an arm and a leg in return. That's how theylive."
"You have already borrowed part of my pole," Smashtold the shark. "I figure you owe me. I'll take a fin and afluke."
"That's not the way it works!" the shark protested. "Noone skins sharks!"
"There is always a first time," Smash said. He had afundamental understanding of this kind of dealing. He puthis other hand on the thing's tail and began to pull.
The shark struggled and grunted, but could not free it-self. "What do you want?" it screamed."I want to get out of this bog," Smash said."I'll get you out!" The shark was quite accommodating,now that it was in a bad position. "Just let me go!"
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"Don't trust it any farther than you can throw it," John
advised.
Smash was not about to. He used one finger to poke ahole in the shark's green fin and passed Chem's ropethrough it. Then he heaved the creature forward. It landedwith a dull muddy splash before the dugout, the rope pull-ing taut. "That's as far as I can throw it," Smash said.
The shark tried to swim away, but as it moved, it hauledthe boat along behind. It was not trustworthy, but it seemedto be seaworthy. Or bogworthy.
"Now you can swim anywhere you want to, Sharky,"Smash called to it. "But I'll loose the rope only when wereach the north edge of this bog."
"Help! Help me, brothersi" the shark called to the otherfins that circled near.
"Are you helpless?" one called back. "In that case, I'll behappy to tear you apart."
"Sharks never help each other," John remarked. "That'swhy they don't rule Xanth."
"Ogres don't help each other, either," Smash said. "Thesame for most dragons." And he realized that he had suf-fered another fundamental revelation about the nature ofpower. Human beings helped each other, and thus had be-come a power in Xanth far beyond anything that could beaccounted for by their size or individual magic.
Meanwhile, the loan shark got the message. It was livingon borrowed time, unless it moved. It thrust north, and thebog fairly whizzed by. Soon they were at the north bank.
They climbed out, and Smash unthreaded the rope. Theshark vanished instantly. No one sympathized with it; ithad for once been treated as it treated others.
But now the griffins came. Probably another shark hadsnitched, so the griffins had been alert for the party's ar-rival. Since the creatures probably intended no good,Smash stepped quickly across the firewall for a peek atthat situation. He found himself in the middle of the forest
fire. No hope therel
The great bird-headed, lion-bodied creatures lined up, in-specting the motley group. The monsters were the color of
shoe polish. Then they charged.
Smash reacted automatically. He swung his pole, knock-ing the first griffin back. Then he dived across the fire-
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wall, ripped a burning sapling out of the ground, divedback, and hurled the flaming mass at the remaining grif-fins. The sapling was of firewood, which burned evenwhen green; in a moment the wing feathers of the griffinswere burning.
The monsters squawked and hurled themselves into thebog to douse the flames. The colored fins of the sharksclustered close. "You're using our muck!" a shark cried."You owe us a wing and a paw!"
The griffins did not take kindly to this solicitation. Abattle erupted. Muck, feathers, and pieces of fin flew out-ward, and the mud boiled.
Smash and the girls walked northwestward, following thecurve of the firewall, leaving the violence behind. Thelandscape was turning nicer, with occasional fruit and nuttrees, so they could feed as they traveled.
The Siren, rested by her tour in the boat and periodicdippings of her tail, found she could walk now. That light-ened Smash's burden.
There were birds here, flitting among the trees, pickingat the trunks, scratching into the ground. The farther theparty went, the more there were. Now and then, flocksdarkened the sky. Not only were they becoming more nu-merous, they were getting larger.
Then a flight of really large birds arrived—the fabulousrocs. These birds were so big they could pick up a medium-sized dragon and fly with it. Was their intent friendly orhostile?
A talking parrot dropped down. "Ho, strangers!" ithailed them "What melodies bring you to Birdland?"
Smash looked at the parrot. It was all green and red,with a downcurving beak. "We only seek to pass through,"he said. "We are going north."
"You are going west," the bird said.
So they were; the gradually curving firewall had turnedthem about They reoriented, bearing north.
"Welcome to pass through Birdland," the parrot said."There will be a twenty per cent poll tax. One of yournumber will have to stay here."
"That isn't fair!" Tandy protested. "Each of us has herown business."
"We are not concerned with fairness," the poll replied,
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while the horrendously huge rocs drifted lower, their enor-mous talons dangling. "We are concerned with need. Weneed people to cultivate our property so there will be moreseeds for us to eat. So we hold a reasonable share of thosewho pass."
"A share—for slavery?" Tandy demanded, her spunkyspirit showing again.
"Call it what you will. One of you will stay—or all willstay. The tax will be paid." And the rocs dropped loweryet. "Poll your number to determine the one."
Smash knew it would be useless to fight. He might breakthe claws of one roc, but another would carry away thegirls. The big birds had too much power. "We'll see," hesaid.
Tandy turned on him. "We'll seel You mean you'll goalong with this abomination?"
"We don't have much choice," Smash said, his EyeQueue once again dominating his better ogre nature. "We'lljust have to cross this land, then decide who will remain."
"You traitor!" Tandy flared. "You coward!"
The Siren tried to pacify her, but Tandy moved away,her face red and body stiff, and hurled an invisible tan-trum at Smash. It struck him on the chest, and its impactwas devastating. Smash staggered back, the wind knockedout of him. No wonder the goblin chief had fallen; thosetantrums were potent!
His head gradually cleared. Smash found himself sittingdown, little clouds of confusion dissipating. Tandy was be-side him, hugging him as well as she could with her smallarms. "Oh, I'm so sorry. Smash. I shouldn't have done that!I know you're only trying to be reasonable."
"Ogres aren't reasonable," he muttered.
"It's just that—one of us—how can we ever callouslythrow one to the wolves? To the birds, I mean. It just isn'tright!"
"I don't know," he said. "We'll have to work it out."
"I wish we had the wand," she said.
The Siren came to them. "We do have the Ear," shereminded them.
"There is that," Tandy agreed. "Let me hear it." Shetook the Gap Dragon's Ear and listened carefully. "Silent,"she reported.
Smash took it from her and listened. For him, too, it wassilent. Chem had no better result. "I fear it has gonedead—or we have no future," she said. "Nowhere to go."
John was the last to listen. Her face brightened. "I hearsomething!" she exclaimed. "Singing—fairies singing. Theremust be fairies nearby!"
"Well, that's what you're looking for," the Siren said."Let's see if they're within Birdland. Maybe we can getsome advice on how to proceed."
There seemed to be nothing better to do. Smash lurchedto his feet, amazed at the potency of Tandy's tantrum; hestill felt weak. An ogress could hardly have hit him harder!Yet more than that, he marveled at her quick reversal ofmood. She had been almost savagely impetuous—then hu-manly sorry. Too bad, he mused, she hadn't been bom anogress. That tantrum—it also reminded him a bit of one ofhis mother's curses.
He shook his head. Foolish fantasy was pointless. He hadto clear his reeling noggin, and get moving, and findTandy a good human-type husband so the demon wouldn'tbother her any more. Good Magician Humfrey must haveknown that there would be a suitable man for her some-where in this wilderness, a man she would never encounterunless she traveled here. Since Smash was passing this wayanyway, it had been easy enough to take her along. Thetruth was, she was nice enough company, tiny and temper-amental as she was. He had not had much company likethat before and was becoming acclimated to it. He knewthis was un-ogrish; maybe such ridiculous feelings wouldpass when he got rid of the Eye Queue curse.
They proceeded on, following John, who used the Ear toorient on the fairies. The rocs paced them; they would notbe able to depart Birdland without paying their poll toll.One body . . .
Actually, Smash might have a way around that. If hewent back into the gourd and fought the Night Stallion andlost, his soul would be forfeit pretty soon, and there wouldbe no point in proceeding north. So in that event, he mightas well stay here himself. The only problem was, howWould the others survive without him? He had no confi-dence that they were beyond the worst of the dangers ofcentral Xanth.
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As they continued, they saw more and more birds. Somewere brightly plumed, some drab; some large, some small;
some ferocious of aspect with huge and knifelike beaks,some meek with soft little feathers. There were bright blue-birds, dull blackbirds, and brightly dull spotted birds. Therewere fat round robins and thin pour-beakers.
They went on. There were ruffled grouse, angrily com-plaining about things, godwits making profane jokes, sand-pipers playing little fifes on the beach, black rails lying inparallel rows on the ground, oven birds doing the morningbaking, mourning doves sobbing uncontrollably, goshawksstaring with amazement, a crane hauling up loads ofstones, and several big old red barn owls filled with hay.Nearby were grazing cowbirds and cattle egrets, and a cat-bird was stalking a titmouse, tail swishing.
"Birds are funny folk," the Siren murmured. "I neverrealized there was so much variety."
In due course they came to the palace of the Kingbird."Better bow good and low," the parrot advised. "His High-ness the Bird of a Feather, the ruler of Xanth, First on thePecking Order, doesn't appreciate disrespect from inferi-ors."
"Ruler of Xanth!" Chem cried. "What about the cen-taurs?"
"What about King Trent?" Tandy asked.
"Who?" the parrot asked.
"The human ruler of Xanth, in Castle Roogna."
"Never heard of him. The Kinglpird governs."
Smash realized that to the birds, the bird species domi-nated Xanth. To the goblins, the goblins governed. Thesame was probably true for the dragons, griffins, flies, andother species. And who could say they were wrong? Eachspecies honored its own leaders. Smash, an ogre, was quiteready to be objective about the matter. When in Birdland,do as the birdbrains did.
He bowed to the Kingbird, as he would have done to thehuman King of Xanth. To each his own mark of honor.
The Kingbird was reading a tome titled Avion Artifactsby Omith O'Logy, and had no interest in the visitors. SoonSmash's party was on its way again.
They came to a large field filled with pretty flowers."These are our birdseed plants," the parrot explained. "We
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have wormfarms and fishfarms and funnybonefarms, andmake periodic excursions to Flyland for game, but the bulkof our food comes from fields like this. We are not apt atcultivation—birdshot doesn't seem to do well for us—so wedraw on the abilities of lesser creatures like yourselves."
Indeed, Smash saw assorted creatures toiling in the field.There were a few goblins, an elf, a brownie, a gremlin, anixie, and a sprite. They were obviously slaves, yet theyseemed cheerful and healthy enough, acclimated to theirlot.
Then Smash had a notion. "John, listen to the Earagain."
The fairy did so. "The waterfall noise almost drowns itout, but I think I hear the fairies close by." She oriented onthe sound, going in the direction it got louder, the othersfollowing. They rounded a gentle hill, descended into awaterfall-fed gully, and came across the fairies.
They were mending feathers. It seemed some of thebirds were too impatient to wait for new feathers to grow,so they had the damaged ones repaired. Only fairies coulddo such delicate work. Each had a little table with tinytools, so that the intricate work could be done. And most ofthem had damaged wings.
"The birds—" Tandy said, appalled. "They crippled thefairies so they can't fly away!"
"Not so," the parrot said. "We do not mutilate our work-ers, because then they get depressed and do a poor job.Rather, we offer sanctuary for those who are dissatisfiedelsewhere. Most of these fairies were cast out of Fairy-land."
Tandy was suspicious. She approached the nearest work-ing fairy. "Is this true?" she asked. "Do you like it here?"
The fairy was a male, finely featured in the manner ofhis kind. He paused, looking up from his feather. "Oh, it'sa living," he said. "Since I lost my wings, I couldn't makeit in Fairyland. So I have to settle for what I can get. Nomonsters attack me here, no one teases me for my winghandicap, there's plenty of food, and the work is not ar-duous. I'd rather be flying, of course—but let's be realistic.Ill never fly again."
Smash saw one fairy down the line with undamaged
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wings. "What about him?" he asked. "Why doesn't he fly
away?"
The fairy frowned. "He has a private complaint. Don't
bother him."But Smash was in pursuit of his notion. "Would it relate
to his name?"
"Look," the fairy said, "we aren't trying to aggravateyour condition, so why do you bother us? Leave him
alone."
John had caught on. "Oh, Smash—I'm afraid to ask!"
"I'm an insensitive ogre," Smash said. "I'll ask." Hetromped over to the fairy in question. "Me claim he name,"he said in his stupid fashion.
The fairy naturally assumed the ogre was as dull as hewas supposed to be. It was all right to tell secrets to stupidfolk, because they didn't know enough to laugh. "I amcalled Joan," he said. "Now go away, monster."
Smash dropped his pretense. "That must be as embar-rassing for you as intelligence is for an ogre," he said.
Joan's eyes widened and his wings trembled, causing thecloud pattern on them to roil. "Yes," he agreed.
Smash signaled to John. Diffidently, she approached."Here is the one who got your name, or one letter of it,"Smash said. "Trade him your H for his A, and both of youwill be restored."
The two fairies looked at each other. "Joan?" Johnasked. "John?" Joan asked.
"I suspect the two of you are the same age, and tookdelivery of your names by the same carrier," Smash said."Probably the Paste Orifice; it always gums things up. Youshould compare notes."
Joan reached out and took John's hand. Smash was noproper judge of fairy appearance, but it seemed to him thatJoan was quite a handsome young male of his kind, andJohn was certainly pretty, except for her lost wings. Herein Birdland that particular injury did not count for much.
The two of them seemed almost to glow as their hands
touched.
Chem and Tandy and the Siren had joined Smash."What is that?" Tandy asked. "Is something wrong?"
"No," Chem said. "I've read of this effect, but neverhoped to see it It's the glow of love at first touch."
"Then—" Smash said, in a burst of realization that hehad suppressed until this moment. "They were destined foreach other. That's why their names were confused. Tobring them eventually together."
"Yes!" the centaur agreed. "I think John—I suppose it'sJoan now—will be staying here in Birdland."
So the fairy's solution was the group's solution! One oftheir number would remain—happily. How neatly it hadworked out. But of course that was the way of destiny,which was never the coincidence it seemed.
They made their acknowledgments of parting and lefttheir fairy friend to her happy fate. The birds, satisfied, letthem go.
Their best route north, the parrot assured them, wasthrough the Water Wing. There were very few monstersthere, and the distance to the northern border of Xanth wasnot great.
They agreed to that route. They had already encounteredmore than enough monsters, and since the birds assuredthem there were no fires or earthquakes in the WaterWing, the trek should be easy enough. Besides, the Ear hadthe sound of rainfall, which suggested their immediate fu-ture.
John/Joan hurried up as they were about to cross theborder. "Here is a heat wave," she said. "My fiance had it forwhen he left Birdland, but now he won't be needing it. Justunwrap it when the time comes."
"Thank you," Smash said. He took the heat wave. Itseemed to be a wire curved in the shape of a wave, andwas sealed in a transparent envelope.
The girls hugged their friend good-bye, and Smashextended his littlest hamfinger so the fairy could shakehands with him Then they stepped across the border,braced for anything.
Anything was what they got. They were in a drench-pour. Not for nothing was this called the Water Wing bythe birds! There was ground underfoot, but it was hard tosee because of the ceaseless blast of rain.
Chem brought out her rope, and they tied themselvestogether again—centaur, Tandy, Siren, and ogre, sloshingnorth in a sloppy line. Smash had to breathe in through bis
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clenched teeth to strain, the water out. Fortunately, the wa-ter was not cold; this was a little like swimming.
After an hour, they slogged uphill. The rain thinned asthey climbed, but the air also cooled, so they did not gainmuch comfort. In due course the water turned to sleet, andthen to snow.
The poor girls were turning blue with cold. It was timefor the heat wave. Smash unwrapped the wire. Immedi-ately heat radiated out, suffusing the immediate region,bringing comfort to each of them. The fairy's present hadbeen well considered, for all that it had been an accident ofcircumstance.
Slowly the snow stopped falling, but the climb continued.This was a mountain they were on, blanketed with snow.By nightfall they still had not crested it, and had to campon the slope.
They were all hungry, and Smash was ravenous, so hegave the Siren the heat wave and headed out into the snowto forage. He found some flavored icicles in a crevice-caveand chased a snow rabbit, but couldn't catch it. So heheaded back with the icicles; they were only a token, butsomewhat better than nothing. They would have to do.
It was colder out here then he had figured. His breathfogged out before him, and the fog iced over and coatedhim, making rum a creature of ice. His feet turned numb,and his fingers, too. He hardly knew where his nosestopped and the ice began; when he snorted, icicles flewout like arrows.
Now he slowed, feeling lethargic. Wind came up, cuttinginto his flesh, buffeting him about so that he stumbled. Hedropped cumbersomely to the ground, his fall cushioned bythe snow. He intended to get up, as it was now far downhillto their camp, but it was more comfortable just to lie therefor a little longer. His Eye Queue cried warning, but aftera while that, too, faded out, and Smash slept.
He dreamed he saw Tandy's father, the soldier Crombie,whirling around in his fashion and pointing his finger. Thefinger stopped, pointing north. But what was it pointing to?Smash remembered Crombie had said Tandy would losethree things; that must be where it would happen.
Then Smash was being hauled awake. That was muchless comfortable than drifting to sleep bad been. His ex-
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tremities hurt, burning like fire and freezing like ice simul-taneously; his head felt like thawed carrion, and his bellyWas roasting as if he were mounted on a spit over a fire.He groaned horrendously, because that was what ogres didwhen roasted on a spit over a fire."He's alive!" a voice cried joyfully.As Smash recovered more fully, he learned what hadhappened. He had frozen on the slope. Alarmed at his fail-ure to return, the girls bad organized a search party andlocated him. He was as stiff as ice, because that was whathe had become. They had feared him dead, but had put theheat wave on his belly and thawed him. Ogres, it seemed,were freeze-storable.
Now that he was awake, it was time to sleep. They set-tled down around the heat wave, Tandy choosing to resther head against Smash's furry forearm. Ah, well, that washarmless, probably. "I'm glad we got you thawed,monster," she murmured. "I'm not letting you out aloneagain!"
"Ogres do get into trouble," he agreed. It was strange toimagine anyone watching out for him, and stranger yet toimagine that he might need this attention, but it seemed hedid, on occasion.
In the night there was a horrendous roar. Smash, dream-ing again—he tended to do that when asleep—thought itwas an ogress and smiled a huge grimace. But the threegirls bolted up, terrified.
"Wake up, Smash!" Tandy whispered urgently. "Amonster's coming!"
But Smash, in a dream-daze, hardly stirred. He had nofear of the most horrendous ogress.
The monster stamped near, eyes glowing, teeth gleam-ing, breath fogging out in dank, cold clouds. It was purewhite, and every hair seemed to be an icicle.
"Smash!" Tandy hissed. "It's an abom—abom—an awfulSnowman! Help!"
The Snowman looked over them, as pale as a snowstorm.It reached out to grab the nearest edible thing. The girlscowered behind Smash, who was mostly covered by a nicesnow blanket, so that little of him showed. This snow wasnot nearly as cold as that of the rest of the mountain, be-cause this was near the heat wave; he was comfortable
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enough. But it deceived the Snowman, who -caught hold ofSmash's nose and yanked.
Ouch! Suddenly Smash woke up all the way. A trulyogrish rage shook him. He reached up one huge, hairy armand grabbed the snow monster by the throat.
The Snowman was amazed. He had never encountered aworse monster than himself before. He had not known any-thing like that existed. He did not know how to deal withthis situation.
Fortunately, Smash knew how to deal with it. He stoodup, not letting go, and shook the hapless monster."Growrl" he growled, and dropped the creature on top ofthe heat wave.
There was a bubbling and hissing as the Snowman's pos-terior converted from ice to steam in one foop. The mon-ster sailed into the ah- and shot out of there like a gust froma gale. Smash didn't bother to pursue; he knew better thanto stray from the vicinity of the heat wave again. He wasno Snowmani
"It will be a long time before that creature bothers trav-elers again," Chem remarked with private satisfaction.
"Yes, we have adverse monster on our side," Tandy said,patting Smash's knee. She seemed to like the notion.
Smash was just glad he had enough of his strength backto handle such things as snow monsters. But soon he wouldhave to meet the Night Stallion and put it all on the line.He had better get the girls beyond these dangerous wilder-ness regions of Xanth first, just in case.
Once more they settled down to sleep, grouping closelyaround the heat wave. By morning it had melted themdeep into the snow, so that they were in a cylindrical well.There seemed to be no bottom to this layer of snow; wasthe whole mountain made of it? That could be, since thiswas the Water Wing, and snow was solidified water.
Smash bashed out a ramp to the surface, and the partyresumed the trek. They were all hungry now, but had to besatisfied with mouthfuls of snow.
As they entered the icy ridge of the mountain, the sunmelted the remaining clouds and bore down hard on thesnow. The snow began to melt. Smash put the heat waveback in its envelope, but soon they were sloshing throughslush anyway.
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Then the slush turned to water, and the slope became ariver flowing over ice. They tried to keep to their feet, butthe entire mountain seemed to be dissolving. The treacher-ous surface gave way beneath them and washed them allhelplessly along in the torrent.
Chem seemed to be able to handle herself satisfactorilyin the water; and, of course, the Siren assumed her mer-maid form and swam like a fish. But Tandy was in troublebecause of the sheer rush of water. She could swim wellenough in level water, but this was a cataract.
Smash tried to swim to her, but got bogged down him-self. He was not really a strong swimmer; he normallywaded or whomped through water. But right now he wasnot at full strength and had been frozen and thawed. Thiswater was becoming too deep and violent for him.
Too much indeed! Smash gulped for air—and got waterinstead. He coughed and gasped and sucked in a replace-ment lungful—only to fill up the rest of the way with wa-ter.
This was awful! He clawed at his throat, trying foolishlyto clear the water while his body struggled for air. But itwas no good. The torrent was all about him, finding excel-lent purchase against his brute body, and he could notbreathe.
The agony of suffocation became unbearable. Thensomething snapped, like the lid of his head, and half hisconsciousness departed. Smash gave himself up for lost.But it seemed to him that it had been more comfortable tobe frozen than to be drowned.
Then he was calm, accepting the inevitable. It was, afterall, halfway pleasant doing without air. Maybe this wasn'treally worse than freezing. He drifted with the slowing cur-rent, relieved, feeling like loose seaweed. How nice just tofloat forever free.
Then something was tugging fretfully at him. It was themermaid. She wrapped her arms about one of his andthreshed violently with her tail, drawing him forward. Buthis mass was too much for her. Progress slowed; she neededair herself, with all this exertion. She let him go, and Smashsank blissfully to the depths while she shot up toward thesurface.
Slowly he became aware of more tugging, this time on
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both arms. He tried to shake himself free, but his arms didnot respond. He watched himself being drawn upwardfrom the gloom to the light. There seemed to be two fig-ures drawing him, one on each arm, each with a fish-tail—but maybe he was seeing double.
Smash was not sure how long or far he was dragged;
time was compressed or dilated for him. But he becameaware that he was on a sandy beach, with a nightmaretromping her hooves on his back. He was mistaken. It wasa filly centaur; Chem was treading the water out of hisbody. The experience was almost as bad as vomiting out allthe Stallion manure, after that sequence in the gourd. Al-most.
In due course Smash recovered enough to sit up. Hecoughed another bucket or two of water out of his lungs."You rescued me," he accused the Siren.
"I tried," she said. "But you were too heavy—until Mor-ris helped."
"Morris?"
"Hi, monster!" someone called from the water.It was a triton. Now Smash understood why there hadseemed to be two merfolk hauling him along. The Sirenand Morris the Merman.
"We lost the Ear and the heat wave, but we saved you,"the Siren said. "And Chem rescued Tandy."
Now Smash saw Tandy, who was lying face-down on thesand. The centaur was now kneading her back, using handsinstead of hooves. "You breathed water, too?" Smashasked.
Tandy raised her head. "Ungh," she agreed squishily."Did you—float?"
"When I sank," he answered. "If that's what dying islike, it's not bad."
"Let's not talk about death," Chem said. "This is toonice a place for that. I'm already upset about losing theEar."
"Not more upset about that than I am with me for losingthe heat wave," the Siren said.
"Maybe you should have thrown Smash and me backand saved the magic items," Tandy said, forcing a waterysmile.
"It was fated that we lose them," Smash said, remember-
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ing his dream. "Soldier Crombie said Tandy would losethree things, and our loss is her loss."
"That's true!" Tandy agreed. "But what's the thirdthing?"
Smash shrugged. "We don't have any third thing to lose.Maybe two covers it."
"No, my father always points things out right. We've lostsomething else, I'm sure. We just don't know what it is."
"Maybe one of you should stay and look for the lostitems," the merman said. He was a sturdy male of middleage, roughly handsome. It was evident that he could notmake legs and walk on land the way the Siren could- heWas a full triton.                                  '
"Maybe one of us should," the Siren said thoughtfully.After that, it feU naturally into place. This was a pleas-ant^ region on the fringe of the Water Wing, where thedrainage from the snow mountain became a lake thatspread into the mainstream wilderness of Xanth. There wasa colony of merfolk here, mostly older, scant of maids. Itlooked very promising for the Siren.
Chapter 12. Visible Void
The three of them—Smash, Tandy, and Chem—proceeded north to the border of the Void, the last ofthe special regions of central Xanth. "There is great sig-nificance to these five elemental regions," Chem said."Historically, the five elements—Air, Earth, Fire, Water,and the Void—have always been mainstays of magic. So itis fitting that they be represented in central Xanth, and I'mextremely gratified to get them on my map."
"These have been good adventures," Smash agreed. "Butjust what is the Void? The other elements make sense, butI can't place that one."
"I don't know," the centaur admitted. "But I'm eager tofind out. I don't think this region has ever been mappedbefore by anyone."
"Now is certainly the time," Tandy said. "I hope it's notas extreme as the others were."
Chem brought out her rope. "Let's not gamble on that! Ishould have tied us when the snow mountain turned toslush, but it happened so fast—"
They linked themselves together as they approached theline. It was abrupt. On the near side the pleasant terrain ofthe merfolk's lake spread southward. On the far side wasnothing they could perceive.
"I'm the lightest," Tandy said. "I'll go first. Pull meback if I fall into a hole." She smoothed back her slightlyscorched and tangled brown hair and stepped across theformidable line.
Smash and Chem waited. The rope kept playing out,
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slowly; obviously Tandy was walking, not falling, and notin any trouble. "Is it all right, Tandy?" the centaur calledrhetorically.
There was no answer. The rope continued to move. "Canyou hear me? Please answer," Chem called, her browwrinkling.
Now the slack went taut. Chem stood her ground, refus-ing to be drawn across the line. Smash tried to peer into theVoid, but could see nothing except a vague swirl of fog,from this side.
"I think I'd better pull her back," Chem said, swishingher brown tail nervously. It, too, was somewhat bedraggledas a result of then" recent adventures. "I'm not sure any-thing is wrong; maybe she just doesn't hear me."
Chem hauled. There was resistance. She hesitated, notwanting to apply unreasonable force. "What do you think,Smash?"
Smash put his Eye Queue to work, but it seemed slug-gish this time. His logic was fuzzy, his perception confused."I don't—seem to have much of an opinion," he confessed.
She glanced back at him, surprised. "No opinion? You,with your un-ogrish intelligence? Surely you jesti"
"It best me jest," Smash agreed amicably.
She peered closely at him. "Smash—what happened toyour Eye Queue? I don't see the stigma on your head."
Smash touched the fur of his scalp. It was smooth; therewas no trace of roughness. "No on; it gone," he said.
"Oh, no! It must have been washed out when younearly drowned! That's the third thing we've lost—yourintelligence. That certainly affects Tandy's prospects here.You're back to being stupid!"
Smash was appalled. Just when he needed intelligence,he had lost it! What would he do now in a crisis?
The centaur was similarly concerned, but she had an an-swer. "We'll have to use my intelligence for us both,Smash. Are you willing to follow my lead, at least until weget through the Void?"
That seemed to make sense to Smash. "She lead, meaccede."
"I'll try to haul her back." Chem drew harder on therope, and, of course, she had the mass to do it. Suddenly it
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went slack, and the loose end of it slid back across the line.
"Oh, awful!" the centaur exclaimed, dismayed. Sheswitched her tail violently in vexation. "We've lost her!"
"Oh, awful," Smash echoed, since his originality had dis-sipated with his intellect. What had happened to Tandy?
"I think I'd better step partway across so I can lookwithout committing myself," she decided. "You stay on thisside—and don't let me cross all the way. After a minute, ifI don't back out, you haul me out, slowly. Agreed?"
"Me agree, assuredly," he said. He was furious at theEye Queue for deserting him in his hour of need. Of coursehe had intended to get rid of the curse—but not just yet.Not at the brink of the Void. Now he was liable to dosomething ogrishly idiotic, and cost his friends their lives.Even his rhyming seemed ludicrous now; what was thepoint in it? Not until the curse of the Eye Queue had de-scended on him had he appreciated how stupid a typicalogre seemed—just a hulking brute, too dull to do morethan smash things. Indeed, his very name.
The centaur poked her forepart cautiously through theborder. It disappeared into the swirl. Smash felt very muchalone, though her hindquarters remained with him. Hemarveled that a human girl as smart and pretty as Tandycould have any interest in him, even as an animal friend. Itmust have been the Eye Queue that appealed to her, theintelligence manifesting in the oddest of hosts, the sheeranomaly of the bone-headed genius. Her interest would dis-sipate the moment she discovered what had happened.That, of course, was best; it would free her full attentionfor her ideal human-type man, whoever and wherever hemight be. Yet Smash remained disquieted.
The fact was, he. realized now, the curse had had itspositive aspect. Like the curse of the moon that humanfemales labored under—one of the things that distinguishedthem from nymphs—it was awkward and inconvenient,but carried the potential for an entirely new horizon. Fe-males could regenerate their kind; the Eye Queue enabled aperson to grasp far broader aspects of reality. Now, havingexperienced such aspects, he would be returned to his for-mer ignorance.
A minute had passed and gone some distance beyond,and Chem had not backed out. In fact, she was trying to
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proceed the rest of the way across the line. Smash knew hehad to stop that; even if he was now too stupid to perceivethe danger in committing oneself to a potential course-of-no-retum, he remembered the centaur's orders. "Me takeup slack, haul she back," he said, inwardly condemning hisogrish crudity of expression. He might be stupid; did hehave to advertise it so blatantly?
That started another chain of thought. Part of thevaunted dullness of ogres was not because of the fact, butbecause they insisted on the distinguishing characteristic ofexpression. He could have said, "Because my friend thefilly centaur, a decent and intelligent person with a usefulmagic graphological talent, may be in difficulty, I am re-quired to exert myself according to her expressed wish anddraw her gently but firmly back across the demarcationbetween territories. Then we shall consider how best to pro-ceed." Instead, he had spouted the idiotic ditty in the ludi-crous manner of his kind. Surely the Eye Queue vine hadbeen as much of a curse in its untimely departure as in itsarrival!
There was resistance. Either Chem didn't want to comeback, or something was hauling her forward. Smash drewharder on the rope, but the centaur braced forward, fight-ing it. Something was definitely amiss. Even an idiot couldtell thati Smash was tempted to give one monstrous tug onthe rope and haul her back head over tail, as an ordinaryogre would, but several things restrained him. First, hermass was similar to his own; he might lose his footing andyank himself across the line, in the wrong direction. Sec-ond, the rope was bound about her humanoid waist, whichwas delicately narrow; too harsh a force could hurt her.Third, he was not at full strength, so he might not be able tomove her effectively even if properly anchored.
Then the rope went slack. Chem, too, was proceedingunfettered into the Void.
Smash dived for her disappearing rump, his ogrish ac-tion preceding his inadequate thought. He was too late. Shecrossed the line. Only her tail flicked back momentarily, asif flicking free a fly.
Smash caught the tail and worked his way along it, handover hand. Her forward impetus hauled him right up to the
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line; then he got his balance, dug -his toes in, and broughtthe centaur and himself to a halt.
Now he exerted what remained of his power and drewher back. It sufficed; slowly her rump reappeared. Whenhe got her hind legs across, he shifted his grip carefully,picked up her two feet, and wheelbarrowed her backward.She could not effectively resist, with her feet off theground.
At last he got her all the way across. She was intact.That relieved one concern. "Tell why she untie," hegrunted, not letting her go.
Chem seemed dazed, but soon reorganized herself. "It'snot what you think, Smash. It's beautiful in the Void! Allmist and fog and soft meadows, and herds of centaursgrazing—"
Smash might be stupid, but not that stupid. "She still indaze. Centaurs no graze."
Her eyes rounded, startled. "Why, that's right! Sea cowsgraze. Water-horses graze. Black sheep graze. Centaurs eatin human fashion. What am I thinking of?"
Perhaps she had seen a herd of grazing animals andjumped to a conclusion. But that was of little moment atthe moment. "That is dandy. Where is Tandy?"
"Oh, Tandy! I didn't see her." Chem was chagrined. "Icrossed the line to seek her and was so distracted by thebeauty of the region that I forgot my mission. I'm notusually that flighty!"
True enough. Chem was a filly with all four hooves onthe ground. She was less aggressive than her father Chesterand less imperious than her mother Cherie, but still hadqualities of determination and stability that were to becommended. It was entirely unlike her to act in an impetu-ous or thoughtless manner.
Now something else occurred to Smash. There were var-ious kinds of magic springs in Xanth that trapped the un-wary. Some caused a person to fall in love with the firstcreature of the opposite sex he or she saw; that was howthe species of centaur had originated. Some caused a per-son to turn into a fish. Some healed a person's woundsinstantly and cleanly, as if they had never been. Had thegroup encountered one of those before, John the Fairy
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would have been able to restore her lost wings. And somesprings caused a person to forget.
"She get wet, she forget?" he asked, wishing he couldvoice his concern more eloquently. Damn his bonehead!
"Wet?" Chem was perplexed. "Oh—you mean as in alethe-spring? No, I didn't forget in that fashion, as you cansee, and I'm sure Tandy didn't. For one thing, there was nospring nearby, certainly not within range of the rope. It'ssomething else. It's just such lovely land, so pleasant andpeaceful, I simply had to explore it. Nothing else seemedimportant, somehow. I knew that farther in there would beeven more wonder, and—" She paused. "And I justcouldn't step back. I realize that was very foolish of me.But I'm sure that place is safe. No monsters or naturalhazards, I mean."
Smash remained doubtful. Tandy was gone, and Chemhad almost been gone. It had been no simple distraction ofmind that kept her there; she had untied her safety ropeand resisted his pullback with all her might. Yet sheseemed to be in full possession of her faculties now.
Tandy must have been similarly seduced. She now waswary of the easy paths leading to tanglers and ant-lionlairs, but would not have experienced this particular in-ducement. Instead of being an easy access path to a pleas-ant retreat, this was an entire landscape that lured one in.Was that why it was called the Void—because no one everreturned from it, so that nothing was known about it?
If that were so, how could they leave Tandy to its merci-less mercy? She needed to be rescued immediatelyl
"As I see it," Chem said, "we shall have to go in andlook for Tandy and try to bring her out. We risk gettingtrapped ourselves—not, I think, by some monster, but bythe sheer delight of the region. We won't want to leave."She flicked her tail, perturbed. "I realize this is a lot to askof you now. Smash, but do you have any opinion?"
How ironic! If the curse had stayed with him just a littlelonger, he could have marshaled its formidable power andexpressed an eloquently cogent and relevant thought thatmight completely clarify their troubled course. Somethinglike: "Chem, I suggest you employ your three-dimensionalholographic map-projection to chart the Void as we explore
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it, so that not only will we be able to orient more specifi-cally on Tandy's most likely course, we shall also have nodifficulty finding our way out again." But the curse hadleft him, so that he had become too stupid to think of that,let alone express it. All that actually came out was, "Makemap, leave trap."
"Map? Trap?" she asked, her brow furrowing. "I dowant to chart the Void, as I do everything, but I don't seehow—"
Sure enough, he had not gotten through. He tried again."Find way, no stay."
"Use my magic map to find our way out?" She bright-ened. "Of course! We can't get lost if I keep it current. I'llmark a dotted line; then we can follow it back if there isany problem. That's a very good idea, Smash." She said itcomfortingly, as one would to a dull child. And, of course,intellectually, that was what he was. What he had beenwhen infected by the weed of smartness was of no presentrelevance; he had to accept the reality, depressing as it nowseemed. He was not, and never would be, inherently intelli-gent. He was, after all, an ogre.
That would definitely solve one problem, he thought.Tandy might have taken a certain girlish fancy to him—but it had been the enhancement of his intellect providedby the Eye Queue that appealed to her. Now that he wasback to normal, she would properly regard him as the ani-mal he was. That was certainly best—though, somehow, hewas too stupid to appreciate the nicety of it fully. He had,in fact, been somewhat puffed up by her attention, unde-served as it was, and had rather enjoyed her company, theflattery of her uncritical nearness. He did not relish theprospect of going his way alone again. But of course hehad no choice. An ogre went the ogre's way.
"Let's try it," Chem said, coiling her rope. "Let's keepeach other in sight, and call out any special things we see.Our object is to locate Tandy and then to bring us all outon the north side of the Void. Do you agree?"
"Good stratagem, centaur femme," he agreed inanely.
She smiled briefly, and he saw how nervous she was.She was afraid of what they were about to encounter in theVoid, pleasant though it seemed. She knew their perspec-
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fives would change the moment they crossed the line, andthat they might never return. "Wish us luck, monster."
"Luck, Chem, pro tern," he said.
They stepped across the line together.
Chem had been correct. The landscape was even,slightly sloping down ahead, with low-hanging clouds cruis-ing by. The ground was covered with lush turf that seemedinnocent and bad a fragrant odor, with pretty little flowersspeckled through it. Certainly there was no obvious danger.And that, he feared, was the most obvious danger of all.
Now Chem generated her magic map. The image ap-peared in the air by her head. But this time it expandedenormously, rapidly overlapping the terrain they stood on,so that the features of the Land of Xanth in image passedby them both. Mountains, lakes, and the Gap Chasm—apparently her map was not affected by the forget-spell onthe Gap, an item of possible significance—rushed by them.Then trees and streams became large enough to be seenindividually, and even occasional animals, frozen as re-corded yet seeming to move because of the expansion ofthe map. "Hey, it's not supposed to do that!" she protested."It's turning life-size!"
Obviously the map was careering out of control. Smashwondered why that should happen here. If only he had hisEye Queue back, he would be able to realize that this wassurely no coincidence, and that it related in some funda-mental way to the ultimate nature of the Void. He mighteven conjecture that the things of the mind, whether ani-mated in the form of a map or remaining inchoate, hadconsiderable impact on the landscape of the Void. Perhapsthe interaction between the two created a region of ani-mated imagination that could be a lot of fun, but mightalso pose considerable threats to sanity if it got out of con-trol. Perhaps no purely physical menace lurked within theVoid, but rather, the state of mental chaos that might pre-vail when no aspects of physical reality intruded upon orlimited the generation of fanciful imagery. But naturally amere stupid ogre could in no way appreciate the tiniestportion of such a complex conjecture, so Smash was obli-vious. He hoped this foolish oblivion would not have seri-ous consequences. Ignorance was not necessarily bliss, asany smart creature would know.
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Chem, confused by her map's misbehavior, turned it off.Then she tried it again, concentrating intently. This time itexpanded from its point source, then contracted to pinpointsize, gyrating wildly, until it steadied down around the sizeshe wanted it. She was learning new control, and this wasjust as well, for lack of discipline might be extraordinarilytroublesome here.
"See, there are the grazing centaurs," Chem said, point-ing ahead.
Smash looked. He saw a tribe of grazing ogres. Again, ifonly he had retained the curse of intelligence, he mighthave comprehended that another highly significant aspectof this region was manifesting. Chem perceived one non-sensical thing, and he perceived another. That suggestedthat the preconceptions of the viewer defined in large partwhat that viewer saw; there was not necessarily any objec-tive standard here. Reality, literally, was something else. Inthis case, perhaps, a herd of irrelevant creatures was graz-ing, neither centaurs nor ogres.
If this were so, he might have continued his thought,how could they be certain that anything they saw here wasnot a kind of illusion? Tandy could be lost in a world ofaltered realities and not realize it. Since Chem and Smashalso were in altered states of perception, the problem oflocating Tandy might be immensely more complicated thananticipated. But he, a dull ogre, would merely blunder on,heedless of such potential complications.
"Something funny here," Chem said. "We know cen-taurs don't graze."
"It seem a dream," Smash said, trying vainly to formu-late the concept he knew he could not master without thecurse of intellect.
"Illusion!" Chem exclaimed. "Of course! We're seeingother creatures that only look like centaurs." She wassmart, as all centaurs were; she caught on quickly.'" But she didn't have it all yet. "Me no see centaur she,"he said clumsily.
"You see something else? Not centaurs?" Again herbrow furrowed. "What do you see, Smash?"
Smash tapped his own chest.
"Oh, you see ogres. Yes, I suppose that makes sense. I
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see my kind, you see yours. But how can we see what isreally there?"
This was far too much for him to figure out. If only hehad his Eye Queue back, he might be able to formulate areversal of perspective that would cancel out the mind-generated changes and leave only the undisturbed truth.Perhaps a kind of cross-reference grid, contrasting Chem'sperceptions with his own, eliminating the differences. Shesaw centaurs, he saw ogres—obviously each saw his ownkind, so that was suspect. Both saw a number of individu-als, so there the perceptions aligned and were probably ac-curate. Both saw the creatures grazing, which suggestedthey were, in fact, grazing animals, equine, caprine, bovine,or other. Further comparison on an organized basis, per-haps mapping the distinctions on a variant of Chem'smagic map, would in due course yield a close approxima-tion of the truth, whatever it might be.
Of course, it might be that there was nothing. That eventheir points of agreement were merely common fancies, sothat the composite image would be that illusion that wasmutually compatible. It just might be, were the fundamen-tal truth penetrated, that what remained in the Void was—nothing. The absence of all physical reality. Creaturesthought, therefore they existed—yet perhaps even theirthinking was largely illusion. So maybe the thinkers them-selves did not exist—and the moment they realized this,they ceased to exist. The Void was—void.
But without his mental curse he wouldn't see any ofthat, and perhaps this was just as well. If he were going toimagine anything, he should start with the Eye Queue vine!But he would have to use it cautiously, lest the full powerof his enhanced intellect succeed only in abolishing himself.He needed to preserve the illusion of existence long enoughto rescue Tandy and get them out of the Void, so that theirseeming reality became actual. "Me need clue to find EyeQueue," he said regretfully.
Chem took him literally, which was natural enough,since she knew he now lacked the wit to speak figuratively."You think there are Eye Queue vines growing aroundhere? Maybe I can locate them on my map."
She concentrated, and the suspended map brightened.
Parts of it became greener than others. "I can't usuallyplace items I haven't actually seen," she murmured. "Butsometimes I can interpolate, extrapolate from experienceand intuition. I think there could be such vines—here." Shepointed to one spot on her map, and a marker-glow ap-peared there. "Though they may be imaginary, just ordi-nary plants that we happen to see as Eye Queues."
Smash was too stupid to appreciate the distinction. Heset off in the direction indicated by the map. The centaurfollowed, keeping the map near him so he could refer to itat need. In short order he was there—and there they were,the dangling, braided eyeball vines, each waiting to cursesome blundering creature with its intelligence and percep-tion.
He grabbed one and set it on his head. It writhed andsank in immediately. How far had he sunk, to inflict soeagerly this curse upon himself!
His intelligence expanded, much as the centaur's maphad. Now he grasped many of the same notions he hadwished to grasp before. He saw one critical flaw in thetechnique of using a cross-reference grid to establish real-ity: turned on his own present curse of intelligence, itwould probably reveal his smartness to be illusion. SinceSmash needed that intelligence to rescue Tandy, he electednot to pursue that course. It would be better to use thedevices of perspective to locate Tandy first, then exploretheir unreal mechanisms when the loss of such mechanismsno longer mattered. It would also be wise not to ponder theintricacies of his own personal existence.
What would be the best way to find her? If her foot-prints glowed, it would be easy to track her. But he wasnow far too smart to believe that anything so coincidentallyconvenient could exist.
The centaur, however, might be deceivable. "I suspectthere could be some visible evidence of the passage of out-siders," he remarked. "We carry foreign germs, alien sub-stances from other magic regions. There could be interac-tions, perhaps a small display of illumination—"
"Smash!" she exclaimed. "It worked! You're smartagain!"
"Yes, I thought it might."
"But it's illusion. The Eye Queue is only imaginary!How can it have a real effect?"
"What can affect the senses can also affect the mind,"Smash explained. She had seemed so smart a moment ago.Now, from the lofty vantage of his restored intelligence,she seemed a bit slow. Certainly it was stupid of her toattempt to explain away his mental power, for that wouldput them right back in the morass of incompetence. He hadto persuade her—before she persuaded him. "In Xanth,things are mostly what they seem to be. For example,Queen Iris's illusions of light enable her to see in the dark;
her illusion of distant vision enables her to see people whoare otherwise too far away. Here in the Void, in contrast,things are what they seem not to be. It is possible to finessethese appearances to our advantage, and to generate reali-ties that serve our interests. Do you perceive the foot-prints?"
She looked, dismayed by his confusing logic. "I—do,"she said, surprised. "Mine are disks, yours are paw-prints.Mine glow light brown, like my hide; yours glow black, likeyours." She looked up. "Am I making any sense at all?How can a print glow black?"
"What other color befits an ogre?" he asked. He did notsee the prints, but did not remark on that "Now we mustcast about for Tandy's prints." He cracked the briefestsmile. "And hope they do not wail."
"Yes, of course," she agreed. "They must originatewhere we crossed the line: that's the place to interceptthem." She started back—and paused. "That's funny."
"What's funny?" Smash was aware that the Void wastricky and potentially dangerous. If Chem began to catchon to its ultimate nature, he would have to divert her in ahurry. Their very existence could depend on it.
"I seem to be up against a wall. It's intangible, but itbalks me."
A wall. That was all right; that was a physical obstacle,not an intellectual one, therefore much less dangerous.Much better to wrestle that sort of thing. Smash moved tojoin her—and came up against the wall himself. It was in-visible, as she had suggested, but as he groped at it he be-gan to discern its rough stones. It seemed to be fashioned of
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ogre-resistant stuff, or maybe his weakened condition pre-vented him from demolishing it properly. Odd.
His Eye Queue had another thought, however. If thingsin the Void were not what they seemed to be, perhaps thiswas true of the wall. It might not exist at all; if he couldsucceed in disbelieving in it, he could walk through it. Yetif he succeeded in abolishing a wall this tangible by mentaleffort, what then of the other things of the Void, such asthe Eye Queue? He might do best not to disbelieve.
"What do you perceive?" Chem asked.
"A firm stone wall," he said, deciding. "I fear we shallfind it difficult to depart the Void." He had thought thatintellectual dissolution, or the vacating of reality, mightcause the demise of intruders into the Void; perhaps it was,after all, a more physical barrier. He would have to keephis mind open so as not to be trapped by illusions aboutthese illusions.
"There must be a way," she said with a certain falseconfidence. She suspected, as he did, that they could be inworse trouble right now than they had been when the GapDragon charged them or the volcano's lava flows beganbreaking up under them. Mental and emotional equilibriumwas as important now as physical agility had been then."Our first job is to catch up with Tandy; then we can tack-le the problem of departure."
At least she had her priorities in order. "Certainly, Wecan intercept her footprints by proceeding sidewise. Wenow have a notion why she did not return. This wall mustbe pervious from the edge of the Void, impervious from theinterior. A little like a one-way path through the forest."
"Yes. I always liked those "one-way paths. I don't likethis wall quite as well." Chem proceeded sidewise, follow-ing the wall. She did not see it or really feel it, yet it balkedher effectively. Meanwhile, Smash did not see the glowingfootprints, but knew they would lead the two of them toTandy. There seemed to be more substance to these illu-sions than was true elsewhere. The illusions of Queen Irisseemed very real, but one could walk right through them.The illusions of the Void seemed unreal, yet preventedpenetration. Would they really all dissipate at such time ashe allowed himself to fathom the real nature of the Void?
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If nothing truly existed here, how could there be a wall toblock escape? He kept skirting the dangerous thoughts!
Soon Chem spied Tandy's footprints—bright red, she an-nounced. The prints were headed north, deeper into theVoid.
They followed this new trail. Smash checked every sooften and discovered that the invisible wall paced them.Any time he tried to step south, he could not. He couldonly go north, or slide east or west. This disturbed himmore than it might have when he was ogrishly stupid. Hedid not like traveling a one-way channel; this was too muchlike the route into the lair of a hungry dragon. The mo-ment he caught up to Tandy, he would find a way to goback out of .the Void. Maybe he could break a hole in thewall with a few hard ogre blows of his fist.
Yet again his Eye Queue, slanted across with an alter-nate thought. Suppose the Void were like a big funnel, al-lowing people to slide pleasantly toward its center and bar-ring them from climbing out? Then the wall would notnecessarily be a wall at all, merely the outer rim of thatfunnel. To smash it apart could be to break up the veryground that supported them, and send them plunging in arockslide down into the deeper depth. No percentage there!
How could he arrange to escape the trap and take hisfriends with him? If no one had escaped before to givewarning, that was a bad auspice for their own chances!Well, he intended to be the first to emerge to tell the tale.
Could he locate a big bird, a roc, and get carried out byair? Smash doubted it. He distrusted air travel, having hada number of uncomfortable experiences with it, and he cer-tainly distrusted birds as big as rocs. What did rocs eat,anyway?
What else was there? Then he came up with a notion hethought would work in the Void. This would use the proper-ties of the Void against the Void itself, rather than fightingthose properties. He would try it—when the time came.
"There's something ahead," Chem said. "I don't knowwhat it is yet."
In a moment they caught up to it. It was an ogress—thebeefiest, fiercest, hairiest, ugliest monster he had ever seen,with a face so mushy it was almost sickening. Lovely!"What's another centaur doing here?" Chem asked.
234 Ogre, Ogre Ogre, Ogre 235

Instantly the Eye Queue analyzed the significance of herobservation. "That is another anonymous creature. We hadbetter proceed cautiously."
"Oh, I see what you mean! Do you think it could be amonster?" The centaur, delicately, did not voice the ob-vious fear—that the monster could have consumed Tandy.After all, it stood astride her tracks.
"Perhaps we should approach it from opposite sides,each ready to help the other in case it should attack." Hewasn't fully satisfied with this decision, but the thought ofharm to Tandy made the matter urgent.
"Yes," Chem agreed nervously. "As I become acclimatedto this region, I like it less. Maybe one of us can draw nearher and the other can hide, ready to act. We can't assume a.sleek centaur filly like that is hostile."
Nor could they afford to assume the ugly ogress was nothostile! They had to be ready for anything. "You hide; Iwill approach in friendly fashion."
The centaur proceeded quietly to the west, and in a mo-ment disappeared. Smash gave her time to get properly set-tled, then stomped gently toward the stranger. "Hoi" hecalled.
The hideous, wonderful ogress snapped about, spyinghim. "Who you?" she grunted dulcetly, her voice like thescratching of harpies' talons on dirty slate.
Smash, aware that she was not what she seemed, wascautious. Names had a certain power in Xanth, and he wasalready below strength; it was best to remain anonymous,at least until he was sure of the nature of this creature. "Iam an inquiring stranger," he replied.
She tromped right up to him and stood snout to snout, inthe delightful way of an ogress. "Me gon' stir he monster,"she husked in the fascinatingly unsubtle mode of her ap-parent kind, and she clinked him in the puss with onehairy paw.
The blow lacked physical force, but Smash did a politebackflip as if knocked heels over head. What a romanticcome-on! He remembered how his mother knocked his fa-ther about and stepped on his face, showing her intimidat-ing love. How similar this ogre-she was!
Yet his Eye Queue cautioned caution, as was its wont.This was not a real ogress; she might just be roughing him
up for a meal. She might not be nearly as friendly as sheseemed. So he did not reciprocate by smashing her vio-lently into a tree. Besides, there was no suitable tree handy.
He used un-ogrish eloquence instead. "This is a remark-ably friendly greeting for a stranger."
"No much danger," she said. "He nice stranger." Andshe gave him a friendly kick.
Smash was becoming much intrigued. He was sure thiswas no ogress, but she was one interesting person! Maybehe should hit her back. He raised his hamfist.
Then a third party appeared. This was another ogress."Don't hit her. Smash!" she cried. "I just realized—"
"Smash?" the first ogress repeated questioningly. Sheseemed amazed.
"We must all describe exactly what we see," the secondogress said. She, too, was no true ogress, for her speech didnot conform—unless she bad blundered into some EyeQueue vines—but that hardly seemed likely. "You first,Smash."
Confused by this development, he obliged. "I see two at-tractively brutal ogresses, each with a face mushier thanthe other, each hunched so that her handpaws reach almostdown to her hindpaws. One is brown, the other red."
"And I see two centaurs," the second ogress said. "Ablack stallion and a red mare."
Oho! That would be Chem, seeing her own kind. Onceshe had separated from him, her own perceptions hadtaken over, so that she saw him falsely.
"I see a handsome black human man and a pretty brownhuman girl," the first ogress said.
"Then you are Tandy!" Chem exclaimed.
"Tandy!" Smash repeated, amazed.
"Of course I'm Tandy!" Tandy agreed. "I always was.But why are you two dressed up like human people?"
"We each perceive our own kind," Chem explained."Each person instinctively generates his or her own realityfrom the Void. Come—take hands and perhaps we canbreak through to reality."
They took hands—and slowly the alternate images dissi-pated, and Smash saw Chem in her ruffled brown coat andTandy in her tattered red dress.
"You were awful handsome as a man," Tandy said
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sadly. "All garbed in black, like a dusky king, with silvergloves." Smash realized that his orange jacket had becomeso dirty it was now almost indistinguishable from his natu-ral fur. "But why did you fall down when I tried to shakeyour hand?"
The Eye Queue provided the insight to cause him em-barrassment. "I misunderstood your intent," he confessed."I thought you were being friendly."
"I was being friendly!" she exclaimed indignantly. "Youwere the first human being I was able to get close to in thisfunny place. I thought you might know some way out. Ican't seem to go back myself; I bang into an invisible hedgeor something. So I wanted to be very positive, and not scareyou away. After all you might have been lost too."
"Yes, of course," Smash agreed weakly.
"But you acted as if I'd hit you, or somethingi" she con-tinued indignantly.
"This is the way ogres show affection," Chem explained.
Tandy laughed. "Affection! That's how human beingsfight!"
Smash was silent, horribly embarrassed.
But Tandy would not let it go. "You big oaf! I'll showyou how human beings express affection!" And shegrabbed Smash's arm, pulling him toward her with smallhuman violence. Bemused, he yielded, until his head wasdown near hers.
Tandy threw her arms around his furry neck andplanted a firm, long, hot-blooded kiss on his mouth, mov-ing her lips against his.
Smash was so surprised he sat down. Tandy followedhim, still pressing close, locking his head to hers. He fellall the way back on the ground, but she stayed with him,her brown hair flopping forward to cover his wildly staringeyes as she drove home the rest of the kiss.
At last she released him, as she needed a breath. "Whatdo you think of that, ogre?"
Smash lay where she had thrown him, unable to makesense of the experience.
"He's overwhelmed," Chem said. "You gave him an aw-fully stiff dose for his first such contact."
"Well, I've wanted to do it for a long time," Tandy said."He's been too stupid to catch on."
'Tandy, he's an ogre! They don't understand humanromance. You know that."
"He's an ogre with Eye Queue. He can darned welllearn."
"I'm afraid you're being unrealistic," the centaur said,talking as if Smash were not present. Perhaps that was thecase, mentally. "You're a spunky, pretty human girl. He's ahulking jungle brute. You can't afford to get emotionallyinvolved with a creature like that. He just isn't your type."
"And just what is my type?" Tandy flared defiantly. "Adamned demon intent on rape? Smash is the nicest malecreature I've met in Xanth!"
"How many male creatures have you met in Xanth?" thecentaur inquired.
Tandy was silent. Of course her experience had beenquite limited.
Smash at last essayed a remark. "You could visit a hu-man village—"
"Shut up, ogre," Tandy snapped, "or I'll kiss you again!"
Smash shut up. She was not bluffing; she could do it.She still had her arms looped around his neck, since she layhalf astride him, holding him down, as it were.
"You have to be realistic," Chem said. "The Good Magi-cian sent you out with Smash so the ogre could protect youwhile you searched for a husband. What good will it do youto find the destined man, as John and the Siren and maybeGoldy did, if you foolishly waste your love on an inappro-priate object? You would be undermining the very thingyou seek."
"Oh, phooey!" Tandy exclaimed. "You're right, centaur,I know you're right, centaurs are always right—but oh, ithurts!" A couple of hot raindrops fell on Smash's nose,burning him with an acid other than physical. She wascrying, and he found that even more confusing than thekiss. "Ever since he rescued me from the gourd and got meback my soul—"
"I'm not denying he's a good creature," Chem said. "I'mjust saying, realistically—"
• Tandy turned ferociously on Smash. "You monster! Whycouldn't you have been a man?"
"Because I'm an ogre," he said.
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She wrenched one arm clear of him and made as if tostrike his face. But her hand did not touch him.
The Void spun about him, dimming. Smash realized shehad hit him with another tantrum. That, ironically, wasmore like ogre love. Why couldn't she have been an ogress?
An ogress. Now, his mind shaken by the doublewhammy of kiss and tantrum. Smash floated, half con-scious, and realized what he had been missing. An ogress!He, like every member of his party, could not exist alone.He needed a mate. That was what had brought bun toGood Magician Humfrey's castle. That had been his un-asked Question. How could he find his ideal mate? Hum-frey had known.
And of course there would be ogresses at the Ogre-fen-Ogre Fen. That was why the Good Magician had sent himto seek the Ancestral Ogres. He would be able to select onewho was right for him, knock her about in ogre fashion,and live in brutal happiness ever after, exactly as his par-ents had. It all did make sense.
He drifted slowly to earth as the horrendous impact ofthe tantrum eased. "Now I understand—" he began.
"I warned you, oaf," Tandy said. She leaned over andplastered another big kiss on him.
Smash was so dazed that he almost grasped the nature ofthe kiss, this time. Perhaps it was the effect of the Void,making things seem other than they were. It was as if shewere punching him in the snoot—and with that perceptionshe became much more alluring.
Then she broke, and the odd perspective ended. She be-came a girl again, all soft and pretty and nice and whollyinappropriate for romance. It was too bad.
"Oh, what's the use," Tandy said. "I'm a fool and Iknow it. Come on, people; we have to get out of thisplace."
"That may not be readily accomplished," Chem said."We can travel in deeper, or edge sideways, but we can'tback out. I'm sure it's like a whirlpool, drawing us everinward. What we shall find in the center, I hesitate to con-jecture."
"Oblivion," Tandy said tightly. She, too, had caught on.
"A maw," Smash said, climbing unsteadily to his feet.
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"This land is carnivorous. It gives us respite only because itdoesn't need to consume us instantly. It has herds of graz-ing creatures to eat first. When it gets hungry, it will takeus."
"I fear that is so," the centaur agreed. "Yet there mustbe some way for smart or creative people to escape it.There is so much illusion here, maybe we could fool it."
"So far, ifs been fooling us, not we it," Tandy said. "Un-less we can wish away that wall—"
But Smash's Eye Queue had been cogitating on thisproblem, and now it regurgitated a notion—the one he hadflirted with before. "If we could escape into another world,one with different rules—"
"Such as what?" Chem asked, interested. "Have you gotsomething on your hairy mind?"
"The hypnogourd."
"I don't like the gourd!" Tandy said instantly.
"And the fact is, even if we all entered the gourd, ourbodies would remain right here," the centaur pointed out."The gourd is a trap itself—but if we did get out of it, we'dstill be in the Void. A trap within a trap."
"But the nightmares can go anywhere," Smash said."Even to Mundania—and back."
"That's true," Tandy agreed. "They can go right throughwalls, and I think some can run on water. So I supposethey could run through the Void, and out again. They'renot ordinary mares. But they're very hard to catch andhard to ride, and the cost—" She smiled ruefully. "I hap-pen to know."
"They would help us if the Night Stallion told them to,"Smash said.
"Oh, I forgot!" Tandy exclaimed. "You still have tofight the Night Stallion! You sacrificed your soul for me—"She clouded up. "Oh, Smash, I owe you so much!"
The centaur nodded thoughtfully. "Smash placed hissoul in jeopardy for you, Tandy. I can appreciate how thatwould affect you. But I'm not sure you interpret your debtcorrectly."
"I was locked into that horror, deprived of my soul!"Tandy said. "I had no hope at all. The lights had gone outon my horizon. Then he came and fought the bones and
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smashed things about and brought out my soul, and I livedagain. I owe my everything to him. I should give back mysoul—"
"No!" Smash cried, knowing that she could endure noworse horror than the loss of her soul again. "I promised toprotect you, and I should have protected you from thegourd, instead of splashing in the lake. I'll fight thisthrough myself."
Chem shook her head. "I do see the problem—for eachof you. I wish I perceived the answers as clearly."
"I have to meet the Stallion anyway," Smash said. "Sowhen I have conquered him, I'll ask him for some mares."
"That's so crazy it just might work!" Chem said. "Butthere's one detail you may have overlooked. We have nohypnogourds here."
"We'll use your map again," he said.
The centaur considered. "I must admit it worked foryour Eye Queue replacement vine, and our situation is des-perate enough so that anything's worth trying. But—"
"Replacement?" Tandy demanded.
"Chem will explain it to you while I'm in the gourd,"Smash said. "Right now, let's use the map to locate a gourdpatch."
The centaur projected her map and settled on a likelyplace for gourds while Tandy watched skeptically. Then theparty went there, though the way took them deeper into theVoid.
And there they were—several nice fat hypnogourds withripe peepholes. Smash settled himself by the largest. "Yougirls get some rest," he advised. "This may take a while.Remember, I have to locate the Stallion first, then fighthim, then round up the mares."
Tandy grabbed his hamhand in her two delicate littlehands. "Oh, Smash—I wish I could help you, but I'm terri-fied to go into a gourd—"
"Don't go in a gourd!" Smash exclaimed. "Just stay closeso you don't get walled off from me and can't bring me outin an emergency," he said gruffly.
"I will! I will!" Tandy's eyes were tear-bright. "Oh,Smash, are you strong enough? I shouldn't have hit youwith that tantrum—•"
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"I like your tantrums. You just rest, and wait for thenightmares, by whatever route they come."
"I know I'll see nightmares," she said wanly.
Smash glanced at Chem. "Keep an eye on her," he said,disengaging his hand from Tandy's.
"I will," the centaur agreed.
Then Smash put his eye to the peephole.
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Chapter 13. Souls Alive
He found himself emerging from the cakewalkonto a vast empty stage. He landed gently. There was novomit. There was a new scene.
The floor was metal-hard and highly polished; his feetleft smudge marks where they touched. The air was half litby a glow that seemed inherent. There was nothing else.
Smash peered about. It occurred to him that if the NightStallion were here, he could spend a long time looking, asthis place seemed infinitely extensive. He had to narrow itscompass, somehow.
Well, he knew how to do that. He started tromping, un-reeling his string behind him. He would crisscross this re-gion for as long and as far as it took him.
Smash advanced. The string became a long line, disap-pearing in the distance behind. It divided the plain into two
sections.
This could take even more time than he had judged, herealized. Since the girls were waiting outside the gourd inthe Void and would not be able to go in search of food orwater, he wanted to get on with it quickly. So he neededsome way to speed things up.
He cudgeled his Eye Queue again. How could he mostefficiently locate a creature that didn't want to be located?
Answer: what about following its trail?
He applied his eye to the floor. Now that he concen-trated, he saw the hoofprints. They crossed his projectedline, coming from the right rear and proceeding to the leftfront. There would be- no problem following that!
But his curse, in its annoying fashion, caused him to
242
question the simplicity of this procedure. The hoofprintswere suspiciously convenient, crossing his line just at thepoint he thought to look, almost as if they were intended tobe seen. He knew that tracking a creature was not neces-sarily simple, even when the prints were clear. The trailcould meander aimlessly, looping about, getting lost in badterrain. It could become dangerous if the quarry knew itwas being tracked—and the Dark Horse surely did know.There could be tricks and ambushes.
No, there was no sense playing the game of the NightStallion. The trail was not to be trusted. It was somethingset up to delude an ordinary ogre. Better to force the Stal-lion to play Smash's game—and if the Horse did not knowof Smash's hidden asset of intelligence, that could be acounter ambush. A smart ogre was quite different from astupid one.
Smash stomped on, following his straight line, halvingthe territory. This should also restrict the range of the Stal-lion, since it could not go any place Smash had alreadylooked—as he understood the rules of this quest—andtherefore could not cross the line.
Yet the territory still seemed to be infinitely large. Hemight tromp forever and never come to the far side. Forthat matter, he hadn't started at the near side, either; hehad simply appeared within the range and begun there. Healso realized that halving the total territory did not neces-sarily cut the area remaining to be searched. Half of infin-ity remained infinity. Also, unless he knew which half theStallion was in, he had gained nothing; he could spend allhis time searching in the wrong half, his failure guaran-teed.
Smash pondered. His Eye Queue was really strainingnow, and probably the eyeballs of it were getting hot intheir effort to see the way through infinity. One thing hehad to say for the curse: it certainly tried to help him. Itnever really opposed its will to his own; it sought instead tocall his attention to new aspects of any situation encoun-tered, and to provide more effective ways of dealing withproblems. He had discovered how useful that was when hehad tried to function without its aid. Now he needed itagain. How could he figure out a sure, fast way to pro-ceed?
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The vine came up with a notion.                 '•
Smash put the ball of string into his mouth and bit it inhalf. He now had two balls, each smaller than the first butmagically complete. He took the first and rolled it violentlyforward.
The ball zoomed straight on, unrolling, leaving itsstraight line of string. Since it had an infinite length, itwould proceed to the infinite end of the plain. Infinitycould be compassed by infinity; even an ordinary ogremight grasp that! This process would complete the halvingof the Stalliorfs range.
Now Smash set his ear to the floor and listened. Yes—his keen ogre hearing heard a faint hoofbeat in the dis-tance, to the forward right. The Stallion was up theresomewhere, moving clear of the rolling string. Now Smashhad the creature partially located. He had done somethingunexpected, forced bis opponent to react, and gained asmall advantage.
Smash bit the remaining ball in half and shaped thehalves into new balls. He hurled one to the east, establish-ing a pie-section configuration that trapped the Stallion in-side. Then he listened again, determining in what quadrantthe creature lurked, and pitched another half-ball in acurve. This wound grandly around behind the Stallion's es-timated location, cutting off its retreat. For, though Smashhad not tromped personally wherever the string went, thestring remained his agent and surely counted. He was usinga sort of leverage, and the Horse could not cross his demar-cation, lest the animal break its own rule of being only inthe last place Smash looked.
He put his ear to the floor again. The beat of hooves hadceased. The Stallion had either gotten away or stopped run-ning. Since the former meant a loss for Smash, he did theexpedient thing and decided on the latter. He had at lastconfined his target!
Smash stomped into the string-defined quadrant. If theStallion were here, as he had to be, he would soon befound.
In due course Smash spied a blotch on the horizon. Hestomped closer, alert for some ruse. The blotch grew as heapproached it, in the manner that distant objects did, sincethey did not like to appear small from up close. It took the
form of an animal, perhaps a lion. A lion? Smash didn'twant that! He refused to have a mundane monster foistedoff on him in lieu of his object. "If it's a lion, it's a Stal-lion!" he muttered—and of course as he said it, it was true.A single, timely word could make a big difference.
It was a huge, standing, wingless horse, midnight blackof hide, with eyes that glinted black, too. This was surelythe Night Stallion—the creature he had come to settlewith, the ruler of the nightmare world.
Smash stomped to a halt before the creature. He stoodtaller than it, but the animal was more massive. "I amSmash the Ogre," he said. "Who are you?" For it was bestto be quite certain, in a case like this.
The creature merely stood there. Now Smash saw thatthere was a plaque set up at its forefeet, and the plaquesaid: TROJAN.
"Well, Trojan Horse," Smash said, "I have come to re-deem the lien on my soul."
He had expected the animal to charge and attack, but itdid not move or respond. It might as well have been astatue.
"How do I do this?" Smash demanded.
Still no response. Evidently the creature was sulking, an-gry because he had caught it.
Smash peered more closely at the Stallion. It certainlyseemed frozen! He tromped forward and put out a ham-hand to touch it.
The body was metal-cold and hard. It was indeed astatue.
Had he, after all, located the wrong thing? That wouldmean he had been deceived by a decoy and would have todo his search all over again. Smash didn't like this notion, sohe rejected it.
He looked at the floor. Behind the statue werehoofprints. The thing might be frozen now, but it had notalways been. Probably its present stasis was merely anotherdevice to interfere with Smash's quest. This was one de-vious beast!
Well, there was one way to take care of that. He stoodbefore the Stallion and hoisted a hamfist. "Deal with me,animal, or I will break you into junk."
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The midnight orbs seemed to glitter ominously. Trojandid not like being threatened!
Smash found himself alone, on a lofty, windy, rainsweptpinnacle.
He looked around. The top ledge was just about bigenough for him to stretch out on, but almost featureless.The flat, slick rock terminated abruptly at the edge, plung-ing straight down to a smashing ocean far below. Therewere no plants, no food, no structures of any kind—justthe tug of the wind and the roar of the ocean beneath.
The Night Stallion had done this, of course. It hadspelled him to this desolate confinement, getting rid ofhim. So much for fair combat.
The storm swirled closer. Storms really liked to get aperson stranded in a situation like this! A bolt of lightningcrackled down, striking the pinnacle. A section of rockpeeled off in a shower of sparks and collapsed, falling withseeming slowness to the distant water.
Smash stood at the steaming brink and watched the tinysplash. The rock had been a fair chunk, massive, yet fromthis vantage it looked like a pebble.
This was a really nice vacation spot for an ogre. But hedidn't want a vacation; he wanted to fight Trojan. Howcould he get back into the action?
Now his perch was too small to stretch out on. About aquarter of it had fallen. The wind intensified, taking holdof his fur, trying to move him off. He wanted to travel, butnot precisely this way! What kind of a splash would hemake?
Rain splatted in passing sheets, making the surface dou-bly slick. The water coursed around his feet, digging underhis caUoused toes, trying to pry him from the rock so thathe would be carried with it as it flowed over the brink in atroubled waterfall. Such a drop did not hurt water, but hisown flesh might be less fortunate.
A huge wave surged forward, below, taking dead aim atthe base of the rock column. The wave smashed in—andthe entire column trembled. More layers of stone peeledand fell. For a moment Smash thought the whole thing wascoming down, but about half of it withstood the violence
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and held its form. However, it was obvious that this perchwould not endure much longer.
Smash considered. If he stood here, the column wouldsoon collapse, dropping him into the ravenous ocean. Hewas an ogre, true, but he lacked his full strength; he wouldprobably be crushed between the tumbling rocks in the wa-ter. If he tried to climb down, much of the same thing wouldhappen; the column would collapse before he got below.Ogres were tough, but the forces of nature operating herewere overwhelming; he had no realistic chance.
He saw that the ocean waves developed only as they gotclose to the tower. His Eye Queue concluded that thismeant the water was much deeper away from this struc-ture, because deep water didn't like to rouse itself from itsstillness. That meant that region was safe to plunge into.
Good enough. He hated to leave this pleasant spire, butdiscretion urged the move. He leaped off the brink, sailingout in a clumsy swan dive toward the deep water.
Then he remembered he couldn't swim very well. In acalm lake he was all right; in a raging torrent he tended todrown.
He eyed the looming ocean, surging deep and dark. Itwas no mere torrent; it was an elemental monster. He hadno chance at all. Too bad.
He faced the horse-statue. There was no tower, noocean. It had all been a magic vision. A test, perhaps, or awarning. Obviously he had wiped out. He felt weak; hemust have lost a chunk of his soul.
But now he knew how it worked. The Night Stallion didnot fight physically; the creature simply threw turbulentvisions at him, the way Tandy threw tantrums and curse-fiends threw curses. The ocean tower had been sort of fun.So were those tantrums, he realized; when Tandy hit himwith one of them . . . But that was nothing to speculateon right now.
"Try it again, horseface!" he grunted. "I still want mysoul back."
The Stallion's dark eyes flashed malignantly.
And Smash stood in the center of a den of Mundanelions—real lions this time, not stal-lion or ant-lions. He felt
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abruptly weaker; this must be a Mundane scene, beyondthe region of magic, so that his magic strength was gone.
The lions snarled like mammalian dragons, lashed theirtufted yellow tails, and stalked him. There were six ofthem: a male, four females, and a cub. The femalesseemed to be the most aggressive. They began sniffinghim, trying to determine how dangerous he might be andhow edible.
Ordinarily, Smash would have liked nothing better thanto mix with a new crowd of monsters in sublime mayhem.Ogres lived for the joy of bloody battle. But two thingsmilitated against his natural inclination—his Eye Queueand his weakness. According to the pusillanimous counselof the first, it was best to avoid combat when the outcomewas uncertain; and according to the second, the outcomewas highly uncertain. He would do better, his cowardlyintelligence informed him, to flee immediately.
But two things were wrong with that course. There wasno place to flee to, because he was in a walled arena withwire mesh over the top, so he could not escape, and thelions had him surrounded anyway. He would have to fight,unless he could bluff them.
He tried the bluff. He raised his hamfists, though theywere unprotected by his centaur gauntlets, and belloweddefiance. This was a stance that would frighten almost anycreature of Xanth.
But the lions were not creatures of Xanth. They werefrom Missouri, Mundania. They had to be shown. Theypounced.
Ordinarily, Smash would have been able to mince themere six monsters with so many blows of fists, feet, andhead. But with his strength reduced to Mundane normal,all he could handle was one. While he was pulping thatone, the other five were chomping him.
In a moment they had bitten through the hamstring ten-dons of his arms and legs, making his hamhands and ham-feet useless. They chomped through the nerve channel ofhis neck, making his head slightly less functional than be-fore. He was now mostly helpless. He could feel, but couldnot move.
Then they gnawed at him, taking their time, one femaleon each extremity, the male clawing out his belly for the
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tasty guts. The pulped cub roused itself enough to com-mence work on Smash's nose, biting off small bites so as notto choke on its meal. It hurt horribly as the monsters chewedoff his hands and feet and delved for his kidneys, and it, wasn't much fun when the cub scooped out an eyeball, butSmash didn't scream. Noise seemed pointless at this point.Anyway, it was hard to scream properly when his tonguewas gone and his lungs were being chewed out. He knewthat when the beasts got to his vital organs, sensation wouldend, so he waited.
But the lions were sated before then, for Smash was alot of creature. They left him, delimbed and eviscerated,and piled themselves up for a family snooze. Now the fliesappeared, settling in swarms, and every bite was a new ag-ony. The sun shone down through the mesh, cooking him,blazing into his other eye, which paralysis prevented himfrom closing. Soon he was agonizingly blind. But he stillfelt the flies crawling up his nose, looking for new placesto bite and lay their maggots. It was going, he knew, to bean exceedingly long haul.
How had he gotten himself into this fix? By challengingthe Night Stallion to recover his soul and to obtain help torescue Tandy and Chem from the Void. Was it worth it?No, because he had not succeeded. Would he try it again?Yes, because he still wanted to help his friends, no matterhow much pain came.
He was back before Trojan, whole of limb and gut andeye. It had been another test case, and obviously he hadlost that one, too. He should have found some way to de-stroy the lions, instead of letting them destroy him. But itseemed he still had most of his soul, and perhaps the thirdtrial would enable him to win the rest of it back.
"I'm still game, master of nightmares," he informed thesomber statue.
Again the eyes flashed cruelly. This creature of nighthad no sympathy and no mercy!
Smash was standing at the base of a mountain of rocks."Help!" someone cried. It sounded like Tandy.How had she gotten here? Had she disobeyed his instruc-tion and entered the gourd, following his string to locate
 
250
Ogre, Ogre
Ogre, Ogre
251
him? Foolish girl! Smash looked about, but found no one.
"Help!" she cried again. "I'm under the mountain!"
Smash was horrified. He had to get her out! There wasno passage, so he started lifting and hurling away the boul-ders. He had most of his strength now, despite his priorlosses, so this was easy enough.
But there were many boulders, and somehow Tandy'svoice always came from under the highest remaining pile.Smash was making progress leveling the mountain, but stillhad far to go. He was thing.
Gradually the pile of rocks behind him loomed higherthan the pile before, but the cries continued to come frombeneath. How had she gotten herself in so deep? He nolonger had the strength to hurl the boulders away, but had tocarry them with great effort. Then he could no longer liftthem, and had to roll them.
At last the mountain had been moved, and the groundwas level. But now the voice came from deep below. Thiswas, in fact, a pit the size of an inverted mountain, filledwith more boulders—and Tandy was at the bottom.
His body was numb with fatigue. It was a labor just tomove himself now. In this respect his agony was worsethan it had been in the lions' den, for there all he had to dowas lie still and wait. Now he had to cudgel his reluctantmuscles to perform, inflicting the torture of exertion onhimself. But he kept going, for the job remained to bedone. He shoved and heaved and slowly rolled the bouldersout.
The deeper he got, the worse the chore became, for nowhe had to shove the boulders up out of the deepening pit.Still her voice cried despairingly from below. Smash stag-gered. A boulder slipped from his falling grasp and rolleddown to the lowest point. He lumbered after it, hearing herfaint sobs. She seemed to be fading as fast as he was!
But his strength had been exhausted. He could no longermove the boulder far enough, strain as he might. Stilltrying, he collapsed, and the big stone rolled over him.
Again he faced the Night Stallion, his strength miracu-lously restored. He realized that Tandy had never beenthere in the vision, only her voice, used to goad him into animpossible effort.
"I'm still going to save my soul and my friends," Smashsaid, though he dreaded whatever the Dark Horse wouldthrow at him next. Tandy might not have been literallybelow that mountain of rocks, but his success in these en-de'avors had a direct bearing on her fate, so it was the samething. "Trojan, do your worst."
The evil eyes flashed horrendously, darkening the entirearea.
Smash was in a compound with assorted other creatures.It was a miserable place, stinking of poverty, doom, anddespair. Jets of bright fire shot from cracks in the ground,preventing escape. Harpies and other carrion birds wheeledabove, watching for food.
"Slop time!" a guard called, and dumped a pail of gar-bage into the compound. A gnome, an elf, and a wyvempounced on the foul refuse. But before they got more thana few stinking scraps, the harpies swooped down in asquadron and snatched it all away, leaving only a pile ofdefecation in its place. The prisoners squabbled amongthemselves in angry frustration. Smash saw that all wereemaciated; they had not been getting enough food. Smallwonder, with those harpies hovering!
What was to be his torture this time? For Smash realizednow that these scenes were supposed to be extremely un-pleasant, even for an ogre; each was awful in a differentway. As he considered, the sun moved rapidly across thepale sky, as if time were accelerating, for normally nothingcould prevail on the sun to hurry its pace one bit. Smash'shunger accelerated, too; it took a lot of food to maintain ahealthy ogre.
"Slops!" the guard called, and dumped the pail. Therewas another scramble, but the wyvem wasn't in it. Thatnoble little dragon was now too far gone to scramble. Inany event, the harpies got most of the slop again. Smashfelt a pang; even garbage looked good now, and he hadgotten none. Of course he wouldn't touch anything a harpyhad been near, anyway; they spoiled ten times as much asthey ate, coating their discards with poisonous refuse. Har-pies were the world's dirtiest birds; in fact, real birds re-fused to associate with these witch-headed monsters.
The wyvern belched out a feeble wisp of fire and col-
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lapsed. Smash crossed over to it, moved by un-ogrish com-passion. "Anything I can do for you?" he asked. After all,
it took one monster to understand another. But the wyvemmerely expired.
Immediately the other prisoners converged, working upwhat slaver they could; dragon meat was a lot better thanstarvation. Affronted by the notion of such a fine fightinganimal being consumed so indelicately. Smash hefted a fist,ready to defend the body. But the vultures descended in aswarm, gouging the corpse to pieces from every side soswiftly that Smash could do nothing; in moments, nothingbut bones was left. His efforts, perhaps pointless from thebeginning, had been wasted. Smash returned to his place.
The sun plopped behind a distant mountain, throwing upa small shower of debris that colored the clouds briefly inthat vicinity. It really ought, he thought, to be more carefulwhere it landedl The stars blinked on, some more alertly
than others. The nocturnal heavens spun by, making shortwork of the night.
By morning Smash was ravenous. So were his survivingcompanions. They eyed one another covertly, judging whenone or the other might be unable to defend himself fromconsumption. When the guard came with the slops, thegnome stumbled forward. "FoodI Food!" he croaked.
The guard paused, eying the gnome cynically. "Are youready to pay?"
"I'll pay! I'll pay!" the gnome agreed with uncomfort-ably guilty eagerness.
The guard reached through the bars of fire and into thegnome's body. He hauled out the gnome's struggling soul,an emaciated and bedraggled thing that slowly coalescedinto a pallid sphere. The guard inspected it briefly to makecertain it was all there, then crammed it indifferently intoa dirty bag. Then he set the pail of slop down and wavedthe hovering harpies away. They screamed epithets of pro-test, but obeyed. One, however, so far lost control of herselfas to loop down close to the tantalizing garbage. Theguard's eyes glinted darkly, and the harpy screeched in    isudden terror and pumped back into the dingy sky, drop-ping several greasy feathers in her haste. Smash wonderedwhat it was that had so cowed her, for harpies had little
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respect for anything and the guard was an ordinary humanbeing, or reasonable facsimile thereof.
The gnome plunged his head into the bucket and greed-ily slurped the glop. He guzzled spoiled milk, gulped appleand onion peels, and crunched on eggshells and coffee
grounds in a paroxysm of satiation. He had his food now;
he had paid for it.
The guard turned to gaze at Smash. There was a malig-nant glitter in the man's eye. Smash realized that he was,
in fact, an aspect of the Night Stallion, on his rounds col-lecting more souls.
Now Smash understood the nature of this trial. He re-solved not to purchase his sustenance at that price. If helost his soul here, he lost it everywhere, and would not beable to help Chem and Tandy escape. But he knew thatthis would be the most difficult contest yet; each time theStallion came. Smash would be hungrier, and the pail ofslops would lure him more strongly. How could he be surehe would hold out when starvation melted his muscles anddeprived him of willpower? This was not a single effort tobe made and settled one way or the other; this was adragging-out siege against his hunger—and the hunger ofan ogre was more terrible than his strength.
The sun shoved rapidly across the welkin, looking some-what undernourished and irritated itself. It kicked innocentclouds out of the way, burning one, so that the cloud lostcontinence and watered on the ground below. It was an evil
day, and Smash's hunger intensified. He had to escape be-fore he succumbed.
He got up, dusted off his bedraggled and filthy hide,and approached the burning barrier. These jete were unlikethose of the firewall in Xanth or the jets of the Region ofFire, for they were thicker and hotter than the first and
steadier than the second. But perhaps he could cross them.Certainly he had to try.
He held his breath, closed his eyes and charged acrossthe barrier of flames. After all, he had done this in the realworld; he could survive a little additional scorching.
He felt the sudden, searing heat. His fur curled and friz-zled. This was worse than he had anticipated; his hunger-weakened body was more sensitive to pain, not less. Then
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the fire passed. He screeched to a halt on singed toes andopened his clenched eyelids.
He was in the prison chamber, the bars of flame behindhim. He had blackened stripes along his fur, and his skinsmarted—but it seemed he had gotten turned about. Whata mistake!
He turned, gulped more air, screwed his orbs shut again,and leaped through the burning bars. Again the pain flaredawfully. This time he knew he hadn't turned; he had beenin midair as he crossed the flame.
But as he unscrewed his vision, blinking away the smokefrom his own eyelashes, he found himself still in the cell.Apparently it was not all that easy to escape. He had to goby the rules of the scene.
Nevertheless, he readied himself for a third try, becausean ogre never knew when to quit. But as he oriented on thebars, he saw the guard standing just beyond them, with aglittering gaze. Suddenly he did know when to quit; heturned about and went back to his original spot in the com-pound and squatted there like a good prisoner. He didn'twant to go near the Dark Horse until this struggle wasover.
The sun plunged. Another poor creature yielded his vitalsoul to the Stallion in payment for food. Two mo're per-ished of starvation. Smash's firewounds festered,- and hisfur fell out in stripes. His belly swelled as. his limbs shri-veled. He became too weak to stand; he sat cross-legged,head hanging forward, contemplating the tendons thatshowed in high relief on his thighs where the hair hadfallen out. He did not ask for food, though he was nowbeing consumed by his own hunger. He knew the price.
Slowly, while the days and nights raced across the sky,he starved. He realized, as he sank into the final stupor,that when he died, the Stallion would have his •squl any-way. Somehow he had misplayed this one, too.
Once more he stood before-the Stallion statue. Still hehad some of his soul, and would not yield. Apparentlythere was a limit to how much of a soul could be taken 'aspenalty for each loss, and ogres were omery creatures. "I'llfight for my soul as long as any of it remains to fight for,"Smash declared. "Bring on your next horror, equine."
The eyes glinted. Then the Night Stallion moved, comingalive. "You have fought well, ogre," it said, speaking with-out difficulty through its horse's mouth. "You have wonevery challenge."
This was completely unexpected. "But I died each
' time!"
"Without ever deviating from your purpose. You weresubjected to the challenge of fear, but you evinced nofear—"
"Well, ogres don't know what that is," Smash said.
"And to the challenge of pain, but you did not capitu-late—"
"Ogres don't know how," Smash admitted."And to the challenge of fatigue—"
"How could I stop when I thought my friend wascaught?"
"And to the challenge of hunger."
"That was a bad one," Smash acknowledged. "But theprice was too high." His Eye Queue curse had made himaware of the significance of the price; otherwise he almostcertainly would have succumbed.
"And so you blundered through, allowing nothing tosway you, and thus vacated the lien on four-fifths of yoursoul. Only one more test remains—but on this one dependsall that you have gained so far. You will win your wholesoul here—or lose it."
"Send me to that test," Smash said resolutely.The Stallion's eyes flickered intensely, but the scene did
not change. "Why did you accept the lien on your soul?"
the creature asked.
Smash's Eye Queue warned him that the eye-flickermeant he had been projected to another vision and wasbeing tested. Since the scene had not changed, this must bea different sort of test from the others. Beware!
"To save the soul of my friend, whom I had promised toprotect," Smash said carefully. "I thought you knew that. Itwas your minion of the coffin who cheated her out of it."
"What kind of fool would place the welfare of another
before his own?" the Horse demanded, ignoring Smash'sremark.
Smash shrugged, embarrassed. "I never claimed to beother than a fooL Ogres are very strong .and very stupid."
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The Stallion snorted. "If you expect me to believe yourimplication, you think I'm a fool! I know most ogres arestupid, but you are not. Why is that?"
Unfortunately, ogres were not much given to lying; itwas part of their stupidity. Smash had been directly asked;
he would have to answer. "I am cursed with the EyeQueue. The vine makes me much smarter than I should beand imbues me with aspects of conscience, aesthetic aware-ness, and human sensitivity. I would, rid myself of it it Icould, but I need the intelligence in order to help myfriends."
"Fool!" the Stallion roared. "The Eye •Que'ue curse is anillusion!"                                 .'
"Everything in the gourd and in the Void is illusion ofone sort or another," Smash countered. "Much of Xanth isillusion, and perhaps Mundania, too; It might be that if wecould only see the ultimate reality, Xanth itself would notexist. But while I exist in it, or think I do, I will honor therules of illusion as I do those of reality, and draw on thepowers my illusory Eye Queue provides as I do on thosemy real ogre strength provides."
The Stallion paused. "That was not precisely what Imeant, but perhaps it is a sufficient answer. Obviouslyyour own intelligence is no illusion. But were you notaware that the effect of the Eye Queue vine is temporary?That it wears off in a few hours at most,' and in manycases provides, not true intelligence, but a vain illusion of itthat causes the recipient to make a genuine 'fool of himself,the laughingstock of all who perceive his self-delusion?"
Smash realized that the creature was indeed testing himanother way—and an intellectual test was most treacherousfor an ogre. "I was not aware of that," he admitted. "Per-haps my companions were too kind to think of me in thatway. But I believe my intelligence is real, for it has helpedme solve many problems no ordinary ogre could handle,and has broadened my horizons immeasurably. If this beillusion, it is tolerable. Certainly it lasted me many dayswithout fading. Perhaps it works better on ogres, who can _hardly be rendered more foolish than they naturally are."
"You are quite correct. You are no ordinary ogre andyou are smart enough to give me a considerable challenge.Most creatures who place their souls in peril 'do so for far
less charitable reasons. But, of course, you are only half-ogre."
Naturally the Lord of Nightmares knew all about him!Smash refused to lose his temper, for that surely was whatthe Stallion wanted. Lose temper, lose soul! "I am what Iam. An ogre."
The Stallion nodded as if discovering a weakness inSmash's armor. He was up to something; Smash could tellby the way he swished his tail in the absence of flies. "Anogre with the wit and conscience of a man. One who makesthe Eye Queue vine work beyond its capacities, and makesit work again even when the vine itself is illusory. One whomaintains a loyalty to his responsibilities and associates thatothers would fain define as entirely human."
"I also made the gourd work in the Void, when it wasillusory," Smash pointed out. "If you seek to undermine myenhanced intelligence by pointing out that it has no basis,
you must also concede that your testing of me has no ba-sis."
"That was not precisely my thrust. Similar situationsmay have differing interpretations." He snorted, clearinghis long throat. "You have mastered the four challengeswithout fault and are now entitled to assume the role ofMaster of Challenges. I shall retire from the office; youshall be the Night Ogre."
"The Night Ogre?" Smash, despite the Eye Queue, washaving trouble grasping this.
"You will send the bad images out with your nightogresses and collect the souls of those who yield them. You
will be Master of the Gourd. The powers of the night willbe yours."
"I don't want the powers of the night!" Smash protested."I just want to rescue my friends."
"With the powers of the night, you can save them," theStallion pointed out. "You will be able to direct your nightcreatures to bear them sleeping from the Void to the safetyof the ordinary Xanth jungle."
But Smash's Eye Queue, illusory though it might be, in-terfered with this promising solution. "Would I get to re-turn to the world of the day myself?"
"The Master of Night has no need to visit the day!""So you are prisoner of the night yourself," Smash said.
 
258 Ogre, Ogre
"You may capture the souls of others, but your own is hos-tage."
"I can go to the day!" the Stallion protested.
Again the Eye Queue looked' the. horse's gift in themouth. It was full of dragon's teeth. "Only if you collectenough souls to pay your way. How many does it take foran hour of day? A dozen? A hundred?"
"There is another way," the Stallion said uncomfortably.
"Surely so. If you arrange a replacement for yourself,"Smash said. "Someone steadfast enough to do the job ac-cording to the rules, no matter how unpleasant or painfulor tedious it becomes. Someone whom power does not cor-rupt."
The Dark Horse was silent.
"Why is it necessary to send bad dreams to people?"Smash asked. "Is this only a means to jog them from theirsouls?"
"It has a loftier rationale than that," the Stallion repliedsomewhat stiffly. "If no one ever suffered the pangs ofconscience or regret, evil would prosper without hindranceand eventually take over the world. Evil can be the sweetsugar of the soul, temptingly pleasant in small doses, butinevitably corrupting. The bad dreams are the realizationsof the consequence of evil, a timely warning that all think-ing creatures require. The nightmares guard constantlyagainst spiritual degradation—that same corruption youhave withstood. Take the position, ogre; you have earnedit."
"I wish I could help you," Smash said. "But my life isoutside the gourd, in the jungles of Xanth. I am a simpleforest creature. I must help my friends survive the wilder-ness in my own fashion, and not aspire to be more thanany ogre was ever destined to be."
The Stallion's eyes dimmed. "You have navigated the fi-nal challenge. You have avoided the ultimate temptation ofpower. You are free to return to Xanth with your soul in-tact. The lien is voided."
Suddenly Smash felt completely strong again, his soulrestored. "But I need help," he said. "I must borrow threeof your nightmares to carry my party out of the Void."
"Nightmares are not beasts of burden!" the Stallion pro-tested, scraping the ground with a forehoof. It seemed this
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creature, if not actually piqued by Smash's refusal to takeover the proffered office, was still less cooperative thanhe might have been. When one scorned an offer of anynature, one had to bear the penalty.
"The nightmares alone can travel anywhere, even out of-the Void," Smash said, knowing he had to find some wayto gain the assistance he needed. "Only they can help us."
"They could if they chose to," the Horse agreed. "Buttheir fee is half a soul for each person carried."
"Half my soul!" Smash exclaimed. "I don't have enoughfor three!"
"Half a sou], not necessarily your own. But it is true youdo not have enough. Nightmare rides come steep."
Smash realized that he was right back in the dilemma hethought he had escaped. He had placed his soul in jeopardyto rescue Tandy from the gourd; now he would have to doit again to rescue Tandy and Chem from the Void. But ifhe rescued both, he himself would be lost, for the EyeQueue informed him that two halves of a soul amounted tothe whole soul.
Of course, he could rescue only Tandy, the one he hadagreed to protect. But he could not see his way clear toleave Chem in the Void. She was a nice creature with aworthy mission. She did not deserve to be deserted. And hehad more or less agreed to protect her, too, when herbrother Chet had delivered her to him at the brink of theGap Chasm. "I will pay the price," he said, thinking of thegnome begging for slops.
"Do you realize that you could rescue them and retainyour soul by becoming the Master of Night?" the Stallionasked.
"I fear I must go to hell in my own fashion," Smash saidregretfully. The Horse obviously thought him a smart fool,and his Eye Queue heartily endorsed the sentiment, butsomehow his fundamental ogre nature shied away from theresponsibility for damning others. Better to be one of thedamned.
"Even in sacrifice, you are ogrishly stupid," the Stallionremarked with disgust. "You are obviously unfit for dutyhere."
"Agreed," Smash agreed."Go negotiate directly with the mares," the Horse
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snorted. "I'll have no part of this." His eyes flared withtheir black light.
Then Smash found himself on the plain of the mares.The dark herd charged toward him, circling him in mo-ments, as was their wont. Then they recognized him andhesitated.
"I need two of you to carry my friends to safety," hesaid. "I know the price."
"Naaaay!" one cried. Smash recognized her as the onehe had tried to befriend, the one who had carried Tandy tothe Good Magician's castle. That had been involuntary,without a fee—until the coffin had claimed a double feeretroactively. Obviously none of that payment had gone tothe mare; it had been a gyp deal all around. But she cer-tainly knew how to carry a person. He was sorry he hadnot been able to figure out what she wanted from Xanth.
"I must rescue Tandy and Chem," Smash said. "I willpay the fee. Who will make the deal?"
Two other mares volunteered. Smash wasn't sure whatuse they would have for the halves of his soul, but that wasnot much of his business. Maybe half souls were barteringcurrency within the gourd, accounting for status in thenightmare hierarchy. "S.O.D.," he said, cautioned by hisEye Queue. "Soul on Delivery."
They nodded, agreeing. "Can you find them?" he asked.When they nodded naaay, he realized he would have to gowith them, at least to where the girls were. "Well, we'dbetter introduce ourselves," he said. "I am Smash the Ogre.How shall I know the two of you?"
One of the two struck the ground with a forehoof. Sheleft a circular impression in the dirt, with little ridges, darkspots, and pockmarks. Smash peered at it closely, struck bya nagging familiarity. Where had he seen a configurationlike that before? Then he grasped it; this was like a map ofthe moon, with the pocks like the cheese holes. One of thedark areas was highlighted, and he saw that there was let-tering on it: MARE CRISIUM.
"So you're the mare Crisium," he said, making the' con-nection. "Mind if I call you Crisis?"
She shrugged acquiescently. Smash turned to the other."And who are you?"
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The other stomped a forehoof. Her moon-map was high-lighted in another place: MARE VAPORUM.
"And you're the mare Vaporum," he said. "I'll call youVapor."
The befriended mare now came forward, nickering, of-fering to carry him. "But I have no soul left over to payyou," he protested. "Besides, you're far too small to handlea monster like me."
She walked under him—and suddenly he found that hehad shrunk or she had grown, for now he was riding her
comfortably. It seemed nightmares had no firmly fixed
size.
"Then tell me your name, too," he said. "You are doingme an unpaid favor, and I want to know you, in case Ishould ever be able to repay it. I never did discover whatyou wanted from Xanth, you know."
She stamped her hoof. He leaned down over her shoul-der, hanging on to her slick black mane that flowed like awaterfall, until he was able to read her map. It was high-lighted at a large patch labeled: MARE IMBRIUM.
"You I will call hnbri," he decided. "Because I don'tknow what your name means."
The three mares galloped across the plain, leaving theherd behind. Little maps of the moon formed the trailwherever their feet touched. It made him hungry to think
about it. Too bad the maps weren't real, with genuine
cheese! .
Soon they passed through a greenish wall and out intothe Void. It was the rind of the gourd, Smash realized.They were large and the gourd was small—but somehow itall related. He kept trying to forget that size and masshardly mattered when magic was involved.
They looped once around—and there was the brute ogre,staring into the gourd's peephole. Until this moment,Smash had not quite realized that his body had not accom-panied him inside. He had known it, of course, but nevertruly realized it. Even his Eye Queue had never come to
grips with the seeming paradox of being in two places atthe same time.
Then he spied Tandy and Chem. They were asleep; it
was night, of course, the only time the nightmares could goabroad.
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"We'll have to wake them," Smash said, then paused."No—a person has to be asleep to ride a nightmare; I re-member now. Or disembodied, like me. I'm really asleep,too. I'll put them on you asleep." He dismounted and wentto pick Tandy up.
But his hands passed right through her. He had no phys-ical substance.
He pondered. "I'll have to wake myself up," he decided."Since my soul is forfeit anyway, I should be able to staynear the nightmares. They aren't going to depart beforethey get their payment." It was a rather painful kind ofsecurity, however.
He went to his body. What a hulking, brutish thing itwas! The black fur was shaggy in some places, unkempt inothers, and singed from his experiences with the firewall inyet others. The hamhands and hamfeet were huge andclumsy-looking. The face was simultaneously gravelly andmushy. No self-respecting creature would be attracted tothe physical appearance of an ogre—and, of course, themonster's intellect was even worse. He was doing Tandy afavor by removing himself from her picture.
"Come on, ogre, you have work to do," he grunted, put-ting out a paw to shake his shoulder. But his hand passedthrough himself, too, and the body ignored him, exactlylike the stupid thing it was.
"Enough of this nonsense, idioti" he rasped. He put ahamflnger over the peephole. He might be insubstantial inthis form, but he was visible. The finger cut oS the view.The effect was similar to the removal of the gourd.
Suddenly Smash was back in his body, awake. The phan-tom self had vanished. It existed only when he peered intothe gourd, when his mental self was apart from his physi-cal self.
The three mares stood watching him warily. Ordinarily,they would have fled the presence of a waking person, butthey realized that this was a special situation. He was aboutto become one of them.
"All right," he said quietly, so as not to wake the girls."I'll set one girl on each of you volunteers. You carry themnorth, beyond the Void, and set them down safely. Thenyou split my soul between you. Fair enough?"
The two mares nodded. Smash went to lift Chem, gently.
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She weighed as much as he, but he had his full strengthnow and could readily handle her mass. He set her on Cri-sis. Chem was bigger than the mare, but again the fit wasright, and the sleeping centaur straddled Crisis comfort-ably.
He lifted Tandy next. She was so small he could haveraised her with one finger, as he had Biythe Brassie, buthe used both hands. With infinite care he set her on Vapor.
Then he mounted his own mare, Imbri, who had comewithout the promise of payment. Again the fit was right;
anybody could ride any nightmare, if the mare permittedit. "I wish I knew what you want from Xanth," he mur-mured. Then he remembered that this was irrelevant; hewould not be returning to Xanth anyway, so could notfetch her anything.
They moved on through the Void, traveling north. Thiswas the easy part, descending into the depths of the funnel,and Smash saw that the center of the Void was a blackhole from which nothing returned, not even light. This themares skirted; there were, after all, limits.
They galloped as swiftly as thought itself, the mares asdark as the awful dreams they fostered. Smash now had afair understanding of the origin and rationale of thosedreams; he did not envy the Dark Horse his job. If it wasbad to experience the dreams, how much worse was it tomanufacture them! The Stallion had the burden of the vi-sion of evil for the whole world on his mind; no wonder hewanted to retire! What use was infinite power when itcould be used only negatively?
They climbed the far slope of the funnel, leaving thebrink of the dread black hole behind, unobstructed by theinvisible wall, in whatever manner it existed. In anothermoment they were out of the Void and into the night ofnormal Xanth.
Smash felt a horrible weight departing his shoulders. Hehad saved them; he had gotten them out of the Void atlast! How wonderful this normal Xanthian jungle seemed!He looked eagerly at it, knowing he could not stay, that hissoul was now forfeit. The mares had delivered, and it wasnow his turn. Perhaps he would be allowed to visit thisregion on occasion, in bodiless form, just to renew the264
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awareness of what he had lost, and to see how his friendswere doing.
They halted safely beyond the line. Smash dismountedand lifted Chem to the ground, where she continued sleep-ing, feet curled under her, head lolling. She was a prettycreature of her kind, not as well developed as she would beat full maturity, but with a nice coat and delicate humanfeatures. He was glad he had saved her from the Void.Someday she would browbeat some male centaur into hap-piness, exactly as her mother had done. Centaurs werestrong-willed creatures, but well worth knowing. "Farewell,friend," he murmured. "I have seen you safely through theworst of Xanth. I hope you are satisfied with your map."
Then he lifted Tandy. She was so small and delicate-seeming in her sleep! Her brown hair fell about her face indisarray, partly framing and partly concealing her features.He deeply regretted his inability to see her through her ad-venture. But he had made a commitment to the Good Ma-gician Humfrey, and he was honoring that commitment inthe only fashion he knew. He had seen Tandy through dan-ger, and trusted she could do all right now on her own. Shehad fitted a lot of practical experience into this journey!
In a moment, he knew, he would not care about her atall, for caring was impossible without a soul. But in thisinstant he did care. He remembered how she had kissedhim, and he liked the memory. Human ways were not ogreways, of course, but perhaps they had a certain meritThrough her he had gleaned some faint inkling of an alter-nate way of life, where violence was secondary to feeling.It was no life for an ogre, of course—but somehow hecould not resist returning the favor of that kiss now. Hebrought her to his face and touched her precious little lipswith his own big crude ones.
Tandy woke instantly. The two mares jumped away,afraid of being seen by a waking person not of their do-main. But they did not flee entirely, held by the incipientpromise of his soul.
"Oh, Smash!" Tandy cried. "You're back! I was so wor-ried, you stayed in the gourd so long, and Chem said shethought you weren't ready to be roused yet—"
Now he was in trouble. Yet he was obscurely glad. Itwas better to explain things to her so that she would not
think he had deserted her. "You are free of the Void,Tandy. But I must leave you."
"Oh, no. Smash!" she protested. "Don't ever leave me!"This was becoming rapidly more difficult. Separating
from her was somewhat like departing the Void—subtly' awkward. "The mares who carried you out of the Void, in
your sleep—they have to be paid."
Her brow furrowed, in the cute way it had. "Paid how?"He was afraid she wouldn't like this. But ogres weren'tmuch for prevarication, even in a good cause. "My soul."She screamed.
Chem bolted awake, snatching up the rope, and themares retreated farther, switching their tails nervously."What's the matter?"
"Smash sold his soul to free us!" Tandy cried, pointingan accusing finger at the ogre.
"He can't do that!" the centaur protested. "He went tothe gourd to win back his soul!"
"It was the only way," Smash said. He gestured to thetwo mares. "I think it is time." He looked behind him, lo-cating Imbri. "And if you will kindly carry my body back
into the Void afterward, so it won't get in anyone's way outhere—"
The three mares came forward. Tandy screamed againand threw her arms about Smash's neck. "No! No! Takemy soul instead!"
The mares paused, uncertain of the proprieties. Theymeant no harm; they were only doing their job.
Tandy disengaged herself and dropped to the ground.Her dander was up. "My soul's almost as good as his, isn'tit?" she said to the mares. "Take it and let him go." Sheadvanced on Crisis. "I can't let him be taken. I love him!"
She surely did, for this was the most extreme sacrificeshe could make. She was deathly afraid of the interior ofthe gourd. Smash understood this perfectly; that was whyhe couldn't let her go there. But if she refused to let himgo in peace, what was he to do?
Chem interceded. "Just exactly what was the deal youmade, Smash?"
"Half my soul for each person carried from the Void.""But three were carried, weren't they?" the centaur
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asked, her fine human mind percolating as the fog of sleepdissipated. "That would mean one and a half souls."
"I am returning with the mares," Smash said. "I don'tcount. Imbri carried me as a favor; she's the one who car-ried Tandy to the Good Magician's castle a year ago. She'sa good creature."
"I know she is!" Tandy agreed. "But—"
"Imbri?" Chem asked. "Is that an equine name?"
"Mare Imbrium," he clarified. "The nightmares comeout only at night, so they never see the sun. They identifywith places on the moon."
"Mare Imbrium," she repeated. "The Sea of Rains.Surely the raining of our tears."
So that was what the name meant; the education of thecentaur had clarified it. Certainly it was appropriate! Imbriwas reigning over, or reining in, the rain of tears. But itcould be said in her favor that she had not done anythingto cause those tears. She had charged no soul.
"Not my tears!" Tandy protested tearfully. "Smash, Iwon't let you go!"
"I have to go," Smash said gently. "Ogres aren't verypretty and they aren't very smart, but they do do what theyagree to do. I agreed to see the two of you safely throughthe hazards of Xanth, and I agreed to parcel my soul be-tween the two mares who delivered you from the Void."
"You have no right to sacrifice yourself again for us!"Chem cried. "Anyway, it won't work; we'll perish alone inthe wilderness of northern Xanth."
"Well, it seemed better to get you to Xanth instead ofthe Void," Smash said awkwardly. Somehow the right hethought he was doing seemed less right, now. "Near theedge of Xanth the magic begins to fade, so it's less danger-ous."
"Ha!" Tandy exclaimed. "I've heard the Mundane mon-sters are worse than the Xanth ones!"
"It may be less dangerous only if you accompany us,"Chem said. She considered briefly. "But a deal's a deal;
the mares must be paid."
"I'll pay them!" Tandy offered.
"No!" Smash cried. "The gourd is not for the like ofyou! It is better for the like of me."
"I don't think so," Chem said. "We have all had enough
of the gourd, regardless of whether we've been inside it.But there are three of us. We can pay the mares and retainhalf a soul each. Three fares, so Smash can be free, too.""But neither of you has to give any part of her soul forme!" Smash objected.
"You were doing it for us," the centaur said. "We canget along on half souls if we're careful. I understand theyregenerate in time."
"Yes," Tandy said, grasping this notion as if being savedfrom drowning. "Each person can pay her own way." Sheturned to the nearest mare, who happened to be Crisis."Take half my soul," she said.
Chem faced the second, Imbri. "Take half of mine."
The mare of Rains hesitated, for she had not expected tobe rewarded, and she had not carried Chem.
"Take it!" the centaur insisted.
The mares, glad to have the matter resolved, gallopedpast their respective donors. Smash saw two souls attenuatebetween girls and mares; then each one tore in half, andthe mares were gone.
Smash was left standing by the third mare. Vapor. Herealized that he could not do less—and of course Vaporwas supposed to have a half soul. In fact, she had beenpromised half of his. Now she would get it, though she hadnot carried him. "Take half of mine," he said.
Vapor charged him. There was a wrenching and tearing;
then he stood reeling. Something awfully precious had beentaken from him—but not all of it.
Then he saw the two girls standing similarly bemused,and he knew that something even more precious had beensalvaged.
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In the morning they woke, having suffered nobad dreams. The nightmares were not about to venturenear them now, for that might give them the opportunity tochange their minds about their souls. Also, what dreamscould they be served, worse than what they had alreadyexperienced?
Xanth was lovely. The green trees glistened in the fadingdew, and flowers opened. White clouds formed lazy pat-terns around the sun, daring it to bum them off, but itignored their taunts. The air was fragrant. Mainly, it was ajoy to be alive and free. Much more joy than it had beenbefore Smash discovered that such things were by nomeans guaranteed. He had died in a great dark ocean, un-der the teeth of lions, under a rock he was too fatigued tomove, and of starvation in prison. He had won back his  |soul, then given it up again. Now he was here with half his  Isoul and he really appreciated what he had.                 |
For some time they compared notes, each person need-ing reassurance because of the lingering ache of separatedsouls. But gradually they acclimated, finding that half asoul was indeed much better than none.
Smash tested his strength—and found it at half-level. Hehad to use both hands instead of one to crush a rock tosand. Until the other half of his soul regenerated, he wouldbe only half an ogre in that respect. But this, too, seemed areasonable price to pay for his freedom.
"I think it is time for me to go my own way," Chem saidat last. "I think I have had about as much of this sort ofadventure as I can handle. I have it all mapped; my survey
268
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is done. Now I need to organize the data and try to makesense of it."
"Magic doesn't have to make sense," Smash said rhetori-cally.
"But where will you go?" Tandy asked.
The centaur filly generated her map, with all of north-ern Xanth clearly laid out, their travel route neatly markedin a dotted line. "It is safe for my kind around the fringesof Xanth," she said. "Centaurs have traded all along thecoasts. I'll trot west to the isthmus, then south to CastleRoogna. I'll have no trouble at all." Her projected routedotted its way down the length of northern Xanth confi-dently. She seemed to have forgotten her protestation oflast night about how they would perish without Smash'sprotection, and Smash did not remind her of it. Obviouslyit had been his welfare, not her own, she had been con-cerned with.
"I suppose that's best," Tandy said reluctantly. "I reallyliked the company of all you other creatures, but your mis-sions are not my mission. Just remember, you're not asstrong as you should be."
"That's one reason I want to get on home," Chem said."I'd recommend the same for both of you, but I knowyour destiny differs from mine. You have to go on to theOgre-fen-Ogre Fen, Smash, and take what you find there,though I personally feel that's a mistake."
"Me make mistake?" Smash asked. The things of theVoid had faded in the night, since they had left it, and nowhe found it easier to revert to his normal mode of speech.There was no hypnogourd and no Eye Queue vine, so hewas not smart any more.
"Smash, you're half human," Chem said. "If you wouldonly give your human side a chance—"
"Me no man, me ogre clan," he said firmly. That faithhad brought him through the horrors of the gourd.
She sighed. "So you must be what you must be, and dowhat you must do. Tandy—" Chem shook her head. "Ican't advise you. I hope you get what you want, somehow."
The two girls embraced tearfully. Then the centaur trot-ted away to the west, her pretty brown tail flying at half-mast as if reflecting the depressed state of her soul.
"I'm as foolish as you are," Tandy said, drying her eyes,
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so that the blue emerged again like little patches of sky."Let's get on to the Fen before night, Smash."
They moved on. Smash, now so near his destination,found himself strangely uneasy. The Good Magician hadtold him he would find what he needed among the Ances-tral Ogres; Humfrey had not said what that would be, orwhether Smash would like it.
Suppose he didn't like what he needed? Suppose hehated it? Suppose it meant the denial of all that he hadexperienced on this journey with the seven girls? The EyeQueue had been a curse, and surely he was well rid ofit—yet there had been a certain covert satisfaction in ex-pressing himself as lucidly as any human being could. Fa-cility of expression was power, too, just as was strength ofmuscle. The gourd had been a horror—yet that, too, hadhad its fine moments of exhilarating violence and deep rev-elation. These things were, of course, peripheral, no con-cern of a true ogre—but he had felt something fundamen-tally good in them.
He struggled through his annoying stupidity as hetromped on toward the Ogre Fen. Exactly what had madehis journey so rewarding, despite its nuisances and prob-lems? Not the violence, for he could have that any time bychallenging stray dragons. Not the intelligence, for that wasno part of an ogre's heritage. Not the exploration of thecentral mysteries of Xanth, for ogres were not very curiousabout geography. What, then?
As the day faded and the sun hurried down to the hori-zon so as not to be caught by night. Smash finally brokethrough to a conclusion. It wasn't a very original one, forogres weren't very original creatures, but it would do. Hehad valued the camaraderie. The seven girls had neededhim, and had treated him like a person. His long associa-tion with the human beings and centaurs of Castle Roognahad acclimated him to company, but this time he had hadthe wit to appreciate it more fully, because of the EyeQueue curse. Now he was cursed with the memory of whatcould not be again. Camaraderie was not the ogre way.
At dusk they reached the dismal fringe of the Ogre-fen-Ogre Fen. The swampy marsh stretched out to the east andnorth as far as the eyeball could peer, riddled with green
gators and brown possums and other half-fanciful denizens.Were the Ancestral Ogres also here?
"Look!" Tandy cried, pointing.
Smash looked. There were three ironwood trees braidedtogether. That was a sure signal of the presence of ogres,since no other creature could do such a thing.
"I guess you'll get what you want tomorrow," Tandysaid. "You'll meet your tribe." She seemed sad.
"Yes, me agree," he said, somehow not as overjoyed ashe thought he should be. His mission was about to termi-nate; that was what he wanted, wasn't it?
He twisted a coppertree into the semblance of a shelterfor her and spread a large leaf from a table tree over it. Inthe heyday of his strength he could have done better, butthis would have to do for tonight. But it didn't matter;
Tandy didn't use it. She curled up against his furry shoul-der and slept.
What was her destiny? he wondered before he crashedinto his own heavy slumber. He now understood that shewas looking for a human husband and was destined to findone on this journey—but time was running out for her, too.He hoped whoever she found would be a good man whowould appreciate her spunky qualities and not be botheredby her tantrum-talent. Smash himself rather liked her tan-trums; they were a little like ogre love taps. Perhaps hisfirst inkling of liking for her had been when she threw atantrum at him. She wasn't really a bad-tempered girl; shejust tended to get overly excited under extreme stress.There had been some of that on this journey!
Too bad, he thought again, that she couldn't have beenan ogress. But, of course, ogresses didn't have magic trickslike tantrums, or cute little ways of expressing them-selves—like kissing.
He shook his head. He was getting un-ogrishly maudlin 1What could an ogre know of the refined raptures of humanlove? Of the caring that went beyond the hungers of themoment? Of the joy and sacrifice of helping the loved oneregardless of the cost to oneself? Certainly not himself!
Yet there was something about this foolish, passionate,determined girl-human creature. She was so small she washardly a good morsel for a meal, yet she was precious be-
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yond the comprehension of his dim ogre wit. She had showncunning and courage in catching and riding a nightmare toescape her amorous demon, and other excellent qualities had.manifested since. He would miss her when she found herproper situation and left him, as had the other girls.
He thought to kiss her again, but the last time he hadtried that, she had awakened instantly and things had got-ten complicated. He wanted her to complete her sleep inpeace this time, so he desisted. He had no business kissinga human girl anyway—or kissing anything, for that matter.
A 'drop of rain spattered on her forehead. No, not rain,for the night was calm and the nightmare of Rains wasnowhere near. It was a tear, similar to the ones she haddropped on him when she had so angrily demonstrated howhuman beings expressed affection. A tear from his owneye. And this was strange, because no true ogre cried. Per-haps it was her own tear, recycled through his system, re-turning to her.
Carefully he wiped away the moisture with a hamfinger.He had no right to soil her pretty little brow with suchcontamination. She deserved much better. Better than anogre.
The tromp of enormous, clumsy feet woke them in themorning. The ogres were coming!
Hastily Smash and Tandy got up. Smash felt a smidgenstronger; perhaps his soul had grown back a little while heslept. But he was nowhere near full strength yet. Knowingthe nature of his kind, he worried some about that.
The Ogres of the Fen arrived. Small creatures scurriedfor cover, and trees angled their leaves away. No onewanted trouble with ogres! There were eight of them—three brutish males and five females.
Smash gazed at the ogresses in 'dim wonder. Two weregrizzled old crones, one was a stout cub, and two were ma-ture creatures of his own generation. Huge and shaggy.with muddy fur, reeking of sweat, and with faces whosesmiles would stun zombies and whose frowns would bumwood, they were the most repulsive brutes imaginable.Smash was entranced.
"Who he?" the biggest of the males demanded. His voicewas mainly a growl, unintelligible to ordinary folk; Smash
could understand him because he was another ogre. Smashhimself was unusual in that he could speak comprehensi-bly; most ogres could communicate verbally only with otherogres,
Suddenly Smash was fed up with the rhyming conven-tion. What good was it, when no one who counted couldunderstand it anyway? "I am Smash, son of Crunch. Icome to seek my satisfaction among the Ancestral Ogres,as it is destined."
"Half-breed!" the other ogre exclaimed. "No need!" ForSmash's ability to talk unrhymed betrayed his mixed par-entage.
Smash had never liked being called a half-breed, but hecould not honestly refute it. "My mother is a curse-fiend,"he admitted. "But my father is an ogre, and so am I."
One of the crones spoke up, wise beyond her years."Curse-fien", human bein'," she croaked."Half man!" the big male ogre grunted. "We ban!""Might fight," the child ogress said, eyes lighting.It was true. An ogre could establish his place in a tribe byfighting for it. The male grunted eagerly. "He, me!" Henaturally wanted to be the first to chastise the presump-tuous half-breed.
"What are they saying?" Tandy asked, alarmed by theincreasingly aggressive stances of the Fen Ogres.
It occurred to Smash that she would not approve of aphysical fight. "They merely seek some ogre fun," he ex-plained, not telling her that this was apt to be roughly simi-lar to the fun the lions of the den had had with him. "Funin the Fen."
She was not fooled. "What ogres call fun, I call may-hem! Smash, you can't afford any trouble; you're only athalf-strength."
There was that. Fighting was fun, but getting beaten to apulp was not as much fun as winning. If anything hap-pened to him here, Tandy would be in trouble, for theseogres were not halfway civilized, as Smash himself was. Itwas galling, but he would have to pass up this opportunity."No comment," he said.
The ogres goggled incredulously. "Not hot?" the male
ogre demanded, his hamfists shuddering with eagerness topulverize.
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Smash turned away. "I think what I want is elsewhereafter all," he told Tandy. "Let's get away from here." Hetried to keep the urgency suppressed; this could get diffi-cult in a moment. At least he was not caged in, the way hehad been with the lions.
The male made a huge jump, landing directly beforeSmash. He poked a hamfinger at Smash's soiled orangecentaur jacket. "What got?" he demanded. This was notcuriosity but insult; any creature in clothing was consideredeffete, too weak to survive in the jungle.
Smash raged inwardly at the implication, but had toavoid trouble. He stepped around the ogre and went onnorth, toward the Fen.
But again the male leaped in front of him. He pointed atSmash's steel gauntlets, making a crudely elaborate gestureof pulling dainty feminine gloves on his own hairy meathooks. The humor of ogres was necessarily crude, but itwas effective on its level. Smash paused.
"Me swat he snot!" the ogre chortled, aiming a wood-sundering blow at Smash's head. Smash lifted a gleamingfist of his own, defensively.
"No!" Tandy screamed.
Again Smash had to avoid conflict. He ducked underthe blow in a gesture that completely surprised the ogreand continued north, inwardly seething. It simply wasn't anogre's way to accept such taunts and duck away from afight.
Now one of the mature females barred his way. Her hairwas like the tentacular mass of a quarrelsome tangle treethat had just lost a battle with a giant spider web. Her facemade the bubbling mud of the Fen seem like a clear mir-ror. Her limbs were so gnarled she might readily pass for adead shagtree riddled by the droppings of a flock of har-pies with indigestion. Smash had never before encounteredsuch a luscious mass of flesh.
"He cute, cheroot," she said.
That was a considerable come-on for an ogress. Sincethere were more females than males in this tribe, there wasobviously a place for Smash here, if he wanted it. GoodMagician Humfrey had evidently known this, and knownthat Smash needed to settle down with a good female of hisown kind. What the aging Magician had overlooked was
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the fact that Smash would arrive at half-strength, and thatTandy would not yet have found her own situation. ThusSmash could not afford to accept the offer, howevergrossly tempting it might be, because he could not fightwell and could not afford to leave Tandy to the ogres' mer-' cies. For a female went only to the winner of a fight be-tween males. So once again he avoided interaction and con-tinued on. north.
Then the male ogre bad an inspiration of genius for hiskind. "Me eat complete," he said, and grabbed for Tandy.
Smash's gauntleted fist shot forward and up, catchingthe ogre smack in the snoot. The gauntlet made Smash'sfist harder than otherwise and increased the effect of itsimpact. The creature rocked back, spitting out a yellowtooth. "Delight!" he cried. "He fight!"
"No!" Tandy yelled again, despairingly. She knew aswell as Smash did that it was too late. Smash had struckthe ogre, and that committed him.
Quickly the other ogres circled him. Tandy scooted to abeerbarrel tree, getting out of the way.
Smash had never before fought another ogre and wasn'tquite sure how to proceed. Were there conventions? Didthey take turns striking each other? Was anything barred?
The ogre gave him no chance to consider. He charged,his right fist swinging in a windmill motion, back and upand forward and down, aimed for Smash's head. Smashwished he had the Eye Queue so that he could analyze themeaning of this approach. But dull as he was now, he sim-ply had to asisume that it meant anything went.
Smash dodged, ducked down, caught the ogre's feet, andjerked them up to head height. Naturally the ogre flippedback, his head smacking into the ground with a hollowboom like thunder, denting a hole and shaking the bushesin the neighborhood. The watching ogres nodded; it was agood enough counter, starting things off. But Smash knewthat he had substituted guile for force, to a certain extent,finding a maneuver that did not require his full strength;
he could not proceed indefinitely this way.
The ogre bounced off his head, somersaulted backward,and twisted to his big, flat feet He roared a roar thatspooked a flock of buzzards from a buzzard bush and sentlow clouds scudding hastily away. He charged forward
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again, grabbing for Smash with both heavy arms. ButSmash knew better than to wait for an ogre hug. His or-ange jacket would protect him from most of its crushingforce, but he would not be able to initiate much himself.He jumped high, stomping gently on the ogre's ugly headin passing.
The stomp drove the ogre a small distance into theground. It was the first motion of the figure called the Nail.The ogre had to extricate his feet one by one, leaving deepprints. Now he was really angry. He turned, fists swinging.
Smash parried with one arm, using a technique he hadpicked up at Castle Roogna, then sent his gauntleted fistsmashing into the ogre's gross mid-gut. It was like hittingwell-seasoned ironwood, in both places; his parrying armwas bruised, and his striking fist felt as if it had beenclubbed. This ogre was stupid, so that his ploys were ob-vious and easily avoided, but he was also tough. Smash hadheld his own so far only because he was less stupid and hadthe protection of his centaur clothing. If jacket and gaunt-lets failed him—
The ogre caught Smash's parrying arm in a grip of ironor steel and hauled him forward. Smash parried again byplacing his free fist against the ogre's snoot and shoving.But he quickly became aware of his liability of half-strength; the other ogre could readily outmuscle him.
Worse, the ogre also became aware of this. "Freakweak," he grunted, and lifted Smash into the air. Smashtwisted trying to free himself, but could not. Now he was infor it!
The ogre jammed him down on his feet, so hard it wasSmash's turn to sink into the ground. He shot a terriblepunch at Smash's chest—but now the jacket did protectSmash from most of the effect. Centaur clothing was de-signed to be impervious to all stones, arrows, pikes, teeth,claws, and other weapons; an ogre's fist was, of course,more than it was designed to withstand, but the jacket wasmuch better than nothing. Meanwhile, Smash counteredwith another strike to the ogre's face, beautifying it byknocking out another tooth. He had good defense and goodoffense, thanks to "the centaurs—but otherwise he re-mained treacherously weak.
The ogre windmilled his fist again, this time holding
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Smash in place so that he could not escape the blow. Thefist sledgehammered down on the top of his head, drivingSmash another notch lower. He tried to parry but couldnot; the ogre countered his counter. Another hammer blowlanded on his noggin, driving him down yet more. This wasthe Nail again—and this time Smash was the Nail.
"Don't hurt him!" Tandy screamed, coming down fromher tree. "Eat me if you must, but let Smash be!"
"No!" Smash cried, knee-deep in the ground. "Run,Tandy! Ogres don't honor deals about food!""You mean he'll destroy you anyway, after—?""Yes! Flee while you can, while they're watching me!""I can't do that!" she protested. Then she screamed, forthe child ogress, larger than Tandy, had pounced on her.
Tandy threw a tantrum. Once more her eyes swelled up,her face turned purple, and her hair stood out from herhead. The tantrum struck the little ogre, who fell, senseless,to the ground. Tandy retreated to her tree, for it took her
some time to recharge a tantrum. She was now as helplessas Smash.
The ogre had paused, watching this byplay. The typicalogre was too stupid to pay attention to two things at once;
he could not watch Tandy while pounding Smash. Smash,similarly, had been too dull to try to extricate himself whilewatching Tandy, so had not taken advantage of his oppor-tunity. Now the ogre resumed his effort, completing thefigure of the Nail. Smash had somehow left his arms by hissides, and now they, too, were caught in the ground,pinned. He knew he would never have allowed himself toget into this situation if he had retained his Eye Queue!Almost any fool would have known better.
Knocks on the head were not ordinarily harmful toogres, because there was very little of importance in anogre skull except bone. But the repeated impacts did serveto jog loose a few stray thoughts, flighty fancies not nor-mally discovered in such territory. Why had Tandy tried sofoolishly to help him? It would have made far more sensefor her to flee, and she was smart enough to have seenthat. Of course her loyalty was commendable—but waslargely wasted on an ogre. As it was, both would perish.How did that jibe with the Good Magician's Answers? Twopeople dead . . .
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One answer was that the Magician had grown too old topractice magic any more, had lost his accuracy of proph-ecy, and had unwittingly sent them both to their doom. Itwas also possible that the Magician was aware of his inade-quacy and had sent them to the wilds of interior Xanth inorder to avoid giving real Answers. He could have sus-pected, in his cunning senility, that they would never re-turn to charge rum with malpractice.
No, Smash remained unwilling to believe that of Hum-frey. The man might be old, but the Gorgon had invigo-rated him somewhat, and he still might know what he wasdoing. Smash hoped so.
Soon the ogre had him waist-deep in the ground, andSmash could not retaliate. He lacked the strength. Yet if hehad not yielded up half his soul, someone would have hadto remain in the Void, and that might not have been muchof an improvement over the present situation.
Still the blows descended, until he was chest-deep, andfinally neck-deep. Then the ogre began to tire. Instead ofusing his fist, he gave his big homy feet a turn. Hestomped on Smash's head until it, too, was buried in thepacked dirt.
The figure of the Nail was complete. Smash had beendriven, like a stake, full-length into the ground. He washelpless.
Satisfied with his victory, the ogre stomped toward thebeerbarrel tree where Tandy hid. Smash heard her screamin terror; then he heard a fist crash into the trunk of thetree. He heard beer swish out from the punctured barreland smelled its fumes as it coursed across the ground to-ward him. He was in a dent in the ground formed by theogre's pounding; he would soon be drowned in beer, if hedidn't manage to drink it all, and Tandy would be dippedin beer and eaten by the victor.
Then he heard the patter of Tandy's feet coming towardhim. She was still being foolish; she would be much easierto catch here. The earth about his face became moist as thebeer sank in, and he heard it splashing when her feetstruck it. He hoped her pretty red slippers didn't get soiled.Meanwhile, the ground shuddered as the other ogretromped after her, enjoying the chase.
Then she was over Smash, scraping out the ground about
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his head with her feeble little human hands, uncovering hisburied eyes. Foaming beer from the tree swirled down,blearing his vision but softening the dirt somewhat so shecould better excavate. But this was useless; she could neverhope to extricate him herself, and already the ogre waslooming over her, amused at the futility of her effort.
"Smash!" she cried. "Take my half soul!"
In Smash's dim, beer-sotted mind, something added up.One half plus one half equaled something very much likeone. Two half souls together—
He saw her half soul dropping toward him, a hemispherelike a half-eaten apple, bisected with fair precision. Then itstruck his head, bounced, and sank in, as the Eye Queuehad done. He became internally conscious of it as it spreadthrough him. It was a small, sweet, pretty, innocent butspunky fillet of soul, exactly the kind that belonged to agirl like her. Yet as it descended and joined with his big,brutish, homely, leathery ogre half soul, it merged to makea satisfying whole.
At this point, in the Night Stallion horror visions, thiswould have been the end. But here in real life, with a fullsoul pieced together, it just might be the beginning. Smashfelt his strength returning.
The ogre lifted Tandy into the air by her brown tresses.He slavered. Smash's sunken orbs perceived it all fromtheir beer-sodden pit in the ground.
The girl tried to throw a tantrum, but she was mostly outof the makings. She was terrified rather than angry, hertantrum-energy had recently been expended, and she badno soul. Her effort only made the ogre blink. He openedhis ponderous and mottled jaw and swung her toward hisbroken teeth.
Smash flexed. He had a full soul, of sorts, now; hisStrength was back. The ground buckled about him. Onehamhand rose up like the extremity of a zombie emergingfrom a long-undisturbed grave, dripping beer-sodden dirt.It caught the hairy ankle of the ogre.
Smash lifted. He was well anchored in the ground, so allhe needed was power. He had it. The ogre rose into the air,surprised. But he did not let Tandy go. He continued tobring her to his salivating maw. First things first, after all.
Smash brought the foot belonging to the ankle he held to
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his own mouth. He opened his own dirt-marbled jaws.They closed on the ogre's horny toes. They crunched, hard.
Folklore had it that ogres were invulnerable to pain be-cause they were too tough and stupid to feel it. Folklorewas in error. The ogre bellowed out a blast of pain thatshook the welkin, making the sun vibrate in place andthree clouds dump their water incontinently. He droppedTandy. Smash caught her with his other hand, after rippingit free of the ground with a spray of dirt that was like asmall explosion. He set her gently down. "Find shelter," hemurmured. "It could become uncomfortable in this vicin-ity."
She nodded mutely, then scooted away.
Smash spit out three toes, watching them bounce acrossthe dirt. He waved the ogre in the air. "Shall we begin,toadsnoot?" he inquired politely.
The ogre was no coward. No ogre was, since an ogre'sbrain was too obtuse to allow room for the circuitry of fear.He was ready to begin.
The battle of ogre vs. ogre was the most savage encoun-ter known in Xanth. The very land about them seemed totense expectantly, aware that when this was over, nothingwould be the same. Perhaps nothing would be, period. Thelandscape of Xanth was dotted with the imposing remnantsof ancient ogre fights—water-filled calderas, stands ofpetrified trees, mountains of rubble, and similar artifacts.
The ogre began without imagination, naturally enough.He drove a hamfist down on Smash's head. This timeSmash met it with his open jaws. The fist disappeared intohis mouth, and his teeth crunched on the scarred wrist.
Again the ogre bellowed, and the sun shook in its orbitand the clouds soaked indecorously. One downpour spilledonto the sun itself, causing an awful sizzle.
The ogre wrenched his arm up—and popped Smashright out of the ground in the process, for naturally Smashhad not let go. Beer-mud flew outward and rained downon the watching ogres, who snapped at the blobs automati-cally.
. The ogre slammed his two fists together hard. Since onefist was inside Smash's mouth, this meant Smash's headwas getting doubly boxed. Vapor shot out of his ears. He
spit out the fist, since he was unable to chew it properly,and freed his head.
Now the two combatants faced each other, two hulkingmonsters, the one covered with dirt and reeking of beer,the other minus two teeth and three toes. Both were an-gry—and the anger of ogres was similar to that of volcan-oes, tornadoes, avalanches, or other natural calamities—aptto destroy the neighborhood indiscriminately.
"You called me half-breed," Smash said, driving agauntleted fist into the other's shoulder. This time the blowhad ogre force; the ogre was hurled sidewise into the trunkof a small rock-maple tree. The tree snapped off, its topsection crashing down on the ogre's ugly head.
He shrugged it off, not even noticing the distraction."He go me toe," he said, naming his own grievance, thoughunable to count beyond one. He fired his own fist atSmash's shoulder. The blow hurled Smash sidewise into arock-candy boulder. The boulder shattered, and sugarcubes flew out and descended like hailstones around them.
"You tried to eat my friend," Smash said, kicking theogre in the rear. The kick sent the monster sailing up in ahigh arc, his posterior smoking. Then, to make sure the
ogre understood. Smash repeated it in ogrish: "He ea' meshe."
The ogre landed bottom-first in the Fen, and the waterbubbled and steamed about him. He picked himself up byhauling with one hamhand on the shaggy nape of his neck,then stomped the bog so that the mud flew outward likedebris from a meteoric impact and ripped a medium-sizedhickory tree from its mooring on an islet. The tree cameloose with an anguished "Hick!" and hicked again as theogre smashed, it down across Smash's head, breaking itasunder. Smash felt sorry for the ruined tree, probably be-cause of the influence of the sweet girl's half soul he hadborrowed.
The two ogres faced each other again, having nowwanned up. There was a scurrying and fluttering in the sur-rounding jungle as the creatures of the wild who had re-mained before now fled the scene of impending violence.There were also ripples in the swamp and the beat of drag-ons' wings, all departing hastily. None of them wanted anypart of this!
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Now that Smash had his full strength and had interactedwith the other ogre, it was his judgment that he was thestronger of the two and the smarter. He believed he couldbeat this monster—and it was necessary that he do it toprotect Tandy. But a lot of battle remained before the issuewould be resolved.
Smash leaned forward, threw his arms around the ogre,picked him up, and charged toward the dense, hard wallsof a big walnut tree. The ogre's head rammed rightthrough the wood and was buried inside the wall-trunk, hisbody dangling outside.
Then there was a chomping sound. The ogre was chew-ing his way out, despite his missing teeth. Soon his snoutbroke through the far side of the wall, then chomped to theleft and right-He spit out wall-nuts as he went, and theyformed little walls around the tree where they fell. Thenthe tree crashed to the ground, its trunk severed. The ogrereturned to the fray.
He ripped a medium rosewood tree from the ground andhurled it at Smash. Smash threw up a fist to block it, butthe trunk splintered and showered him with splinter-roses.
Smash, in turn, swung a fist through a sandalwoodtrunk, severing it. He grabbed the loose part and hurled itat the ogre, who blocked it. This time there was a showerof sandals and other footwear.
The ogre took hold of a fat yew tree, twisting it aroundand around though it bleated like a female sheep, until thetrunk separated from the stump. "Me screw with yew," hegrunted, ramming the twisted trunk at Smash's face.
"That is un-ogrammatical," Smash said. "Ogres alwayssay he or she, not you." But he ripped off a trunk of syca-more and used it to counter the thrust. "Syc 'em!" he cried,bashing at the yew. "Syc 'em more!" he cried, bashingagain. And because this was the nature of that tree, itsycked 'em more.
Both trunks shattered. Trunks were really better for con-taining things than for fighting. Some trunks were used fortrumpeting. Still, these were the most convenient things touse for this battle.
The ogre tromped into the deeper forest to the south,where larger trees grew. He chopped with both fists at abig redwood trunk. Smash stomped to a bigger bluewood
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and began knocking chips out of it with his own fists. Soon
both trees came crashing down, and each ogre picked oneup.
The other ogre was the first to swing. Smash ducked,and the redwood whistled over his head and cracked into asturdy beech tree. The encounter was horrendous. The redwas knocked right out of the redwood, and the sand flewfrom the beech. A cloud of red-dyed sand formed, makinga brief but baleful sandstorm that swirled away in a seriesof diminishing funnels, coating the other trees.
Now Smash swung his bluewood. The ogre ducked be-hind a butternut tree. The trunk clobbered the tree. Bluedye flew out, and butter squished out. Blue butter de-scended in a gooky mass, coating everything the red sandhad missed, including a small pasture of milkweed plants.Blue buttermilk formed. All the spectator ogres turnedfrom dry red to dripping blue. It did improve their appear-ance. Anything was better than the natural hue of an ogre.
The ogre bent to rip out a boxwood tree. This timeSmash was faster. He sliced off a section of trunk from acork tree and rammed that at the exposed posterior. Thecork shoved the ogre right into the box, where he was stuck.bottom-up, corked.
Now the ogre was really angry. He bellowed so hard thebox exploded and the cork shot up toward the sun with aloud Bronx cheer. When it hit the sun it detonated, and a.foul cloud eclipsed the orb, turning a clear day to thesmoggiest night ever to clog the noses of the jungle. Crea-tures began coughing and choking all around, and a num-ber of plants wilted as the stench spread out like goo.
In the cloying darkness, the ogre retreated. He had hadenough of Smash's full strength. But Smash was notthrough with him. He pursued, following the ogre into thedeepest jungle by the sound of his tromping.
Something struck Smash's arm, temporarily numbing it.It was an ironwood bar. In the dark the ogre had harvestedanother tree and had hurled it from ambush. Some mightconsider this to be a cowardly act, but ogres did not knowthe meaning of cowardice, so it must have been some other
kind of act. Ogres did comprehend cunning, so perhapsthat was it.
Smash picked up the bar, started to twist it into a harm-
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less knot, reconsidered and started to hurl it violently back,reconsidered again, and hung on to it. It would make adecent spear.
He listened, trying to locate the ogre. He heard thesproing! as another ironwood sapling was harvested. Hecharged that spot—and tripped over a fallen log. Naturallythe log splintered into a storm of toothpicks that shot outlike shrapnel, making pincushions of the surrounding vege-tation. Smash lost his balance. He windmilled an arm and aleg. .   •
Now the ogre knew Smash's location more accurately.The other spear eame whistling at him as if it had not acare in the world and caught his outflung foot. Thatsmarted! Smash rolled back, got his feet properly underhim, limped, and struck back where his keen ogre hearingindicated the other ogre was.
Unfortunately, he had not realized that dirt remained inhis ears, from the time he was spiked into the ground. Hisblow was countered, being off target, and the other barclonked him on the side of the head.
This turned out to be a serendipitous blessing, for theclonk knocked out most of the dirt. Now he could hearproperly! He reoriented and swung hard and accurately atthe other—and missed, for the other was retreating.
The smog was beginning to clear. Smash pressed for-ward, striking repeatedly at the dim shape before him. Thecounterings grew fewer and weaker as the enemy retreated.Smash accelerated—and the figure ducked aside, put out afoot—and Smash tripped over it and stumbled headlonginto a drop-off.
In midair he realized he had been tricked. The ogre, fa-miliar with the terrain while Smash was not, had led himto the cliff. Smash should have been more suspicious of thesudden, seeming weakness of his opponent. But of course,without his Eye Queue, he was no smarter than any otherogre.
He landed on a bed of sharp gravel. Something yiped.Great yellow eyes opened. A jet of flame illuminated thearea. Smash got a clear view of his situation.
Oops! He had fallen directly into a dragon's nest! Thiswas the lair of a big surface dragon, open to the day be-cause such a monster feared nothing, not even ogres. The
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dragon wasn't here at the moment, but its five cubs were.
In a moment all of them were up and alert. They werelarge cubs, almost ready to depart the nest and start con-suming people for themselves. They were all as massive asSmash, with coppery snouts, green metal neck scales, andmanes of silvery steel. Their teeth glinted like stars, andtheir tongues slurped about hungrily. As the light returned,
all recognized him as an enemy and as prey. What a trapthis was!
The ogre looked over the brink of the pit. "Ho ho hoho!" he roared thunderously, causing the nearby trees toshake. "Me screw he blue!" For Smash stood on blue dia-monds that made up the nest, which he had taken forgravel. All dragons liked diamonds; they were pretty andhard and highly resistant to heat. Because dragons hoardeddiamonds, the stones assumed unreasonable value, beingvery rare elsewhere. Smash understood this extended evento Mundania, though he wasn't sure how the dragons man-aged to collect the stones from there.
Dragons were not much for ceremony. All five pounced,blasting out little jets of flame that incinerated the vegeta-tion around the nest and heated the diamonds at Smash'sfeet, forcing him to jump.
Smash, angry at himself for his stupidity in falling intothis mess—imagine being outwitted by a dull ogre!—reacted with inordinate, i.e., ogrish, fury. He just wasn't inthe mood to mess with little dragons!
He put out his two gauntleted hands and snatched thefirst dragon out of the air. He whipped it about and used itto strike the second in mid-pounce. Both dragons wereknocked instantly senseless. Weight for weight, no dragonwas a match for an ogre; only the advantage of size put thebig dragons ahead, and these lacked that.
Smash hurled both dragons at the other ogre, who stoodgloating, and grabbed for two more. In a moment both of
these were dragging, and the dragging dragons were hurledup to drape about the ogre.
The fifth dragon, meanwhile, had fastened its jaws onSmash's legs. They were pretty good jaws, with diamond-hard teeth; they were beginning to hurt. Smash plunged hisfist down with such force that the skull caved in. Heripped the body away and hurled it, too, at the other ogre.
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The smog had largely cleared, perhaps abetted by thebreeze from Smash's own activity. Now an immenseshadow fell across them. Smash looked up. It was themother dragon, so huge her landbound bulk blocked offthe light of the sun" Not all big dragons were confined toDragonlandl It would take a whole tribe of ogres to fendher off—and the tribe of the Ogre-Fen Ogres would cer-tainly not do that. Smash had been tricked into this nestbecause the other ogre knew it would be the end of him.
But Smash, having cursed the darkness of his witless-ness, now suffered a flashback of dull genius. "Heee!" hecried, pointing a hamfinger at the other ogre.
The dragoness looked. There stood the ogre, in mid-gloat, with the five limp, little dragon cubs draped aroundhis body like so much apparel. He had been so pleased withhis success in framing Smash that he had not thought toclear the debris from himself. The liability of the true ogrehad betrayed him—his inability to concentrate on morethan one thing at a time. Naturally the dragoness assumedthat he was the guilty creature.
With a roar so horrendous that it petrified the local treesand caused a layer of rock on the cliff to shiver into dust,several diamonds to craze and crack; and a blast of firethat would have vaporized trees and cliff face, had the onenot just been converted from wood to stone and the othernot just powdered out, she went for the guilty ogre.
The ogre was dim, but not that dim, especially as a re-fracted wash of fire frizzled his fur. While the dragonessinhaled and oriented for a more accurate second shot, heflung off the little dragons and dived into the nest-pit,landing snoot-first in the diamonds. The contrast was con-siderable—the sheer beauty of the stones versus the sheerugliness of the ogre. It looked as if he were trying to eatthem.
Smash hardly paused for thought. At the moment, thedragoness was a greater threat to his health than the ogre.He wrestled a boulder out of the pit wall and heaved it upat the dragoness, while the other ogre struggled to his feet,shedding white, red, green, blue, and polka-dot diamonds.The dragoness turned, snapped at the boulder, found it in-edible, and spit it out
Smash realized that the other ogre had disappeared. He
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checked, and saw a foot in a hole. The boulder he hadthrown had blocked a passage, and the ogre was crawlingdown it, leaving Smash to face the fire alone. Smash didn'tappreciate that, so he grabbed the foot and hauled the ogreback and out. Several more diamonds dropped from crev-ices on the creature's hide—black,, yellow, purple, plaid,and candy-striped. In a moment Smash had the ogre in theair, swinging him around by the feet in a circle.
The dragoness was pumping up for a real burnout blast.Such an exhalation could incinerate both ogres in a singlefoop. She opened her maw, letting the first wisps of super-heated steam emerge, and her belly rumbled with the gath-ering holocaust.
Smash let go of the ogre, hurling him directly into thegaping maw, headfirst.
The dragon choked on her own blocked fire, for theogre's body was just the right size to plug her gullet. Theogre's feet, protruding slightly from the mouth, kicked mad-ly. Then the ogre's broken teeth started working as hechewed his way out. The dragoness looked startled, un-certain how to deal with this complication.
Smash wasn't sure how this contest would turn out. Thedragoness' fire was bottled, and her own teeth could notquite get purchase on the ogre in her throat, but she didhave a lot of power and might be able to clear the ogre byeither coughing him out or swallowing him the rest of theway. On the other hand, the ogre could chew quite a dis-tance in a short time. Smash decided to depart the premiseswith judicious dispatch.
But where could he go? If he scrambled out of the nest,the dragoness might chase after him, and he would be
more like a sitting duck than a running ogre, in the open.If he remained—
"Hssst!" someone called. "Here!"
Smash looked. A little humanoid nymph stood withinthe hole left by the boulder.
"I was raised in the underworld," she said. "I know tun-nels. Cornel"
Smash looked back at the dragoness, who was swellingwith stifled pressure, and at the kicking ogre in her throat.The former was about to fire the latter out like a missile.He had sympathy for neither and was fed up with the
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whole business. What did he want with ogres anyway? Theywere dull creatures who crunched the bones of human folk.
Human folk. "Tandy!" he cried. "I must save her fromthe ogres!"
The nymph was disgusted. "Idiot!" she cried. "I amTandy!"
'Smash peered closely at her. The nymph had brownhair, blue eyes, and a spunky, upturned little nose. She wasindeed Tandy. Odd that he hadn't recognized her! Yet whowould have expected a nymph to turn out to be a person!
"Now get in here, you oaf!" she commanded. "Beforethat monster pops her cork!"
He followed Tandy into the tunnel. She led him along acurving route, deep down into the ground. The air hereturned cool, the wall clammy. "The dragon mines here for'diamonds that my mother leaves," she explained. "Therewould be terrible disruption in Xanth if it weren't for her' work. The dragons would go on a rampage if their dia-monds ran out, and so would the other creatures if theycouldn't get their own particular stones. It certainly is niceto know my mother has been here! Of course, that couldhave been a long time ago. There might even be an aper-ture to my home netherworld here, though probably sherode the Diggle and left no passage behind."
Smash just followed, more concerned about escaping thedragon than about the girl's idle commentary.
There was a sound behind them, like a giant spike beingfired violently into bedrock. The dragoness had no doubtdisgorged the ogre from her craw and now was ready topursue the two of them here. Though the diameter of thetunnel was not great, dragons were long, sinuous creatures,particularly the wingless landbound ones, who could moveefficiently through small apertures. Or she could simplysend a blast of flame along, frying them. Worse yet, shemight do both, pursuing until she got close, then doingsome fiery target practice.
"Oh, I'm sure there's a way down, somewhere near,"Tandy fussed. "The wall here is shallow; I can tell by theway it resonates. I've had a lot of experience with this typeof formation. See—there's a fossil." She indicated a glow-ing thing that resembled the skeleton of a fish, but it squig-gled out of sight before Smash could examine it closely.
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Fossils were like that, he knew; they preferred to hide fromdiscovery. They were like zombies, except that they didn'tgenerally travel about much; they just rested for eons. Hehad no idea what their purpose in life or death might be."But I can't find a hole!" Tandy finished, frustrated.
Smash knew they had to get out of this particular pas-sage in a hurry. He aimed his fist and smashed a hole inthe wall. A new chamber opened up. He dropped through,carefully lifting Tandy down.
"That's right!" she exclaimed. "I forgot about your ogrestrength! It's handy at times."
A rush of fire flowed along the tunnel they had quitted.They had gotten out just in time!
"This is it!" Tandy cried. "The netherworld! I haven'tbeen in this section before, but I recognize the general con-figuration. A few days' walk, and I'm home!" Then shereconsidered. "No, there isn't any direct connection. The—
what's that thing that cuts Xanth in half? I can't remem-ber—"
"The Gap Chasm," Smash said, dredging it out of hisown fading memory. In his ogre personality, he was toostupid to forget things as readily as Tandy could.
"Yes. That. That would cut off this section from thesection I live in, I think. Still—"
She led him through a dark labyrinth, until the sounds ofthe enraged dragon faded. They finally stood on a ledge
near cool water. "She'll never find us here. It would douseher fire."
"I hope you'll be able to find our way out. I'm lost."Ogres didn't care one way or the other about the depths ofthe earth, but did like to be able to get around to forage forfood and violence.
"When the time is right," she said. "Maybe never.""But what of our missions?" Smash demanded."What missions?" she asked innocently.Then Smash remembered. She no longer cared aboutseeking fulfillment. She had given up her soul.
 
Chapter 15. Point of View
But in a moment he realized this was not seri-ous. "I have your half soul," he said. "Take it back." Heput his huge paw on his head and drew out the fillet. Itadhered to his own soul, with which it had temporarilymerged; evidently the two souls liked each other, differentas they were. At last her soul rested in his palm.
Then he moved the faintly luminous hemisphere to herhead and patted it in. The soul dissolved, flowing back intoher. "Oh, that feels so good!" she exclaimed. "Now I knowhow much I missed my soul, even the half of it!"
Smash, back to his own half soul, suddenly felt tired. Hesank down on the rock where he was resting. It was darkhere, but he didn't mind; it was easy to rest in this place.
Tandy sank down beside him. "I think my soul feelslonely," she said. "It was half, and then it was whole withyours, and now it's half again, with maybe the better halfmissing."
"Yours is the better half," he said. "It's cute and spunkyand sensitive, while mine is gross and stupid."
"But strong and loyal," she said. "They complementeach other. A full person needs strength and sensitivity."
"An ogre doesn't." But now he wondered.
She found his hamhand with her own. "Okay, Smash, Iremember our missions now. I wanted to find a good hus-band, and you—"
"Wanted a good wife," Smash finished. "I didn't knowit, but the Good Magician evidently did. So he sent mewhere I could find one. But somehow the notion of sharing
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the rest of my life with an ogress no longer appeals. I don'tknow why."
"Because true ogres and ogresses are brutes," she said."You really aren't that kind, Smash."
"Perhaps I wasn't when I had the Eye Queue curse. Butwhen I lost it, I reverted to my natural state."
"Are you sure your natural state is brutish?"
"I was raised to be able to smash ironwood trees withsingle blows of my homy fist," he said. "To wrestle myweight in 'dragons and pulverize them. To squeeze purplebouillon juice from purple wood with my bare hands. Tochew rocks into sand. To—"
"That's impressive. Smash. And I've seen you do someof those things. But are you sure you aren't confusing
strength with brutishness? You have always been very gen-tle with me."
"You are special," he said, experiencing a surge of unfa-miliar feeling.
"Chem told me something she~ learned from a Mundanescholar. Chem and I talked a lot while you were in thegourd, there in the Void, because we didn't know for surewhether we would ever get free of that place. The scholar'sname was Ichabod, and he knew this little poem about aMundane monster resembling a tiger lily, only this one is ^supposed to be an animal instead of a plant."
"I have fought tiger lilies," he said. "Even their rootshave claws. They're worse than dandy-lions."
"She couldn't remember the poem, exactly. So we playedwith it, applying it to you. 'Ogre, ogre, burning bright—'"
"Ogre's don't bum!"
"They do when they're stepping across the firewall," shesaid, "trying to fetch a boat so the rest of us can navigatepast the loan sharks. That's what reminded Chem of thepoem, she said. The flaming ogre. Anyway, the poem tellshow they go through the jungle in the night, the fieryogres, and are fearfully awful."
"Yes," Smash said, becoming pleased with the image."We had a good laugh. You aren't fearful at all, to us.
You're a big, wonderful, blundering ball of fur, and we
wouldn't trade you for anything."
"No matter how brightly I bum," Smash agreed ruefully.
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He changed the subject. "How were you able to functionwithout your soul? When you lost it before, you were coma-tose."
"Partly, before, it was the shock of loss," she said. "Thistime I gave it away; I was braced, experienced."
"That shouldn't make much difference," he protested."A soul is a soul, and when you lose it—"
"It does make a difference. What a girl gives away maymake her feel good, while if the same thing is taken byforce, it can destroy her."
"But without a soul—"                       /
'True. That's only an analogy. I suppose I was thinkingmore of love."
He remembered how the demon had tried to rape her.Suddenly he hated that demon. "Yes, you need someone toprotect you. But we found no man along the route, andnow we are beyond the Good Magician's assignment with-out an Answer for either of us."
"I'm not so sure," she said.
"We're drifting from the subject. How did you survive,soulless? Your half soul made me strong enough to beatanother ogre; you had to have been so weak you wouldcollapse. Yet you didn't."
"Well, I'm half nymph," she said.
"Half nymph? You did seem like a nymph when—"
"I always thought of myself as human, just as you al-ways thought of yourself as ogre. But my mother is Jewelthe Nymph. So by heredity I'm as much nymph as girl."
"What's the difference?" He knew there was a differ-ence, but found himself unable to define it.
"Nymphs are eternally young and beautiful and usuallynone too bright. They are unable to say no to a male foranything. My mother is an exception; she had to be smartand reliable to handle her job. She remains very pretty,prettier than I am. But she's not as smart as I am."
"You are young and beautiful," Smash said. "But so isPrincess Irene, and she's a human girl."
"Yes. So that isn't definitive. Human girls in the flushof their young prime do approach nymphs in appearance,and have a number of nymphal qualities that men findappealing. But Irene will age, while true nymphs won't,She loves, while nymphs can't love."
"Can't love?" Smash was learning more than he had everexpected to about nymphs.
"Well, my mother does love. But as I said, she's a veryspecial nymph. And my father Crombie used a love-spellon her. So that doesn't count."
"But some human people don't love, so that is not defini-tive, either."
'True. It can be very hard to distinguish a nymph froma thoughtless human girl. But one thing is definitive.Nymphs don't have souls."
"You have a soul! I am absolutely certain of that! It's avery nice little soul, too."
He could feel her smile in the dark. Her body relaxed,and she squeezed his paw. "Thank you. I rather like it my-self. I have a soul because I'm half human. Just as you do,for the same reason."
"I never thought of that!" Smash said. "It never oc-curred to me that other ogres wouldn't have souls."
"They're brutes because they have no souls. Theirstrength is all magic."
"I suppose so. My mother was a variety of human, so Iinherited my soul from her."
"And it gave you strength to make up for what you lostby being only half ogre."
"Agreed. That answers a mystery I was never aware ofbefore. But you still haven't explained how you—"
"Functioned without a soul. Yes. It was simply a matterof how I thought of it. You see, human beings have alwayshad souls; they have no experience living without them.Other creatures never had souls, so they have learned tocope. My mother copes quite well, though I suppose someof my father's soul has rubbed off on her." Tandy sighed."She's such a good person, she certainly deserves a soul.But she is a nymph, and I am half nymph. So I can func-tion without a soul. All I had to do, once I realized that,
was to think of myself as a nymph. It made a fundamentaldifference."
"But I think of myself as an ogre—yet I have a soul.""Maybe you should try thinking of yourself as a man,Smash." Her hand tightened on his."A man?" he asked blankly. "I'm an ogre!""And I'm a girl. But when I had to, I became a nymph.
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So I was able to operate without sinking into the sort ofslough I did before, in the gourd. I was able to follow yourfight, and to step in when I needed to."
"A man!" he repeated incredulously.
"Please, Smash. I'm a half-breed, like you. Like a lot ofthe creatures of Xanth. I won't laugh at you."
"It's impossible! How could I ever be a man?"
"Smash, you don't talk like an ogre any more. You'renot stupid like an ogre any more."
"The Eye Queue—"
"That vine faded a long time ago. Smash! And the oneyou got in the Void—that never existed at all. It was sheerillusion. Yet it made you smart again. Did you ever con-sider how that could be?"
It was his turn to smile in the dark. "I was careful not tothink that one through, Tandy. It would have deprived meof the very intelligence that enabled me to indulge in thatchain of thought, paradoxically."
"You believe in paradox?"
"It is an intriguing concept. I would say it is impossiblein Mundania, but possible in Xanth. I really must explorethe implications further, when I have leisure."
"I have another hypothesis," she said. "The Eye Queuewas illusion, but your intelligence was not."
"Isn't that a contradiction? It's illogical to attribute aneffect as significant as intelligence to an illusion."
"It certainly is. That's why I didn't do it. Smash, I don'tthink you needed the Eye Queue vine at all, ever. Not theillusory one or the original one. You always had the intelli-gence. Because you're half human, and human beings aresmart."
"But I was never smart until the Eye Queue made meso."
"You were smart enough to fool everyone into thinkingyou were ogrishly stupid! Smash, Chem told me about theEye Queue vine. Its effect wears off in hours. Sometimesits effect is only in self-perception. It makes creaturesthink they're smart when they aren't, and they make colos-sal fools of themselves without knowing it. Like people get-ting drunk on the spillage from a beerbarrel tree, thinkingthey're being great company when actually they are dis-gusting clowns. My father used to tell me about that; he
said he'd made a clown of himself more than once. Onlyit's worse with the vine."
"Was I doing that?" Smash asked, mortified.
"No! You really -were smart! And it didn't wear off, un-til you lost the vine in the flood. And it came back themoment you got a new vine, even though you only imag-ined it. Doesn't that suggest something to you. Smash?"
He pondered. "It confirms that magic is marvelous andnot entirely logical."
"Or that you became smart only when you thought youought to be smart. Maybe the Eye Queue showed you how,the first time. After that you could do it any time youwanted to. Or when you forgot to be stupid."
"But I'm not smart now," he protested.
"You should listen to yourself. Smash! You've been dis-coursing on the nuances of paradox and you've been talk-ing in a literate fashion."
"Why, so I have," he agreed, surprised. "I forgot I hadlost the Eye Queue."
"Precisely. So where does your intelligence come fromnow, ogre?"
"It must be from my human half, as you surmise. Likemy soul. I just never invoked it before, because—"
"Because you thought of yourself as an ogre, until yousaw what ogres really were like and started turning offthem. Now you are sliding toward your human heritage."
"You see it far more dearly than I do!"
"Because I'm more objective. I see you from the outside.I appreciate your human qualities. And I think the GoodMagician Humfrey did, too. He's old, but he's still savvy. Iought to know; I cleaned up his castle for a year."
"It didn't looked cleaned up to me. I could hardly find aplace to stand."
"You should have seen it before I cleaned it up!" Butshe laughed. "Actually, I didn't touch his private den; eventhe Gorgon leaves that alone. If anyone ever cleaned up inthere, no one would know where all his spells and booksand things were. He's had a century or so to leam theirlocations. But the rest of the castle needs to be kept inorder, and they felt the Gorgon shouldn't have to do it,since she's married to him now, so I did it. I cleaned off themagic mirrors and things; some of them bad pretty smart
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mouths, too! It wasn't bad. And in that year I came tounderstand that behind the seeming absent-mindedness ofHumfrey there lies a remarkably alert mind. He justdoesn't like to show it. He knew all about you, for example,before you approached the castle. He had you marked ayear in advance on his calendar, right to the day and hourof your arrival. He watched every step of your progress.He chortled when you came up against those ogre bones;
he'd gone to a lot of work to get those set up. That manknows everything he wants to know. That's why he keepsthe Gorgon in thrall, instead of she him; she is in completeawe of his knowledge."
"And I thought he was asleepi" Smash said ruefully.
"Everyone does. But he's the Magician of Information,one of the most powerful men in Xanth. He knows every-thing worth knowing. So he surely knew how much of amind you had and crafted his Answer accordingly. Now weknow he was correct."
"But our missions—neither is complete! He didn't knowwe would fail, did he?"
She considered, then asked, "Smash, why did you fightthe other ogre?"
"He annoyed me. He insulted me."
"But you tried to avoid trouble."
"Because I was at half-strength and knew I'd lose."
"But then you slugged him. You knocked out a tooth."
"He was going to eat you. I couldn't allow that."
"Why not? It's what ogres do."
"I had agreed to protect you!"
"Did you think of that when you struck him?"
"No," Smash admitted. "I popped him instantly. Therewas no time for thought."
"So there was some other reason you reacted."
"You're my friend!"
"Do ogres have friends?"
He considered again. "No. I'm the only ogre who everhad friends—and they were mostly human friends. Mostogres don't even like other ogres."
"Unsurprising," she said. "So, to protect me, twice yourisked your soul."
"Yes, of course." He wasn't certain of the point of hercomment.
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"Would any true ogre have done that?"
"No true ogre. Of course, since ogres don't have souls,they would never be faced with the choice. But still, if theydid have souls, they wouldn't—"
"Smash, doesn't it seem, even to you, that you have morehuman qualities than ogre qualities?"
"In this circumstance, perhaps. But in the jungle, alone,it would be otherwise.""Why did you leave the jungle, then?"
"I was dissatisfied. As I said before, I must have neededa wife, only I didn't know it then."
"And you could have had a nice brute of an ogress, witha face whose full glare would have made the moon rot, if
you'd reacted more like an ogre. Are you sorry you blewit?"
Smash laughed, becoming more conscious of her handon his. "No.""Do ogres laugh?""Only maliciously.""So you've thrown away the Answer you worked so hard
for, you think. Are you going back to the lonely junglenow?"
Strangely, that also did not appeal. The life he had been
satisfied with before seemed inadequate now. "What choicedo I have?"
"Why not try being a man? It's all in your viewpoint, Ithink. The people at Castle Roogna would accept you, I'm
sure. They already do. Prince Dor treated you as anequal."
"He treats everybody as an equal." But Smash won-dered. Would Prince Dor have been the same with any ofthe Ogre-Fen Ogres? This seemed questionable.
Then something else occurred to him. "You say I wasable to make the illusory Eye Queue vine work in the Void
because I always did have human intelligence, so there wasno paradox?"
"That's what I say," she said smugly."Then what about the gourd?""The gourd?" she asked family.
"That was illusory, too, in the Void, and it had noth-ing to do with my human nature, yet it also worked."
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"Yes, it did," she agreed. "Oh, Smash, I never thoughtof thati But that means—"
"That illusion was real in the Void. That what wethought was there really was there, once we thought it,such as gourds and glowing footprints. So there is no proofI'm smart without the vine."
"But—but—" She began to sniffle.
Smash sighed. He hated to see her unhappy. "Neverthe-less, I admit to being smart enough now to find the flawsin your logic, which, paradoxically, proves your case tothat extent. Probably we're both right. I have humanintelligence, and the Void makes illusion real." He paused,yet again aware of her hand on his. What a sweet littlehand it wasi "I have never in my life thought of myself asa man. I don't know what it could accomplish, but at leastit might be a diversion while we wait for the dragoness tostop searching for us."
Her sniffles abated magically. "It might be more thanthat. Smash," she said, sounding excited.
Smash concentrated. He imagined the way men were:
small and not very hairy and rather weak, but very smart.They used clothing because their natural fur didn't coverthe essentials. They plucked shoes from shoe trees andsocks from hose vines. He had a jacket and gloves; thatwas a start. They lived in houses, because wild creaturescould otherwise attack them in their sleep. They tended tocongregate in villages, liking one another's company. Theywere, in fact, social creatures, seldom alone.
He imagined himself joining that company, walking likea man instead of tromping like an ogre. Resting on a bedinstead of on the trunk of a tree. Eating delicately, one biteat a time, chewing it sedately, instead of ripping raw flesh,crunching bones, and using sheer muscle to cram in what-ever didn't conveniently fit in his mouth. Shaking handsinstead of knocking for a loop. But the whole exercise wasridiculous, because he knew he would always be a huge,hairy, homely monster.
"It isn't working," he said with relief. "I just can't imag-ine myself as—"
She set her other hand on his gross arm. Now he felt thetouch of her soul, her half soul, for he was attuned to it
after borrowing it. There seemed to be a current of soultraveling along his arm between her two tiny hands. Hehad rescued that soul from the gourd, and it had helpedrescue him from the ogres.
He also remembered how quick she had always been inhis defense. How she had kissed him. How she had stayedwith him, even when he went among the ogres, even whenshe lacked her souL Suddenly he wanted very much toplease her.
And he began to get the point of view. He felt himselfshrinking, refining, turning polite and smart.
Suddenly it opened out His mind expanded to take in allof Xanth, as it had when he first felt the curse of the EyeQueue. This time it was no curse; it was self-realization. Hehad become a man.
Tandy's hands remained on his arm and hand. Now heturned to her in the dark. His eyes saw nothing, but hismind more than made up the difference.
Tandy was a woman. She was beautiful in her specialfashion. She was smart. She was nice. She was loyal. Shehad a wonderful soul.
And he—with the perspective of a man he saw her dif-ferently. With the mind of a man he analyzed it. She hadbeen a companion, and he realized now how important thathad become to him. Ogres didn't need companions, butmen did. The six other girls had been companions, too, andhe had liked them, but Tandy was more.
"I don't want to go back to the jungle alone," he mur-mured. His voice had lost much of the ogre guttural qual-ity.
"I never thought you belonged there. Smash." Oh, howsweet she sounded 1
"I want—" But the enormity of the notion balked Tiim.
It didn't balk Tandy, however. "Smash, I told you beforethat I loved you."
"I have human perception at the moment," he said. "Imust caution you not to make statements that are subject tomisinterpretation."
"Misinterpretation, hell!" she flashed. "I knew my mindlong before you knew yours."
"Well, you must admit that an ogre and a nymph—"
 
300
Ogre, Ogre
Ogre, Ogre
301
"Or a man and a woman—"
"Half-breeds," he said, half bitterly. "Like the centaurs,harpies, merfolk, fauns—"
"And what's wrong with half-breeds?" she flared. "InXanth, any species can mate with any other it wants to,and some of the offspring are fine people. What's wrongwith Chem the Centaur? With the Siren?"
"Nothing," he said, impressed by her vehemence. Mo-ment by moment, as she talked and his manhood infil-trated the farthest reaches of his awareness, he was warm-ing to her nature. She was small, but she was an awful lotof smalL
"And the three-quarter breeds, almost identical to thehumans, like Goldy Goblin and Biythe Brassie and Johnthe Fairy—"
"And Fireoak the Hamadryad, whose soul is the tree,"he finished. "All good people." But he wondered passinglywhy, since nymphs were so nearly human, they didn't havesouls. Obviously there was more to learn about the matter.
"Consider Xanth," she continued hotly. "Divided intomyriad Kingdoms of people and animals and in-betweens.We met the Lord of the Flies and the Prince of Whales andthe Dragon Lady and the Kingdoms of the goblins, birds,griffins—"
"And the Ancestral Ogres of the Fen," he said. "All ofwhich believe they dominate Xanth."
"Yes." She took a breath. "How can Xanth be preventedfrom fragmenting entirely, except by interaction and cross-breeding? Smash, I think the very future of Xanth dependson the half-breeds and quarter-breeds, the people like uswho share two or more views. In Mundania, no speciesbreeds with another—and look at Mundania! According tomy father's stories—"
"Awful," he agreed. "Mundania has no magic."
"So their species just keep drifting farther apart, maldngthat land more dreary year by year. Xanth is different;
Xanth can reunify. Smash, we owe it to Xanth to—"
"Now I understand what men object to in women,"Smash said.
She was startled. "What?"
"They talk too much."
"It's to fill in for inactive men!" she flared.
Oh. He turned farther toward her in the dark, and shemet him halfway. This time there was no confusion at allabout the kiss. It was a small swatch of heaven.
At last they broke. "Ogre, ogre," she murmured breath-lessly. "You certainly are a man now."
"You're right. The Good Magician knew," he said, cud-dling her close to him. In the dark she did not seem tiny;
she seemed just right. As with riding the nightmares, thingswere always compatible. He had known Tandy was veryfeminine; now this quality assumed phenomenal new im-portance. "He sent me to the ogres—to find you."
"And he sent me to find you—the one creature roughenough to drive off the demon I fled, while still being gen-tle enough for me to love."
Love. Smash mulled that concept over. "I cried for youlast night," he confessed.
"Silly," she teased him. "Ogres don't cry."
"Because I thought I would lose you. I did not know thatI loved you."
She melted. "Oh, Smash! You said it!"
He said it again. "I love you. That's why I fought foryou. That's why I bargained my soul for you."
She laughed, again teasingly. "I don't think you knowwhat love is."
He stiffened. "I don't?"
"But I'll show you."
"Show me," he said dubiously.
She showed him. There was no violence, no knocking ofheads against trees, no screaming or stomping. Yet it wasthe most amazing and rewarding experience he had everhad. By the time it was done. Smash knew he neverwanted to be anything but a man and never wanted anywoman but her.
They found another way out of the netherworld, avoid-ing the lurking dragon, and trekked south along the eastcoast of Xanth. Smash, by the light of day, was smallerthan he had been, and less hairy, and hardly ugly at all.But he didn't really mind giving up his previous assets,because the acquisition of Tandy more than made up for
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them. She sewed him a pair of shorts, because men worethem, and he did rather resemble a man now.
They traveled quietly, avoiding trouble. When thisthreatened to rankle his suppressed ogre nature, Tandywould take his hand, and smile up at him, and the rankledissipated.
The trip took several days, but that didn't matter, be-cause it was sheer joy. Smash hardly noticed the routineXanth hazards, since most of his attention was on Tandy.Somehow the hazards seemed diminished, anyway, fornews had spread among the griffins, birds, dragons, gob-lins, and flies that Tandy's companion was best left alone,even if he didn't look like much. It seemed that a certainogre of the Fen had staggered out of the jungle with aheadache, and though he had not given any details, it wasevident that he had been roughly treated by the stranger hehad fought. Even the crossing of the Gap, which Smashhad almost forgotten until he encountered it again, waswithout event. The Gap Dragon, reputed to have a soretail, stayed clear.
At length, they drew near the entrance to Tandy's homeregion. The route was through a chasm guarded by a tangletree. It was a big, aggressive tree, and Smash knew hecould not overcome it. So he drew on his human intelli-gence and harvested a number of hypnogourds, intendingto roll them down to the tree. If it made the mistake oflooking in a single peephole—
But as they carried two gourds from the patch, a cloudof smoke formed-before them. This coalesced into a duskydemon.
"Well, my little human beauty," the demon said toTandy, switching his barbed tail about. "You were lost, butnow are found. I shall have my will of you forthwith." Headvanced on her, grinning lasciviously.
Tandy screamed and dropped her gourd, which shat-tered on the ground. "Fianti"
So this was the demon who sought to rape her! Smashset his own gourd down carefully and stepped forward."Depart, foul spirit!" he ordered.
The demon ignored him, addressing Tandy instead. "Ah,you seem more luscious than ever, girl-creature! It will belong before I tire of you."
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Tandy backed away. Smash saw that she was too fright-ened even to throw a tantrum. The demon had come uponher so suddenly she had not been able to brace emotionallyfor the assault.
Smash interposed himself between demon and girl. "De-sist, Fiant," he said.
The fat demon put out a band and shoved him. Smashtripped on a stone and tumbled to the ground ignomi-niously. The demon stepped on his stomach and advancedon Tandy. "Pucker up, cutie; your time has come at last."
Smash was becoming perturbed. Tandy might believe incrossbreeding as the hope of Xanth, but she had not chosento do it with the demon. As she had explained, there was aconsiderable difference between what was given voluntar-ily and what was forced. Smash scrambled to his feet andhurried after Fiant, catching him on the shoulder.
The demon swung about almost carelessly, delivering abrain-rattling slap across Smash's cheek. Smash fell backagain, reeling.
Now Fiant shot out a hand and caught Tandy by thehair. She screamed, but could not pull away.
Smash charged back into the fray—only to be met witha careless straight-arm that nearly staved in his teeth. Nowthe demon deigned to notice him, momentarily. "Get lost,lout, or I'll hurt you."
What was this? Fiant seemed to be stronger than Smash!
The demon drew Tandy in to him by the hair, reachingwith the clawed fingers of his other hand to rip off herblouse.
Smash charged again, fists swinging. He caught the de-mon on his pointed ear.
This time Fiant became annoyed. "You seem to be aslow learner, creep." He loosed the girl, spun about, andstruck Smash with a lightning-fast one-two combinationpunch on chin and stomach. Smash went down, head fog-ging, gasping for breath. "No man can stand against a de-mon," Fiant said arrogantly, and turned again to Tandy.
But the brief respite had given her a chance to work upsome spunk. She dived for Smash. "Take my soul!" shecried, and he felt its wonderful enhancement infusing him,He had forgotten how weak he was with only half a soul.
Then she was yanked away by the hair. Fiant held her
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up, her feet dangling. "No more Mr. Nice Guy," he said."Off with your skirt." On the trip down, Tandy had re-made the tatters of her red dress into a good skirt, andcompleted her wardrobe and Smash's by sewing materialfrom cloth bushes.
Smash leaped up and tackled the demon. Now he hadhis strength! But Fiant poked two fingers at his eyes. Pain-fully blinded. Smash fell to the ground again. He had a fullsoul again; why couldn't he prevail?
It was Tandy who came up with the answer. "Smash,you're too much of a man now!" she cried from her dan-gle. "Too gentle and polite. Try thinking of yourself as anogre!"
It was true. Smash had spent several days becomingmanishly civilized. As Fiant had said, no man was a matchfor a demon.
But an ogre, now . . .
Smash thought of himself as an ogre. It wasn't hard. Hehad spent his life indulging in just such thinking; the oldthought patterns were strong. He visualized the groundtrembling at his stomp, trees being ripped from their moor-ings, boulders being crushed to sand by single blows ofhorny fists.
Hair sprouted on his arms. Muscles bulged horrendously.His height jumped. His orange jacket, which hung on himloosely, abruptly became tight. His shorts split apart andfell off. His hands swelled into hams. His bruised eyeballspopped into awful ogre orbs. Ogre, ogre . . .
Smash put one hamfinger to the ground and lifted hiswhole body into the air, then he flipped neatly to his rock-calloused feet He roared—and the leaves of the nearesttrees swirled away. So, unfortunately, did Tandy's clothes,such as remained; they were not constructed for hurricanewinds.
She swung in dainty nudity by her hair. "Go get him,ogre!" she cried, and kicked the demon on the nose.
Fiant looked at Smash—and gaped. Suddenly he faced amonster far worse than himself. He dropped the girl andturned to flee.
Smash bent down, hooked his fingers in the turf, andyanked. The turf came toward him in a rug, dumping the
demon on his homs. Smash took one tromp forward andlaunched a mighty kick at Fiant's elevated rump. The kickshould have propelled the demon well toward the sun.
But Smash's foot passed right through Fiant. Smash,thrown off balance by the missed kick, did a backward flipand whomped on his head. That hardly mattered to anogre, but it gave the demon a chance to get organized.
Fiant realized that the ogre could not really hurt him,thanks to his ability to dematerialize at will. This restoredhis courage marvelously. Bullies always got brave when theodds were loaded on their side. He got up, strode towardSmash, and punched him in the gut. It was a good, hardblow—but now Smash shrugged it off as the trifle it wasand countered with a sweep of his arm that was so swiftand fierce it caused a contrail behind it.
But this blow, too, passed through the demon withouteffect.
"He's dematerializing!" Tandy cried. "You can't hithim!"                         »
Unconvinced, Smash plunged his fist at the demon'shead from above. This blow should have driven the demonhalfway into the ground. Instead, it passed the entire lengthof Piant's body without impediment and struck the barerock beneath, where the rug of turf had been removed. Therock cracked apart and powdered into sand, naturally.Then Smash rammed a straight punch at Fiant's belly—and only succeeded in sundering the tree behind him.Smash was tearing up the landscape to no avail.
But the demon could hit Smash, by rematerializing hisfists just before they struck. The blows didn't really hurt,but Smash was annoyed. How could he pulverize a creaturewho could not be hit back?
He tried to grab Fiant. This worked slightly better. Thedemon's body was as diffuse as smoke to his touch, butSmash's spread hamhands had more purchase, and he wasable to guide the smoke as long as he handled it carefully.Unfortunately, the demon's fists remained material, andthey now beat a brutal tattoo on Smash's face. His nose andeyes were hurting anew.
"Use your mind. Smash!" Tandy called.
Smash held the demon in place, enduring the facial bat-
 
tering while he put his natural Eye Queue intellect to workWhat would deal with such a demon once and for all? Itwould not be enough merely to drive Fiant off; he had tofix it so the demon could never again bother Tandy. IfTandy had a notion how he should proceed, why hadn't shesimply screamed it out?
Because if the demon heard, he would act to negate it.Smash had to do whatever it was by surprise.
He glanced at Tandy—and saw her sitting on the gourdhe had carried. Suddenly he understood.
He snapped at the demon's fists, using his big ogre teeth."Oh, no, you don't, monster!" Fiant exclaimed. "You can'tget me that way!" Sure enough, he punched Smash on thetongue, and when Smash's teeth closed on the fist, it dema-terialized and withdrew unhurt.
But meanwhile, Smash was carrying the demon towardthe gourd. When he got there, he slowly tilted Fiant downtoward the peephole Tandy had been sitting on. The demonwas about to face the gourd. If Fiant saw it too soon, hewould strike it and shatter it, ruining the ploy.
Fiant, intent on punching Smash's snout into a pulp, didnot spy the gourd until he was abruptly face to face with it."No!" he cried, realizing what it was. He jammed his eyesclosed so he could not look, and dematerialized.
"Yes!" Smash grunted. He shoved the demon headfirstat the gourd/Because Fiant was dematerialized, he passedright through the peephole, headfirst. Suddenly Smash re-membered the bottle ifrit inside this same gourd. Wasn'tthe gourd another kind of container? "You want to forceyour way into something? This is a good place." Smash fedthe rest of the demon through, arms, torso, legs, and feet,until all of him was gone.
"Let him find his way out of thatV Tandy cried jubi-lantly. "Oh, this really serves him right!"
Smash put his ear to the peephole. He heard a faint,angry neighing, as of an aroused stallion, and a startledscream. It seemed the demon could not dematerialize veryeffectively in a world where everything was already imma-terial. Then the beat of hooves faded away in the internaldistance.
Smash smiled. As Tandy had suggested, it would be longbefore the demon found his way out of that situation!
He drew forth Tandy's fillet of soul and handed it backto her. Suddenly he felt his full strength return, and sawTandy brightening similarly. Their two half souls had been
returned!
Smash realized what it was. The nightmares had made afair exchange for the two halves of Fiant.
Smash straightened up, keeping his eye averted from thepeephole. He squinted at Tandy, perceiving her disheveledbut pert nudity. "Ogre confess, like she dress," he said.
"Oh, you're a sight for sore eyes yourself!" Tandy said innurselike fashion, wiping Smash's battered face. "And sorenose, too! But do you know something? I love you just as
much in the ogre view."
He kissed her then, using his sore lips, not caring whatpoint of view it might be. Love was, after all, blind,
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